


LOOKING BACK.

¢ Youlth winna return, nor the days of lang sync.”

IR WALTER SCOTT, in hisrecently-published
journal, gives a delightful sketch of a day
spent at a little sea-side village, whither he

had been carried in childhood by a kind maiden-
aunt for a course of sea-baths. A lifetime
separated the first visit from the last, but the
old man saw this little world again with the
wide-eyed observant gaze of childhood to which
everything is wonderful, and yet nothing too
wonderful to be impossible.

Here is the cottage, remembered at once with a
breathless impatience of recognition : the owners,
who took in these summer lodgers, are vanished
and dead; but the house remains unchanged, a
poor little place, he owns now with a gradge,
though it looked grand enough long ago, dignified
and distinguished by the big black arch that let
out upon the sea. Here, too, the kirk where it
was so difficult for a small listener not to fall
asleep under the prosing of the reverend doctor
who gave such bountiful measure in the way of
sermons; the links, where the treasures of sca-
shells were arranged on the turf, and the toy-
ships went forth to voyage over those mimic
inland seas that the tide had left behind. As if
by magic, too, springs up the semi-pathetic, semi-
ludicrous figure of the veteran half-pay officer,
who swaggers in his solitary walk upon *the
parade,” as he calls the little open space by the
pool where the boy plays. And here is old George
Constable, a mysterious visitor who came very
often to the cottage in those long-gone summer
days, and is now surmised to have been dangling
after the kind aunt, a humble, but rejected suitor
no doubt ; and here the blithe face and the merry
laugh of the pretty good-natured girl, ¢ my Mary
Duff, whom [ laughed and romped with and
loved as children love.” A little way off is
Preston Tower, with its bountiful garden full of
“berry ” bushes, where a little lad was allowed
nnlimited feasts, and as the old eyes look again
on the rugged keep, the old heart once more
goes pit-a-pat with the childish thrill of fear
lIest Blind Harry’s spectre should show his liead-
less trunk at one of the twilit windows.

So the past unrolls itself again: it is like a
morning dream, vivid and clear, from which one
walens with a smile. The great Sir Walter, full
of fame and years and honours, calls it a happy
day thus spent among by-gone memories, a day
of relaxation and of pleasure. For a while 1t
was good to cast off the responsibilities and
burdens of maturity and be again tho little care-
free laddie, sporting in life’s happy morning.

It is to old age specially that this gift of
revivifying the past belongs: the aged alone
look back with pleasure; a mist veils and
obscures the recent years, but for them the long-
ago is always fair, Middle-aged eyes sec too
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clearly, the landscape of childhood is still too
near, one has not got far enough away from it;
there arc dark places in the picture: shadows,
clouds, the mists still linger there, it is not all
clear ghining. Time has not yet cast its halo,
its softening glamour, over the scenery of youth,
so that all that was ugly and bald is blotted out
and only the beautiful remains.

One sometimes smiles at old folk when, with
a shaken head, they assert that the world is no
more what it was; no longer the good and
kindly and comfortable planet of yore. The
world, perhaps, is much the same as it always
was, though one would fain hope that it grows
wiser as it grows in centuries; much the same for
you and me who enter it, one at this stage, and
one at that. No portion of the journey of life,
even the earliest, is without its alloy of pain and
grief, its sharp lessons of disappointment; but
Instead of laughing at the backward glance of
dim eyes which see the past as through a veil
softly, should we not rejoice in the kindly illusion ?
It is one of God’s tenderest gifts to old age. He
draws His mists across the time of toil and
struggle and strife. The battle-time, the anguish
and stress that come with the working days, are

‘forgotten, or only dimly remembered; while

every happy thing that made youth happier is a
possession for always.

In Sir Walter’s own Border country, there died
the other day one who rememblered him in his
gallant prime. She was ninety-five when we laid
her under the snows, a long time to have lived,
and yet not long enough for the many who feel
the world the poorer for lack of her peaceful,
placid presence. Brought up all her days in that
storied country-side, something of its charm
and mystery laid its spell on her. Born there,
living there as a gir], long years as a wife, many
as a widow, she knew and loved all the romantic
lore with which every hill and dale, every knoll
and burn is dowered. She spoke—and was proud
to speak—the beautiful pure old Scotch, the
Scotch of the Ettrick Shepherd, of Burns, of Sir
Walter himself—one never hears it nowadays—
which has a lilt of music in it. DBallad and song
and story, she knew them all by heart, and to
hear her talk in her simple, graphic way was to
be made free to the best of good company.

For many a day, ever since she took the honours
of old age upon her, she was ‘ great-grandmother ”
to all who were privileged to count her friend.
Her circle outside her own kin was wide, and she
nevor forgot even the nowest of those who claimed
o sharo in her interests. Yes, she was “ Granuy ”
to one and all, the kindest, the gentlest, the
Jovingost of sonls. And dearly did she love
what she called a ‘““crack.” Iler coaxing, ¢ Sit
‘0 ddwn—Dide a Dbit,” could never be resisted.
The little aflairs of to-day would be discussed —
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Yours c¢ven more keenly than her own; she was
proud of her Dbeautiful rose-garden, and eager,
}vhc.u she could no longer walk, or even be wheeled
in it herself, to hear what new wonder had
blossomed there at the kiss of the sun. One was
glad to e her messenger—to be eyes for her ag
one wandered in thuse beautiful green glades
that sloped so warmly to the south, while across
the valley the purple hills drew near. Her
simple delight in every green thing that grew
was a pleasuro to see. To the last an interview
with her old gardener was counted among the
events of the day. But soon in those pleasant
talks, that grew all too short as time went on,
her mind would slip away from the present to
the long-gone past, where it felt itself truly at
home. Her eager “ Youwll mind” so and so,
always awoke a smile: no, we could not “ mind”
the stirring events that happened when the
century was new-born, but though the figures that
flitted through those pleasani reminiscences
had long since vanished from this earth, their
voices silent many a year ago, she made them
live again for us; they walked the streets of the
quaint little town, they played their dramatic
paris, and were more real, perhaps, than those
who shared our own day and generation.

Latterly it was with sometlhing of an effort
that she was recalled from this enchanted country
peopled with the dead, and one always had a
dread lest memory should outstrip the .bounds
one longed to set it, and awake too fully. TFor
she had had great sorrows, griefs and trials in
her lot: one cannot have the loving heart she
had, and live to be so old, and yet not be often
wounded. But she had always borne her adver-
sities with courageous fortitude and calmness
and patience; and now in the late gloaming,
when the burden and heat of the day were over,
they seemed to have no more power to hurt.
From the preseut, so full of kindly, simple
interests, she slipped away to the early days
when a glory was still upon the world; and all
the toil-worn pilgrimage between was put aside
as a fancy of the night-watches which one forgets
on awaking.

She saw four generations grow up around her,
and for the last little new-comer the kind heart
had just as warm a welcome as for the first; but
to her, her own children, though they were
white-headed men and women, were always the
“bairns” still, and her husband, dead in his early
manhood, was never anything but * their fey (her.”
Almost to the last she was able to sit at her
double-paned corner window, which was mnever
without a glass of flowers, and from which she
could sec the slopes of her garden, the shining
river, and heather-clad hills beyond; and to the
very last she could read the large printed Gospel
bound up in small portions so as not to be too
heavy for weak hands. She was “sair failed ”
in body, but never in mind, and her heart was
young to the very end. There was to have been
a little family festival on her birthday, bnt sl)e
was not able for it. *“Eh, my woman,” sho said
to one of her many descendants, who spoke of
this cventful day, * birthdays are queer, qucer
thingsat my age.”  And the fur-off lock came into

her eyes as if already she saw across the horder line
that divides time from all time. Very peacefully,
and with scarce a pang of suffering, as the man
who loved her had wished that it should be, she
slept one night and awoke to a new youth in
another life than this.

