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TOM HERON OF S.AX. 

A STORY OF REVIVAL TIMES. 

DY EVELYN EVERETT-GREEN. 

CHAPTlm IX.-THE PRISONERS .AT YORK. 

" I 'rELL thee I'll stand it no longer. I wish 
with all my heart every Methodist amongst 
them was drowned in the bottom of the sea. 

They come to a place and turn. it into a very hell 
npon earth, and then they go off elsewhere to do 
the like there," and 'l'om Heron wound up his 
anathema by some terrible oaths and words of 
blasphemy, which made even Luke Crowder 
i;hudder as he stood. 

Tom had strong motive for this sudden outburst 
of fury. For the past three days his mother had 
been stretched. upon her pallet bed in the dark 
cottage, falling every six hours or thereabouts 
into a perfect frenzy of terror and agony, 
screaming out that the devil was about to carry 
her away, and shrieking for the "Methodists" to 
come and save her. Her hrother-in-law Samson 
had been invaluable at this time, and had done 
something towards soothing the wild paroxysms 
of what appeared like demoniacal possession;. 
but when he had sent for Mr. Latham to see if 
he could be of any assistance to the poor 
creature, she had fallen into a worse fury than 
ever, raving at and cursing the clergyman and 
nll such as he, vituperating them with every 
evil epithet she could call up, and bidding him 
begone before she tore his eyes ont. Then she 
fell once more to crying out for some holy man, 
by which she meant one of the Methodist 
preachers; and so matters went on hour after 
hour and day after day, till Tom's patience and 
temper were alike exhausted, and he was resolved 
at all costs to take himself off from his miserable 
home. 

His uncle had once said something to him 
about the advisability of trying to get some one to 
come to his mother-one of these Methodists for 
whom she was always crying out; but with a 
veat oath Tom had declared that he would 
break the head of the first of them who dared to 
cross the threshold of his home. Moreover it 
w.1s openly announced in Sax tha~ Mad~m w:as 
lleeply displeaRed at the way m. whwh its 
inhabitants had flocked to hear Whitefield, and 
that the first of them who took any open step, 
either in joining themRelves to the Met~odists or 
in inviting one of them to enter the village on 
any pretext whatever, would be promptly ejecte_d 
from his cottage, and be forced to fake up his 
abode elsewhere. 

Tom was more utterly wretched and reckless 
cluring those days than he remembered ever 
being in his lifo before. Drink, swear, and game 
as he would, he could not get out of his head 
those terrible words of doom which one day he 
knew must be pronounced against Lim, when he 
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should rise and stand before that awful judg­
ment throne, and be bidden to "Depart" from 
the fa~e of Goel. In his dreams he saw, night 
after mght, the hot red flames from the pit risin"' 
up to devour him, and would wake in a lather of 
heat and terror, often to hear from the adjoining 
room the voice of his :::nother scre:?.ming out in 
the same hopeless helpless ten-or. True, little 
Molly would meep sometimes to his side and 
whisper that there was a way of escape out of 
all the darkness, misery and terror; but she 
was only a timid child, and her comprehension 
greatly ex,,ceeded her power of expression. She 
bad drunk in the teaching of the lady of 
Ernscliff, but she was not able to reproduce it; 
and though sho managed to keep her serenity 
and faith amid these trying scenes, her witness 
was but the silent one of a child's faith, and 
produced no impression upon Tom. 

He had worked like a fury at the forge all day. 
Samson had been frequently called off to the 
unhappy woman in the cottage hard by, but 
Tom had done double duty, and had felt as if he 
was venting some of the bitterness and wrath 
which he cherished against all the world as he 
struck with his sledge-hammer-blows the molten 
iron on the anvil, and watched the showers of 
sparks as they flew around him. There were times 
when those sparks recalled the fires of hell to his 
ardent but untrained imagination, and he would 
rush from the forge into the outer air gasping 
for breath, great beads of moisture standing on 
his brow. It was on such an occasion as this 
that he suddenly encountered Luke Crowder, and 
Tented bis restless trouble of spirit in wild 
denunciation of those whom he regarded as the 
main cause of all his disquietude. 