Does it scem that one has lingered unduly on
the record of a life that was after all very ordin-
ary and uneventful, with nothing but the com-
mon cares and sorrows to burden it, and just
perhaps a little more serenity and patience in
bearing them that onc always meets?

It may be so, but, on the other hand, the
spectacle of an old age, so placidly cheerful, so
wholesomely sweet, has 1ts lesson and its consola-
tion. We, too, may come to the goodly rest of
Beulah’s Land when the march in the dust and
heat is over ; we, too, if to be full of years is our
portion, may be centres of loving influence and
kindly interest, linking youth and age. In
feebleness and weakness the best may still be
left, “the last of life, for which the first was
made.”

When one is young it seems so impossible ever
to be anything but young. Life goes round like.
a charmed circle, there is always as much time
before us as lies behind. Youth cannot bring
home to itself that it is mortal; one knows it of
course, a8 one knows so many accepted facts that
pass unchallenged. Life is brief, and we must.
all die. We repeat the formula with the lips.
Sometimes when a comrade falls at one’s side, one-
realises with a shock and jar that this is some--
thing more than a mere truism. DBut the march
goes on ; the closed grave is left behind ; for yon
and me, at least, in the prime of our strength, in
the ley-day of our youth, Death will tarry
awhile.

Bat, as the years lessen, as one and another
goes from us to learn the great secret, as the-
gaps grow wider in the ranks of friendship, the
vast distance betwixt life and death shortens too;
we can no longer deceive ourselves, or bid the
grim messenger defiance.

Every age, they tell us, has its pleasures and
its compensations; but few will deny that, in
life, as in nature, the middle hour of the day is
the most trying. The freshness, zest, supreme
belief of morning have left us; twilight peace is
as yet far offi In the glare and the dust the
hottest of the fight falls to us. It is then we
struggle most, then we entertain the most
exaggerated ideas of our own importance, then
we strive unceasingly to improve our worldly
position.

Ambition is awake, passions are at their
keenest, the world exercises its strongest spell.
Let the battle be fierce as it will, death was never
more unwelcome. We are in love still with * this
greon earth, the face of town and country, the
unspeakable rural solitudes, and the sweet
socurity of streets.” The stir, the fret, the fever,
these have still their charm; it is life, and yet
more life, we crave, not death.

But how beautifully, how tonderly, as the
yoars slip away, is tho heart weaned fn2)m this

¥
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thirst to live; the hands grow weary of the end-
less task, and fall at the side; the feet are no
longer swift, the back is bent, nature by little
and by listle saps the strength; and rest, tuken
grudgingly at first, comes to be sweet. The last
lesson of all is set, the learning not to do.

I am no longer ecager, bold, and strong:
All that is past;

I am ready mot lo do

At last, at last!

My balf day’s work is done,

And this is all my part:

I give a patient God

My patient heart.

These lines, it is related in the diary of Louisa
M. Alcott, were found under the pillow of a
wounded soldier who died in hospital; but they
are equally applicable to the slow decline of
life, when the grasshopper becomes a burden and
desire fails, because the hour for going to the last
home draws near.

But, the surrender once made, old age once
frankly accepted, the mortifving circumstances
attendant upon the sad process fade away. ¢ It is
difficult to grow old gracefully,” said one who
surely showed us how it ought to be done. A
little courage at the outset, and it is accomplished.
Accept the white hair, the bowed back, the feeble
limbs, the failing sight and hearing ; take them as
God’s voice whispering, “Make ready for My
summons;” and the last of life may indeed be
still the best; the evening hour of rest the most
blessed of the day.

The love and the respect that age, when it is
truly to be revered, gathers about it, the wise

counsel it may give, the patience it may teach,
ave these not worth the striving for? Old age
dues not always earn respect; sometimes it has
discharged the offices of lite but lamely, and wins
no honour in the closing scenes. It is querulous,
fretful, discontented, still rebelling against God’s
decree; but where it humbly accepts His chasten-
ing, how good and how beautiful it may be,
Lhow helpful to those of us for whom its peace is
asyet far off! Serene, cheerful, the frets and the
cares all over, just as the memory goes back to
the scenes of youth, so the spirit becomes child-
like too; the early simplicity, the early faith,
awake again, and at last like a weaned little one,
the tired eyes close and the head is pillowed on
the lap of our common mother.

Even if sorrow shadow the gloaming, it is
not worth while to grieve overmuch. The tears
will soon be wiped away, the sorrows mended.
God takes care of that. He may not make it
possible for us to say, *“ Whom have I in heaven
but Thee?” He may not will that we should say
it; but as one tie after another is broken, link
after link snapped, the heart may cry in all
truth, * There is none upon earth whom I desire
beside Thee.”

And if to be patient, biding His call, even upon
a lonely earth, loving, belpful, brave to the very
end—if these are the privileges of old age, who
would dread its on-coming? Who would not
rather ask that this evening hour might be
granted, as a last rich opportunity of paying back
to others part of the debt of love. Love, which
has blessed every step of the long way, and will
Dbless it to the end. '

L. E.

TOM HERON OF SAX.

A STORY OF REVIVAL TIMES,

BY EVELYN EVERETT-GREEN.

CHAPTER V.—THE LADIES OF ERNSCLIFF.

« T ADIES, I have come to you to take counsel.
I have come to you for advice.”

The speaker was a thin, spare man of
about forty summers, attired in clerical garb,
somewhat threadbare, though spotlessly neat and
clean. He had an intellectual face, with a sweet
and thoughtful smile ; whilst the hectic flush upon
his cheek and the slight stoop of his tall figure
suggested the idea of frail health and the insidious
advance of pulmonary disease.

This individual was none other than Mr.
Latham, the Curate of Sax, put in by Rector
Fortescue, who held the living. Although a
scholar and a man of gentle birth, his ill-health
obliged him to live very quietly and in the pure
air of the country. Small as was the stipend
allowed him, he contrived to live in fair comfort,
the lodger of a widow woman, whose cottage was

situated hall way between the village of Sax and
the hamlet around Ernscliff; and he was far more
at home at the house of the ladies of the latter
place than in any other house in his parish.

The ladies, who were in their pleasant summer
parlour, the oriel windows of which overlooked
from a considerable height the river of Erne and
a stretch of wooded country beyond, welcomed
the curate with gentle courtesy; and from the
way in which he seated himself in a high-backed
easy chair, and drew it a little forward to be
nearer them, it was plain that he was no un-
frequent guest in that sunny room.

“The best counsel that we have is always
yours to command, dear sir,” answered Mary with
a emile, “ but it is rather we who need counsel
from you—our spiritual adviser and pastor.”

The clergyman's thin face lighted pleasantly at



TOM HERON OF SAX. €9

these words. It was not in many houses that his
office was thus acknowledged and respected. A
poor curate was a person of small importance in
fhose days in the eyes of the bulk of his parish-
toners. Carelessness in religious matters, lati-
tudinarian doctrine, good-humoured scepticism,
were all the fashion of the day, combined with
the laxity of morals and the low standard of
spiritual discipline which always must accompany
the deadening influence of an age that attempts
to put aside the Word of God, and set up in its
place the discoveries and the doctrines devised
by man. The clergy largely shared the prevailing
scepticism of the age. ‘I'rue indeed it is that
champions such as the immortal Bishop Butler
had appeared to fight upon the side of truth:
but the general spirit was one of careless levity,
or of something worse; and in many parishes
throughout the kingdom the very clergy them-
selves were foremost in the ranks of those who
lived for sport of all kinds, who drank and
gamed, swore and gambled, attempted nothing
save the perfunctory duties of Sunday, and left
their flock throughout the week to take care of
itself as it might.

Many and bright as were the exceptions to so
low a standard of rule and discipline, there could
be no doubt ihat the clergy were held in consider-
able contempt at this time. People might not
desire faithful shepherds, but they were ready
enough to contemn those who occupied this
position because they were unfaithful. A
wealthy, fox-hunting, jovial parson, who lived
the life of an ordinary country gentleman, was
often popular enough in his parish: but the
poorer men, and particularly the curates in
charge, were very slightingly treated. M.
Latham, whose saintly life and consistent
Christian walk had impressed even the roughest
of his parishioners, had not gained, even at the
end of fifteen months of hard work, that respect
which now would be accorded him almost as a
matter of course at the outset. His predecessors
had been men of a very different stamp, and a
new man with new ways was regarded with
suspicion. It was thus very pleasant to him to
hear himself spoken of as a pastor and friend by
gentle Mrs. Mary. .

“ You have doubtless heard something of what
occurred at Hownston last Sunday? A stone-
mason attempted to preach in the murket place
and was pulled down by—I regret to have to say
it—by Tom Heron of Sax, instigated, I fear by
those who should have known better what was
due to any man coming in the Name of all names.
To-day 1 was summoned to Rookwood by the
Squire’s lady. She told me that she was greatly
annoyed by the near approach of these Methodist
preachers, and was resolved they should never
obtain any footing in Sax. But her especial
charge to me was that next Sunday morning I
shonld preach in the church here a sermon in
condemnation of itinerant preachers and their
doctrines. She bids me not spare them, but hold
them up to ridicule and reprobation. She intends
to command the whole village to attend the
gervice and listen to the discourse, und bids me
couch my sermon in very plain words, casy to be

understood, that all may learn how cvil a thing
these ‘ new doctrines’ are.”

Mary looked up from her embroidery with an
expression of keen interest in her eyes, whilst
old Mrs. Ernscliff—a lovely old lady whose very
face was enough to tell to those who could read
1ts signs aright, of a soul living very close to
Heaven—raised her calm blue eyes with a sweet
smile in them, and looked across the sunny
valley, as she softly said :

“*See how these Christians love one another.”

“ What shall you do?” asked Mary breath-
lessly.

She did not exclaim in astonishment at hearing
that Madam had issued such an order to the
clergyman. Astonishing as such a thing would
be in these days, it was nothing very unwonted
then. The curate was looked upon something in
the light of a servant—a paid servani of the
Rector, or of the Squire of the place: and in Sax,
where the Fortescue influence was all-pervading,
there was nothing very strange in its exercise
even over matters spiritual.

I said that I would think about it,” answered
Mr. Latham, a slight flush upon his pale face:

4TI fear that Madam understood me to say that I

would think over what T could say that would
be most scathing, for she dismissed me graciously,
and said that she and all her household would be
there to hear me next Sunday morning, and all
the village as well. I bowed and retired. I had
nothing more ready to say to her. It is to you
I have ventured to come for counsel and advice.”

Mary’s face wore that expression of bright
gravity which bespoke a vivid interest and wide
intelligence.

“ It might be a noble opportunity for teaching
the people,” she said, *“for they would listen if
they thought that it was to be an attack on the
Methodists, But you could hardly make it that,
1 trow, dear sir: by what I have understood you
to say, you look upon their work as a noble one
—done in the service of God ?”

“ T do,” answered the clergyman earnestly, < I
truly believe that in these men the Spirit of God-
is working. As I have said again and again,
what they teach is no new doctrine—it is the-
doctrine which we churchmen hold—or ought to-
hold by the very vow we made at our ordination.
I know well that, when Mr. Wesley and his
brother went forth to teach and preach, they no-
more meant to stir up stiife and to be called tho
enemies of the church than I do myself. Of
their doings and their doctrines of late years I
know less. There are times when, from what 1
lhear, I fear that they may have somewhat fallen.
from their first standpoint—that they—murged
doubtless thereunto by their followers, who have:
but too good cause to feel themselves outcasts from
the Established Church—have commenced to form
themselves into a body, a society, an o:ganisa-
tion, which in time may lead them to a formal
schism, I hear they have built chupels—I will
not say this is wrong : but if they draw away from
parish churches those who would otherwise go
there, and fix their servioes at the church hours,
if they grodually lead their followers to think
that if they are Methodists they arc not also
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members of tho BEstablished Church—though of
the church universal thoy must and will always
remain—if above all things they, in days to come,
begin to call themsolves after the name of a man,
after the fashion of many bodies—then and
withcut doubt there will be made by their means
another schism in the Catholic Church, rending
the Body of Him, who longs to see His Church
without spot or wrinkle or any such thing—that
He may present it faultless to His Father as His
holy Bride.! It is this that I dread to see—this
that I pray may not take place. It may be that
it will be our doing if it docs—we will not hear
the Spirit of God speaking in these men—iwe
drive them forth from among us, and they, half
of necessity, half out of despite—for we are all
frail human beings, and subject to passions of
wrath and jealousy—go forth, shaking off the
dust from their feet, and return no more to us,
but become in a certain sense of the term our
adversaries and opponents. Yet we are all the
servants of one Master—called by Fis sacred
Nanmre, baptised into His Body—heirs of His
kingdom. Oh, it is a sorrowful, sorrowful thing
to think of! How can Christ ever come in glory
to claim His Bride, when she is thus divided—
rent in pieces, engaged in warring with her own
children, when she should be preparing herself
to meet Him, when He comes to call her. Oh,
if we were but living in that one hope, as were
the Apostles and Christians of old, we should
forget to differ and quarrel one with another:
we should have our hearts and eyes so firmly
fixed above—waiting and watching for Him,
-who assuredly will one day come in glory, that
we must ever be walking in love and unity
“below, bound closer and closer together in the
bonds of that love and hope which we are so
prone to forget and to put aside.”

The thin face of the clergyman had caught a
:strange radiance as he spoke. His hands had
unconsciously clasped themselves together, his
-eyes shone with a vivid light. Something of
the same look was reflected in the countenances
.of the two ladies. And Mary cried impulsively :

“ Ah, if you could but teach our people that
lesson | Oh, why do we not love one another
more? Can you not preach that doctrine to us
-on Sunday ?”