"Ay, for sure they do a power of mischief," 
answered the publican's son readily enough, 
"why, 'twas only yesterday as our cousin from 
Leeds came over to see us, and he said as the 
Methodists were fair ruining his trade there. 
He hall as good a business as any one in the 
town once, and now these preachers go stirring 
up the people and skeering them with hell fire 
and judgment, till they are afraid so much as 
to spend a sixpence with a neighbour, and do 
nothing but get together with their Bibles, and 
worry themselves half daft about saving their 
souls. Bless thee, 'l'om, if it takes such a power 
of trouble to get one's soul saved, I'd as lief 
go without one. I've no patience with such 
foolery." 

lllt's all a pack of lies! " cried Tom, his eyes 
flashing omiuously, "I tell thee, Luke, I've 
had a deal more than I can stand. I'm pretty 
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well dcspomto now. I'll go off for n, l,it Aomo­
whero n.ud le~ it n.ll blow over. :Mnybo when I 
como back thmgs will ho quieter ngnin. 'l'rnst 
l\Iadam to put nil tho foolery llown ns fost as it 
can be put." 

It was not um1s1rnl for Tom to fake himsolf 
off in unceremonious fashion from timo to timo 
when tho roving fit came upon him. Luko was 
by no means surprised nt the announcement: ho 
only asked whoro his friend thoucrht of goincr, 

"I don't know, and I don't cn.ro~anywher~ ou L 
of tho way of these accmsed Methodists. Happen, 
I'll walk the moors O\'er and fill myself with air 
and bathe in the lakes and see naucrht of men'. 

• Happen, I'lI go to sea and sail round the world-I 
c1.;:m't know what I'll do." 

"If I was thee, I'd go to York," said Luke 
Crowder, "there'll bo fine doings there next 
month." 

"What doings?" 
"Why don't thee know ?-them Jacobite 

prisoners are to be executed: and it'll be a fine 
sight to see. Thee knows they cut them down 
only half dead and cuts out their false hearts and 
throws them on the fire. I'd go and see that, if I 
were thee, Tom. There'll be a power of fine 
folks there, and it'll make thee forget all these 
mad fools have been saying." 

Tom's eyes brightened. There was something 
of the savage in him still, and he lived in an age 
where it was fashionable to delight in crnel and 
bloody spectacles. Moreover it was rngarded as 
a proof of loyalty to the King to hate and hold 
up to reprobation the Jaco bites and their cause: 
and it was still more commonly reported, amongst 
the ignorant and educated alike, that the 
Methodists wern almost to a man Jacobites in 
disguise. So the idea of witnessing these execu­
tions appeared to Tom to partake somewhat of 
the nature of an act of vengeance, and his mind 
was quickly made up. 

"I'll go; I'm glad thee told me, Luke. Will 
thee come with me?" 

"Nay, nay, I'm none so fund of a long tramp 
these muddy days," answered Luke, who was too 
much weddecl to the bar of his father's house of 
entertai11ment to care to stray far away, "thee 
can o-o, and tell us 11bout it afterwards." 

s:'mson Heron made no objection when he 
heard that Tom was going away for a time. 
The autumn was upon them, work was somewhat 
slacker than it had been. He had noticed all 
throtwh the summer how restless and wild the 
youth

0 
had been, and he knew it would be 

useless to attempt the smallest remonstrance. 
Tom's home was certainly a wretched place, and 
it might do the lad good to leave it for a while. 
To Samson it certainly appeared as though there 
had come small good to Sax from the infusion of 
the Methodist element into the villa.go. 