As this question was asked, recalling the
subject from which the talk had strayed, the light
faded somewhat from the face of Mr. Latham,
and he sighed a ittle as he said : )

«T must think, and pray for guidance in this
matter. I will preach nothing that shall disgrace
my Christian calling and profession—nothing
that shall teach men that servants of the same
Master must be encmies of one another. I came
to you for sympathy—and I know I get it in

! It may be cxpedicat to remind our readers that this
slory is net designed for tho discussion of ecclesinstical or
theological questions. If they obtr.ude at oll, it is becauso
they are characteristio of the stirring times in which its
gecnes are laid, and natural to the personages introduced ;
but the writer has no sectarian motive, and [ollows strictly
the impartial record of history. Many forgot in those duys,
as many forget now, that the true C'hurceh, *“tho Bride of
Christ,” is undividable as well as invisible, Contention and
wgehism " aflect visible organizations only.—Ip. 8. 1L

full measure. I would not willingly offend any
man—not the poorest of my flock. I would not
willingly vex Madam, or seem to disregard her
wishes. There is some reason in her opposition,
some truth in her bitter words, and 1 may not
deny it. Yet I would I could bring her and
others to see that beneath the rough and imper-
fect outer shell, lies a kernel of priceless truth.
Again I would seek, had I the chance, to strive
and show these brethren of ours, who are so
nobly fighting the battle of Christ, that they
stand something in danger of holding so fast on
one portion of Catholic truth that they lose
sight of others. I would have them be content
with affirming what they hold, and beg them
to leave denials alone. In God’s Word there are
so few negatives—almost all that men affirm
may be found in some form there: but men will
take that Word piece by piece, and in affirming
one great truth, deny the supplementary truthg
which are accessory—as notably in the doctrine
of Justification. But I weary you with my dis-
course. I always find such rest and peace in
coming here with a difficulty. It seems of itself
to smooth itself away in this quiet room. ButI
must say farewell now. I have many duties
pressing upon me to-day.”

A little more talk and the clergyman was gone,
having, as was so often the case on his visits,
done most of the actual talking himself, and yet
gone away refreshed and strengthened. Old
Mrs. Ernscliff looked after him with a smile in
her eyes, and said in her gentle way :

*Methinks in yon good man the Spirit of God
is truly working. Had we more like him, our
world would be a brighter, holier, happier place
than it is. I trust we may keep -him lcng
amongst us yet.”

“If he offends Madam Fortescue, I fear she
will never let him stay,” said Mary doubtfully.

“I was thinking of something different, my
dear,” said the old lady “I sometimes feel, as I
look into his face, that he is one of those upon
whom God has set a seal, and that He will call
him to some work elsewhere, of which we know
nothing. If he should lose the curacy of Sax, I
think we would yet ask him to remain amongst us.
He has done more for our poor people at Ernscliff,
than has ever been done for them before.”

Visitors appeared to be the order of the day
at Ernscliff this bright afternoon. Hardly had
these words passed Mrs. Ernscliff’s lips, than the
door was once more thrown open and the butler
announced in loud tones, “ Miss Fortescue.” .

Mary looked up, half expecting to see Irene,
but the tall and blooming girl advancing into
the room was a very different being from the
pale and shrinking Miss Fortescue of Rookwood.
The stranger was attired in a green riding-habit
laced with silver cord, and the jaunty green hat
was adorned by a floating plume of dazzling
whiteness. The girl's dark eyes wero dancing
with health and spirits, and the damask bloom
upon her cheeks bespoke tho glowing vitality
which seemed to radiate from her.

¢ Athol,” exclaimed Mary, going to mect her,
“thjs is an unoxpected pleasure.”
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‘L have como to give you a reul good scolding,”
cried the new-comer as she bent to kiss Mary,
and then moved gracefully across the room
towards the old lady, whom she saluted in like
fashion. “I do not know when I saw you last,
X‘ou are growing quite a stranger to Hownston.
There was a time when I flattered myself that you
did feel just a shade of liking for poor frivolous
we : but now I find that if I am to keep myself
In remembrance at all, it must be by my own
unassisted efforts. I'ie, Mrs. Mary, it is not like
you to be so fickle! Who is to keep me in any
kind of order if you turn your back upon me ?”

Mary smiled, though there was a tinge of
colour in her face which bespoke an emotion not
entirely agreeable. She was too self-possessed to
be embarrassed, but there was perhaps the least
little bit of constraint in her manner as she said :

“ The winter has been so long and cold that I
seldom went into Hownston, and since the spring
came upon us with a burst I have been very busy.
You know I farm my own estate. I am a
working woman, Athol, and not a lady at large
like you.”

Athol laughed merrily.

“Yes, and you work a great deal too hard.
People do not have model estates for nothing,
and everybody knows that Ernscliff is a perfect
Ctopia. Mrs. Ernscliff, I think that Mary is
looking pale and fagged. T know how it always
is with her when she will not give hexself even a
day’s thorough change and recreation. I have
come to insist upon her fulfilling a long-standing
promise of spending a week with me. Now,
Mary, you cannot deny that it is a promise.
You made it quite six months ago. I am very
long-suffering, but I will not be put off for ever.
Mrs. Ernscliff, I appeal to you. Do you not
think it would do her good ?”

“T think it would, my dear,” answered the old
lady with a glance from ome girl to the other.
By Athol’s blooming face, the countenance of
gentle Mary did look something too pale and
thoughtful. It is good for the young to have
change from time to time, and a week can be
spared even by our busy Mary.”

“There—you hear that? Thank you, Mrs.
Ernscliff, I accept that as final. Mary, you shall
come next week, I have it all planned ; ” and then
Athol linked her arm within that of Mary and
drew her through a little side door which openéd
upon the terrace walk, looking laughingly into
her grave face.

“ My dearest prude, you need have no fears.
Do you think I do not see straight through you
and your grave looks? But make your mind
casy, George will not be at home. He has just
had orders to join his regiment in York.
Although I perfectly long for you to make the
poor fellow happy, and to have you for a sister,
I have the sense to know that whilst you remain
unwilling it is worse than useless for him to
pester you with attentions. Man-like and clumsy
as the dear boy is, he would never see this for
Limself: so I just waited till he was quietly out
of the way. Ior I do not mean to lose your
friendship, because you cannot see your way to
be anything more than a friend. And now that

you know all this, say that you will come with
a good grace and be our guest for a week.”

Mary’s face had cleared considerably, and she
now pressed Athol’s hand affectionately.

“1 shall be very glad to come. I should be as
soiry as you for any cloud to come between us.
It is very good of you not to be vexed because I
cannot think of your brother as you wish.”

“ Well it would be ridiculous to make what
George calls a casus belli out of that. For my
own part, I think he is a very fine fellow, and
wish very much that you did the same: but I
always do say that a man like George can scarcely
expect to pick up for his wife the ideal woman
that you are.”

“ Athol, Athol, be not so foolish.”

“I am not foolish; it is the one sign of sound
sense that I possess, having made a {riend of you.
Whenever I am extra wild, and that has occurred
frequently of late, Aunt Bridget always laments
that I see so little of you. She will be delighted
to hear that I bave really secured my prize, and
so will father. And, oh Mary, you will come at
a good time for stirring scenes. You will see
amongst other sights something of the baiting of
these new preachers, which our youth seems to
like quite as well as the baiting of bulls or of
bears.”

Mary’s face was a liitle grave.

“Take care, Athol, I like not a jest carried too
far.”

*“Oh, I beg your pardon humbly, but I thought
you were-of the most orthodox of all orthodox,
and that one could speak plainly to you. Sax is
always held up as a model place; it was one of
your village champions who was the hero of the
day last Sunday. I had a dimidea he was some-
thing of a protégé of yours.”

“It is his little sister I try to befriend,”
answered Mary quietly: “I was sorry that Tom
had been the instigator of riot.”

“Well, he was scarcely that—it was George
who planned it all. He and Fulk were resolved
to put a stop to it, and Tom Heron and some
others were in their employ. As it turned out,
there was no great amount of fighting, and Tom
did the work very meatly. Unluckily, after the
boys had gone, the crowd gathered again, and in
the end the preacher finished his discourse un-
molested ; but they have a warmer welcome than
that ready for him another time. Hownston is
not going tolet itself be reformed by the Methodist
ranters.”

Athol spoke with the gaily contemptuous
manner of a really profound indifference. As
the Rector’s danghter, she felt it incumbent upon
her to side with those who assailed and condemned
innovation, but as a matter of fact the whole
thing was a matter of no moment at all to her.
She was scarcely interested in it, only a little
amused at the thought of a disturbance and the
exercise of authority wielded by her brother.

“ George will be away—Dbut there are others to
take it up for him. I think Fulk will for one--
he was very muoh disgusted by what he heard—
it seems to be horribly profane. Possibly George
might ride over himself, Sunday is the day for
that sort of sport.”
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Mary made no r ply, and Athol rattled on upon
all manner of suljcots, not in the least aware how
her words struck her companion. Careless, high-
spirited, instinct with an ovorflowing vilality,
the spoiled child of her father and a universal
favourite wherever she went, it was perhaps littlo
wonder that Athol Fortescue was something
between what in modern parlance would be
designated a hoyden and a butterfly. It might
almost be asked what attraction therc could be
between herself and Mary Ernscliff. Perhaps it
was the affinity of contrust that drew them to-
gether, or possibly there were depths in Athol’s
nature which she herself had never sounded,
but which Mary had icstinctively discovered.
Athol was wont to declare that association with
Mary made her * feel pgood,” and, despite
continual difference of opinion, the girls were
real {riends. ’

TOM HERON OF SAX.

“ You will not fuil us—you will really come ?”
urgod Athol, as she mounted her horse at the
olose of her visit, and leaned forward to speak her
final adieus to Mary; and she looking up with a
smile replied :

“Yes, I will come next week. We shall have
a great deal to talk about. I shall have some-
thing to find fault with, Athol—so Lbe preparcd
to be lectured.”

“I will—I need it—1I feel that I do. Youhave
kept away too long Mary. But when we have
you we will keep you—and if you are anxious to
look at the wild animals nearer, we have the
lion-tamer Nelson, working in a stone-mason’s
yard quite close to the Rectory. I mean one day
to go and talk to him.” ,

“I will go with you,” said Mary gravely, and
Athol with a merry laugh cantered off along the
shady road.

—_— et BT~ e

RELIGIOUS LIFE AND THOUGHT IN BELGIUM.

HE Belgium of to-day is one of the smallest
countries of Europe, its area being only a
little over one-third that of Ireland. Yet

in point of population it surpasses, relatively
speaking, all other continental lands. It has
now nearly 6,000,000 inhabitants, or 514 to the
square mile, as compared with 224 in Germany
and 42 in Russia in Europe. Belgium is also
one of the youngest of European commonwealths,
dating no farther back than 1831, when its
present constitution was established, and its first
king ascended the throne. But though reckon-
ing only sixty years of independent existence, yet
it has secured for itself a position which com-
pares favourably with that of some other
countries. It forms a perfect contrast to Spain,
with which it was so closely connected for
centuries, and at whose hands it suffered so
grievously. Since it has been a self-governed
country, it has had internal conflicts, but nothing
has occurred to check or diminish to any appreci-
able extent its’ commercial prosperity. Even in
1848, when almost every throne in Europe was
toppling, that of Belgium stood secure.

In many respects it is a model kingdom. From
the outset it adopted the principle of religious
liberty, and has faithfully adhered to it ever
since, in spite of the fact that Roman Catholi-
cism is the dominant religion, and that the Ultra-
montane party have again and again been in the
ascendant in the Parliament. Belgium may thus
be said to have justified the Revolution of 1830,
which gave it birth. By the Congress of Vienna
(1817), Belgium and Holland were constituted a
kingdom under the rule of Prince Frederick
William of Nassau, but the union was a difficult
one to maintain, owing to diversities of religion

I.

and language. And tle difficulty was increased
by the unwise action of the Dutch in trying to
force their language on all the people, and in
securing for themselves nearly all the posts of
honour and influence throughout the two coun-
tries. Discontent was thus created, and went on
increasing till 1830, when, stimulated by the ex-
ample of the French, who had just overthrown
Charles x., the Belgians raised the standard of
revolt, and secured their independence.

At the same time it must ever be matter of
regret that the kingdom of the Netherlands,
*“the best piece of work done by the Congress of
Vienna,” as M. E. de Laveleye says, was broken
up. Had the two countries remained united,
with their population of nine or ten millions,
they might have held their own in presence of
the other powers of Europe. Separated, there is
no security for either. But the Church of Rome
was afraid of Protestant Holland, and there-
fore did its utmost to foment discontent among
the Belgians, and to bring about the separation.
Strange, therefore, as it may seem, modern
Belgium, with its full liberty of thought and
religion, owes its existence very largely to the
Romish Church. Are we then to conclude that
the heads of that Church in Belgium are in
favour of such privileges? DBy no wmeans. But,
with a view to ulterior ends, it was nccessary for
them to accept the position, and to satiefy the
cravings of the liborals for freedom. Bosides, by
the constitution of 1831, the Romish Church
securod for itself a position such as it did not
cnjoy in any other part of the continent. It
obtained the support of the State, without being
subject to its control. But all its subsequent
rroceedings show that it is striving to attain
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complete mastery, especially in the work of
cducation.  Should it be able to secure the
monopoly in this department, it hopes to be able
s0 to fashion the minds of coming generations
that all idea of liberty in regard to thought and
religion will be destroyed. Such is its dream.

Will it succeed? The answer remains with
the future, Meanwhile, its position seems every
year to become more assured. When the liberals
were in power in 1879, they succeeded in carry-
ing a measure for the secularisation of the
primary schools. This excited the wrath of the
clericals, and accordingly, in 1884, when they
were once more in power, they obtained the
withdrawal of support from these schools, and
each parish was called on to decide whether it
would keep up its own schools, or leave the
children to attend those which in such large
numbers had been set up in opposition to the
government ‘“ atheistical ” ones. The result was
the closing of very many of the parish schools,
and the education of the people passed very
largely! into the hands of the priesthood. Again,
by means of monasteries and convents, Rome is
seeking to extend its influence. It has at
present 1200 such establishments, with 4000
monks and 21,000 nuns, and at the present rate
of progress every parish throughout the country
will svon have its religious house. This will
mean that Ultramontanism, which now holds all
these fraternities and sisterhoods under its direct
control, will be able to exercise a direct influence
in every centre of population over the political,
commercial, and social life of the nation.

Again, if Rome succeeds in securing for itself
the complete mastery of the land, what is likely
to be the effect on the morals and general life of
the people? Some approximate answer to such a
question may be found by examining the influ-
ence which it has had since 1831. As regards
education, the priests do not seem particularly
anxious to promote it, for at the present day,
when there are schools for all, and free instruc-
tion for all who cannot afford to pay for it, there
is still a very large proportion of the people who
can neither read nor write. In 1886, out of a
population of 4,829,833, as many as 2,279,891
were ignorant of both reading and writing. In
regard to morality, little, if any, improvement
is apparent. Drunkenness is increasing, and is
likely to do so when in many places every
second or third house is a drink-shop. Cock-
fighting is a common Sunday amusement in the
mining districts, and is indulged in without any
attempt at concealment. Something has been
done by the convention signed with Holland in
1886 to suppress the horrible white slave trade,
but immorality is fearfully prevalent, and in-
decent literature from France has free circulation.
Materialism and scepticism are rampant. On the
other hand, superstitions of the most absurd kind
are believed by many. Nothing seems too ridi-
culous to be believed, and the bishops, if they do
not approve of all the notions propagated by

! In 1874, that is, long before the changes were made,
M. de Laveleye smaid that the clerical schools had three
titues as many pupils as those of the Slante.

somo of their agents, yet do nothing to prevent
their spreading. ** Throughout the whole of the
Romish Church in Belgium,! there is not even a
symptom of a movement similar to that of the
Old Catholics, or anything like Catholicism in a
liberal form.”

Rome is content if it can exercise over the
people that sort of fascination of which it
possesses the secret, and if it can control the
education of the young. The people may be
indifferent even to the form of religion, and may
be sunk in materialism ; the educated classes
may be largely imbued with scepticism—all this
apparently matters little, provided that the
Church can secure more and more political
power, and eventually be able to effect such a
change in the fundamental principles of the
constitution as will bring them into harmony
with the doctrines enunciated in the syllabus.

Are we at all within sight of the day when
Rome will be able to rob the Belgian people of
the full religious liberty which the founders of
the present régime made one of the corner-stones
of the edifice? As already indicated, there is
progress in that direction; but we would fain
hope that the liberals, seeing the advance which
their opponents are making, will understand that
if their country is to be saved from obscurantism
and spiritual despotism, they must gird up their
loins for the conflict, and must arm themselves
with those religious principles which alone can
make them strong to conquer. Cromwell’s Iron-
sides were irresistible because they were guided
by conscience, and by faith in God and His Word.
Belgian liberals must boldly sever their connec-
tion with Rome, and take their stand on the side
of truth and righteousness, if they wish to sce
their country delivered from the machinations of
the Roman Curia. But our readers will be asking,
Has not Protestantism obtained a footing in
Belgium, and may not deliverance be expected in
that quarter? To this question we purpose now
to direct our attention.

It may be well, however, before studying the
work of the last sixty years in the dissemination
of Divine truth, to glance at the history of similar
attempts in former times. To the Netherlands
in general, to the city of Antwerp in particular,
belongs the honour of having given the first
martyrs to the Reformation. On the 1st of July,
1523, BEsch and Voes, two young Augustinian
monks, were burnt at the stake in Antwerp.
They died singing the Te Deum, and the {idings
of their constanoy led many to turn to the
Gospel. Erasmus said “ That death made many
Tatherans.” 2 Tho Netherlands was in those days
well prepared to welcome the truth. In “its
three hundred and fifty largo cities,”® life was
at high pressure. Commerce and industry pros-
pored, and brought the people into contact with
all parts of Europe.

Long beforo the beginning of tho sixteenth

! From an address by Pastor K. Anct, at Copenhagen,
in 1884,

2 I’ Aubignd’s ““ istory of the Reformalion ™ (first serics),
p- 363, note 2, first column.

? D’ Aubigu¢’s “Iistory of the Reformation” (second
series), vol. vii. p. 613.
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be reasons for supposing that the plot was
arranged by the Roman Catholic party. One
thing is certain, the icomoclasts came from
France. Whatever the true explanation, the
Reform movement was grievously injured by
these acts of violence, for which the Romish
authorities of course held the Protestants respon-
sible.

For a brief season a small measure of liberty was
allowed. A promise was even extorted from the
Regent that the Inquisition should be put down.
But when Philip 11. in Madrid heard of the sacri-
legious proceedings in the Low Countries he
resolved on vengeance. Ide decreed a sentence of
death on all the inhabitants: on some, because
they were guilty of participation in these deeds;
and on others, because they had failed to stop
them. The Duke of Alva was sent to carry out
the decree, and, by the help of the Council of
Blood which he set up, and by letting his
fanatical Spanish soldiers loose upon the people,
he effectually stayed the Reformation, though he
did not extirpate all the people. How William
Prince of Orange rose up, aud by almost incredible
efforts established the Duich Republic in the
Northern part of the Netherlands, this is not the
place to describe. Suffice it to say that, while in
Holland Proiestantism found a home, and has for
many years been the religion of the majority of
the people, in the Southern part of ihe Nether-
lands, or what we may call Belgium, Romanism
ruled supreme. The preachers were silenced,
and their flocks had either fled to other lands or
hadfallen by the sword. When, therefore, Belgium
became an independent country in 1831, scarcely
a vestige of the grand work of the sixteenth
century remained. At most, threcor four churches
cxisted. They were to be found at Maria-
Hoorbeke, or the gueux’s corner, as it is still
called ; at Tournai-Rongy, where a church had
been founded by a disciple of Calvin; at Dour
and at Verviers-Hodimont, Dalhem. With the
exception of these small communities, nothing
remained of the flourishing churches that were
springing up in every direction and weré
sheltering themselves under the mystic names of
the Vine, the Beehive, the Olive and others, when
the ruthless Alva began his work of destruction.

In 1831, therefore, Belgium was about as new
a field for Protestant effort, as Spain was in 1869.
Happily it was better prepared to receive the
truth; and the progress of the evangelistic work
which we have now to describe has been more
satisfactory.

We have mentioned the four small remnants
of churches that survived the devasiating storms
of persecution. One or two events in the
chequered history of one of them—Dour—are not
without interest. The few Protestants in the
village, finding that the Toleration Edict (1781)
of Joscph 11. Emperor of Austria’ allowed them

! Belgium was then subject to Austrian rule.

to meot for worship, determined to try to secure
some religious privileges, and, in 1789, they asked
a pastor who was established over several small
churches in the North of France to visit them. At
the same time one of their nmmber built a small
chapel at his own expense. In 1817 they secured
a pastor for themselves, and in 1827, the work
having grown very considerably, it became
necessary to erect a larger place of worship. In
the laying of the foundation stone, the pastor was
assisted by Pastor Merle d’Aubigné, then minister
in Brussels.

In the early part of the century, an incident
occurred which showed that among some of these
Protestants there was much sincere piety,
which, as is always the case, had its influence on
those who came into contact with it. Three
miners were terribly burnt by an explosion of
fire-damp. A priest came and offered his minis-
trations, but they replied that they possessed some-
thing which was far better than anything he
could offer them. Shortly after, they knelt down,
and, in spite of their sufferings, sung four verses
of the sixth Psalm (metrical version) and then
death stilled their voices. This scene made a
deep impression, and even the priest was heard
to exclaim, “ One may certainly say of these men
that they died like Christians.” For many years
the sixth Psalm was known in the Borinage
district (where Dour is) as the Psalm of the
burnt ounes (Psaume des Briilés).

No sooner was a pastor established at Dour
than he began to visit the surrounding villages.
At Piturages he was welcomed by several miners
who had been led by one of their companions to
study the Word of (God, and also by & poor blind
woman named Celestine, in whose hut meetings
were regularly held for some fourteen years, when
it became necessary to remove to a larger place.
At longth, in 1836, a spacious temple was erczted,
which, at present, is too small for the congregation
that seeks to gather within its walls.

In 1690 an incident occured at Piturages (it
has often been told) which shows the persistent
way in which the Church of Rome sought to lay
hold of and to destroy every copy of the Word of
God. Tt was known that a Bible was in circula-
tion. It belonged to some miners. Search was
again and again made in their homes, but in
vain. One day it had been hidden at the bottom
of a cradle that was left in charge of a little girl
of eight or nine years. She was told that if any
one came to the house she was to go on rocking
the baby. Presently the priest’s emissaries
appeared, and after searching everywhere, at lasé
examined the cradle. What was the despair of
the parents on returning home to find that their
precious treasure had disappeared! They would
rather have found their house burnt down. All
attempts to recover the volume were in vain,
and so several families clubbed together aud sent
to Holland to procure another, which cost them
forty francs.

— RN R



“ BENT, NOT BROKEN.”

OW is it that while one Christian rejoicos in

assurance, another rarely enters into its

Joys, and a third perhaps, mnever gets
beyond * hoping ?”’

Active and energetic people who spend thom-
selvea for others, are usually to be found amongst
those who can say fearlessly, “I know whom I
have believed—He is able to keep that which I
have committed unto Him.” But there are
quiet and contemplative Christians who some-
times lose themselves in self-dissection and intro-
spection, and spend their time in looking within,
when they should be at work and trusting to
Christ alone for peace.

‘We hear, however, from Christian workers, the
Jament that religious experience nowadays is
shallow, and sorrow forsin is superficial and soon
forgotten.

An old minister, lately gone from active service
to the “rest that remaineth,” used to say to his
younger brethren: “ You will probably be a good
many years in the ministry, before you have to
counsel a really heart-broken penitent.”

Perhaps we do not make sufficient allowance
for natural temperament, and also for the very
repressive training of the present day, when
self.control is cultivated at the expense of feeling,
and even home affection is too often deemed a
weakness to be smiled at.

In Puritan times there were * great searchings
of heart” among the devout, and it was deemed a
sign of grace to walk in darkness. *The joy of
the Lord ” was looked on rather as a staff for the
valley of the shadow of death than as “strength”
for daily duty.

In the writings of Thomas Brooks (1650), men-
tion is made several times of one Mistress Mary
Honeywood, whose religious experience he dwells
upon in his discourse, “An Ark for all God’s
Noahs.” He describes her as “an ancient and
religious gentlewoman who lived many years in
much horror and terror of conscience,” believing
herself shut out from the covenant of grace. Her
home was at Mark’s Hall, Coggeshall, the seat of
the Honeywoods for more than three hundred
years. She was married when only sixteen
years of age; and her eldest son, born, as the
old chronicle says, “on Michaelmas Eve's eve,
Sep. 27, 1545,” was brought to Mark’s Hall as an
infant. It washer grandson, Sir Thomas Honey-
wecod, who was Colonel in Oliver Cron‘nwell’s
army, and who, with Fairfax, laid siege to
Colchester. Breught up under his grandmother’s
influcnce, it is mot surprising to find that he
hated intolerance and oppression of every kind.
She was a personal friend of holy John Brad-
ford, and his faithful correspondent during his
imprisomnent. Her regard for him was go strong
as to overcome the matural shrinking from the
sight of suffering which must have existed in a
woman of go noble a nature, for we find t}mt
she was a spectator of his martyrdom, being
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present when he was burnt at Smithfield in 1555,

The crowd was so great that her shoes were
trodden off her feet, and she had to go barefoot to
S8t. Martin’s before she could procure a new pair.
It seems to have been some time after this period
that the * horror and terror” came upon her.

Many godly ministers, we are told, repaired to
her for her comforting, amongst them John Foxe,
Martyrologist, “than whom no more happy an
instrument to set the joints of a broken spirit.”
It was a delicate task, and like many a would-he
comforter, from the days of Eliphaz onward, he
found that his words only added bitterness {o her
SOTTOW.,

Even at the dinner-table, the all-absorbing
topic of conversation was her soul trouble. One
day in the depth of her anguish, she rose from
the table and taking a Venice wine-glass in her
hand, she dashed it with violence on the ground,
crying out, “I am as surely damned at this glass
is broken.” ¢ Here happened a wonder,” says
Thomas Fuller: “ The glass rebounded again, it
was mnot broken,” and as it rolled to her feet
unharmed, it was as a message of peace to her
troubled heart. Not long after, * God suddenly
shot comfort like lightning into her soul, so that
she had the remainder of her life in spiritual
gladness.”

She lived to be ninety-three years old, and to
see as many descendants as there are days in the
year. Dr. Honeywood, one of her grandsons,
tells us that he was present at a dinner party
which she gave when two hundred of them were
present. The Venice glass was long preserved
ag a family relic, and at wus length accidentally
broken; but the fragments are still treasured at
Mark’s Hall.

Within a couple of miles of that spot, there
lived a few years ago, an old lady who passed
through an experience similar to Mrs. Mary
Honeywood's. She was a daughter of M.
Houston, one of the first deacons of the old
Poultry Chapel, which still survives in its much
more stately offspring, the City Temple. Sho
married her cousin, Fisher Unwin Pattisson, and
came to reside in Coggeshall, whero she spent
the rest of her life.

Mrs. Pattisson wasa woman of groat refinement,
with the courtly manners of the early part of
this century. IHer snowy hair and fresh com-
plexion, even when eighty years of age, enhanced
the attractivoness of a faco always beautiful. 1ler
keen sense of humour, ready ropartee, and quick
response to the joy or pain of thuso around her,
made her a charming companion in her brighter
hours. She was loved and adwmired by the poor,
who called her Lady Pattisson, though she had
not a title.

Thore woro times when for weoks togethor
Lor faco was joyless, tho sparkle faded from her
eyo, and she spoke only in a whisper, by rcason
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of fits of religivus depression and despondency.
She became restiess and sleepless. The day was
filled with sighs, and the night was intolerable
with its silence and inactivity. With the first
gleam of daylight she would rise and steal out
into the garden, where, pacing up and down, she
would wring her hands in agony, murmuring:
T am lost, lost, lost for ever!”

That sunny garden, with its grand yew hedge,
more than one hundred years old, and its cluster-
ing woodbine and trim box edging, was her joy
and pride; and when she recovered from her
melancholy, one of the first signs of restoration
was seen in the flowers with which she made
every room fragrant. )

While the cloud rested on her spirit, even the
house of prayer lost its attraction, and the Bible
became to her an armoury whence she drew
arrows of torture for her own destruction.

One stormy day in June, when she had been
for six weary weeks in sadness, and had become
wasted and physically-weak, she rose early and
went out to the garden.

Pacing the gravel walk, she raised her eyes for
a moment to a cluster rose overhanging the path.
She saw that a branch which had been rudely
tossed by the stormy wind of the night was
bending low with its flowers bruised and faded.
“ Ah,” she said “that is just like me, broken off
from the stem, driven by the rough winds from
the true Vine; ready to perish; cast off; lost.”

So saying she took hold of it to lift it, feeling
something akin to sympathy for its forlorn con-
dition ; when, lo! as she touched it, she found
it was not broken, only bent and bruised.

Tenderly replacing it amongst the stronger
boughs, she paused, and the thought flashed as
a ray of heaven’s own sunshine into her heart:
«1, {00, am bruised and bent, but not torn off ; still
in Christ, though drooping and joyless.”

The cloud passed from her spirit,

Like some sweet summer morning
After a night of pain.

She took it as a message from God to cheer His
sorrowful child, and in gladness she could look
up and say, “ Bless the Lord, O my soul !'”

We have no warrant to look for such special
aids to faith as these holy women found in the

“tokens for good” that have been related. Thomas

Scott, the Commentalor, says: “The Holy Spirit by
producing in believers the tempers and affections
of children, attests their adoption into God’s
family. This is not done by any voice, immediate
revelation, or impulse, or by any text brought to
the mind ; for all these are equivocal and delusory ;
but by coinciding with the testimony of their
own consciences.”

In the same strain are the wise words of John
Wesley : “Let none ever presume to rest in any
supposed testimony of the Spirit, which is separate
fromn the fruit of it.”

Physical conditions are sometimes the explana-
tion of such cages of religious despondcncy as we
have described ; sometimes also they arise from
peculiarities of personal experience, from over-
much isolation, or from imperfect views of lifo

and duty. This active age gives fewer oppor-
tunities of brooding despair.  The tender
sympathy aund pitiful patience of the Lord Jesus
Himself are required for a perfect healing.

“ It is one thing for a man to have his salvation
certain, another to be certain that he is certain,”
says Bishop Ussher. ¢ The Spirit of God does
sometimes so work upon the soul that the stormy
wind and troubled waves subside, and there is
sweet calm, the eoul resting as in the arms of
Jesus.”

As Sir R. Grant beautifully sings :

Yes, cven in age and grief, Thy name

Shall still my languid heart inflame,
And bow my faltering knee;

Oh! yet this spirit feels the firc;

This trembling hand and drooping lyre
Have still a struiv for Thee;

Yes; broken, tuneless, still, O Lord,
This voice transported shall record
Thy goodness, tried so long;
Till, sinking slow, in calm deceay,
In feeble notes it melts away
Into a scrapl’s song.

MRS, PHILPS.

FHymn for Fishermen,

ORD of the tempest, when Thy Jost ones, needing
All help and comfort, ery to Thee alone,
Hear Thou in heaven, and answer to their pleading,
Be nigh to save Thine own|l

Did’st Thou not choose, throughout Thine carthly story,
Poor fisher-folk for Thy disciples hero?
And slill to Thee, enthroned abovo all glory,
The nets and boats are dear.

Thou, who hast slept upon the fisher'’s pillow,
And waked to chide the tempest’s midnight roar,
Art mindful still of anguish on the billow
And heart-break on the shore.

Clasped in Thine hand lif¢’s utmost wave is sleeping,
And never boat can drift beyond Thy ken,
But in Thy heart of hearts, in closer keepiug,
Thou hast the souls of men|

When the long hours of strain prove unavailing,
And daybreak shows no increase for their toil,
Speak to Thy brethren when their hearts aro failing,
Aund guide them to the spoil ;—

When the great voices of tho sterm are celling,
And death lies ambuehed in cach rceling wave,
When from the brenkers, in their wrath appalling,

No mortal aid can eave;—

Then, a8 of old, brave Thou tho awful weather,
And makes its wrath an highwey for Thy will,
Till stormy wind amd fainting hcart together,
Shall hear Thy * Peace be still.”

And when, death past, and tompests all departed,
The bonls come in, no more to oleave the foam,
Upon the shore, O Baviour, loving-heartod,
Speak Thou their welecome homeo !

MARY ROWLES JARYVI3.






80 DOROTHY'S CHRISTMAS TREE.

wants as she did.  Could she not guide him, out of-doora,
Letter than any one clse, bocause shie was nearer {he ground,
and therefore could sce what was in his way bolter than
taller pcoplo? So, in a quict, but very dotormined way,
gho had takeu him undor her specinl care.  And it camo to
pass that the touch of her soft, plump Lands could bring a
smile to his face, while e was always ready for hor chattor
about what was going on around them. A new look wus
beginning to como over his face, a8 he learned to look at
the world through the eyes of a little child.

Children do not feel the want of that which thoy have
never kuown, and an only child nced by no means be o
luncly one. It never occurred to Dorothy that Christmas
could be different to what it was in her own house, a day
on which grandfather was more silent than usual; Aunt
Margaret in lier own roow, and her mother—well—as Mrs.
Siggs said to Jane, the young nurse who bad lately taken
Ler place with Dorothy, “ They'd no eall, any of them, to be
merry at Christmds-time.” To the child herself, the day
brought o mixture of birthday and Sunday feclings; and
what with the presents, the decorations, and the heartiness
of the singing in the old church, it was what Dorothy
fancied Sundays in heaven must be like. Only, that there
one might not be liable to cold feet and to being pricked
with holly. It was not till Jane's advent that Dorothy had
known what Christmas really meant in other houses. Jano
had been nurscry-maid in a large family, and the child was
never tired of hearing about their doings. When it came
near Christmas, Jane's stories of what the “young ladies
and gentlemen” did were so enchanting that a great longing
rose up in poor Dorothy’s heart for something of the same
kind: somcthing that might make Christmas, which came
onee o year, ns Jane had taught her, o time of real good
cheer.  And Jane, to whom she communicnted these hopes,
lent a willing ear. She was young enough herself to cnjoy
anything of the kind; and Christmas Day, with nothing
beyoud o good dinner, especially when that was to be had
all the year round, seemed {o her but a poor way of merry-
moking. DBut notling could be done without Mrs. Siggs’
permission. That good lady made very short worle of it,
when consulted on the subject.

“You mind your own business, Jane, and leave Miss
Dorolhy to them os knows what's best for her all the
year round. She won't be none the happicr pulling the
placo about her cars. Don't you sey mothing more about
it,” Mrs, Siggs went on, in a shaking voice, *“they cav’t
hear nothing of the sort nowadays, and no wonder, neither.”

“Well," persisted Jane, who was loath to give up a plan
she and Dorothy had been busy over, “I can’t sce why that
poor child’s to have nothing merry-like, if they won’t. It's
a gin and ghame to keep o child as quict as a mousc on
Christmas Day, and 1 don’t enre who hears me say it1”

“I wish to gooduness you'd have kept your tales to your-
gelf, and not put things inte the child’s head to mako her
unhappy, Jane,” said Mrs. Biggs scvorely.  “She never
wanted for nothing before you cameo here.”  For it hiad been
a sorc trial to Mrs. Siggs to give up hor charge; and
nothing but sge and infirmities would have compelled Ler
to consent to the change.

Thus challenged, Jane retorted that somo folks couldn't
bear for other people (o do what they couldu’t theirsclves,
ete., cte., At no time of life is it ensy or pleasant to give
up cherished plans, and ns Dorothy stoad at the window
looking out upon the duzzling Christmas world that morn-
ing, sho saw litlle of it through the tears that fllled tho bluo
eyes behind the big spectacles she wore.  Sho saw boyond
tho trees, across the brown grass, whero tho sun had
not yet dispersed the frosty mist, tho littlo fir-troo that
wag to have brought some of the spirit of joy, that was 8o
universal outside, into the quict old Louse, as her Christmns-

trece.  Tho tears spread t!.emselves over Dorothy’s spectacles
and shut out the viow; und as she took them off, and sat
down besido Jill on the lLearth-rug to wipe them dry,
somothing very much like o sob must have renched the old
dog's ears, for sho licked her faco with o confronting look.
Porhaps sho too hud thoughts that puzzled her, for it took
her more than one turn round on the hearth-rug hefore,
with o sigh, sho closed her cyes for sleep. But the mystery
over which Dorothy was puzzling could not be so easily
forgotten. Bhe could not make out why they were all look-
ing so sad—mother, Aunt Margeret, and Nannie, if grand-
father was not really ill. 'Why might she not go to him, as
sho had always dono till the last few days? Dorothy was
quite cortain she could be perfectly quiet. She was sure
he wanted her ; he always did.  And she had planned such
o happy Christmos for him, for all of them! The tears
that would come, fell on Jill’s nose end disturbed the placid
slumber into which the old dog had fallen

A SCRIPTURE ELLIPSIS EXERCISE.
XO. L

We ought

The patient in spirit

Call Jesse to theo
shult do.

God rather than man.
—— the proud in spirit.
—— I will show thee what thou

Whelbher it be rigbt in the sight of God — unto
you more than unto God, judge ye.

They loved the praise of men more —— —— praise of
God.

Ye cat the —— and ye clothe you with the wool.

I am full of the burnt offerings —— and (be fat

of fed Dbeasts.
Find tbe miesing words in these passages. When sct in
order they form o text from the First Book of Sumuecl.

L. T.
————
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