Tom had a few adieux to pay, one of them 
being to the Dawsons of Sheepwold Farm. I-fo 
hau not been very assi<luons in his attentions to 
Meg of late. The summer months are busy o~es 
at a farm-house, and Janet Dawson worked like 
a truoper herself and expected her cloughter to 
clo the 8ame. Moreover ehe wns by no meam1 
encouraging to Tom when ho did rLppear. Sho 

looked upon him as a vessel of wrath; an<l 
altJ.i.ough, from her point of view, he was hardly 
to •be blamed for this, she was by no means smc 
that she approved him for her daughter, tl1<111gh 
she knew that her husband was not averse to the 
match, and wns often heard to express it as his 
opinion that Tom Heron was a fine young fellow 
at heart, and that if he could be settled down 
with a good and thrifty wife in a comfortable 
home of his own, his friends ancl nci"hbours 
would scarce know him for the same ~hen a 
twelvemonth had passed over his head. 

'l'om was received Yery cordially by l\Ieg this 
brigl~t autumn evening, as he strolled into the 
kitchen to find her alone there, laying the spot­
less white table for supper. The sharp tongue 
of the mother kept suitors and visitors alike at a 
distance, and it was something of an event for 
a neighbour to drop in to supper in a friendly 
way, 

Tom asked after all the party, and heard for 
1he first time with surprise that Nanny, the eldest 
daughter, had gone out to service. 

"Why, I thought your father would have kept. 
her at home, he was always so fond of her; and 
there always seemed plenty for everybody to do 
up here." 

Meg looked cautiously round the kitchen, and 
came a step nearer. 

" Don't speak of it before mother-but Nanny 
took up with Methodist notions. Father has got 
them, thee knows, and he talked a bit to her: but 
the reaJ harm, as mother calls it, was done when 
she went to stay with some cousins of ours not so 
very far away. She was there six weeks, I think, 
and she came back a Methodist all over. You 
know what mother is. Well, there was no peace 
in the house after that, and the end of it was 
that Nanny went to service. She was always 
handy with her needle and clever with her fingers, 
and she got the place of lady's maid to Mrs. Irene 
Fortescue, and she's with her still and very happy, 
she says. Mother was glad enough to send her 
there. She said that in Madam's house she would 
soon get all the nonsense knocked out of her." 

" I wonder Madam would hlive her." 
"You see Madam knows nothing about her 

servants herself, and the housekeeper is a friend 
both of father and mother. She thought well of 
Nanny, and told laer that all she had to do was 
to keep her place and be quiet, and nobody would 
trouble her. She was glad enough to go, and 
there she is; and though I miss her sadly, it's 
better to have her gone than to have all that 
c1uarrelling and bickering-one grew fair sickened 
with it clay after day." 

Tom's face darkened. It was the same story, 
he said to himself, everywhere! Wherever these 
Methodists went they sowed seeds of misery and 
tliscord. Houses were divided, children alienated 
from their parents, lives rendered utterly and 
hopehissly misernble, and all for some now-fangle?, 
mystio doctrine whic_h o~ly seem~d to contarn 
elements of reason wlnlst it was bemg sot before 
the people by its own advocates. For his ow_n 
part he would shake off the very dust from bis 
foot against thoso mon, nlld dismiss their words 
aml warningt1 from his mind. 
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Ho l1acl gone up to the farm with a, lingering 
idea of rotnrning by the Hohl-path which led ulosl.l 
to 1':rnseliff, nnimatml by a h[l,lf formed hopo tlmt 
ho might by clmncc catcl1 a glimpse of the sweet 
face of l\listres~ l\fory us ho passed: but with 
this ha.rdor, Jrnrshor mood upon him he resolved 
to alnndon that hope. Janet Dawson alwuys 
anted npon him as t\ll irritant. He left her house 
in an embittered frame of mind. He thought 
that she ought to treat him differently, since he 
tuo so cordially hated her foes the Methodists. 
But she was just as stern and harsh in her 
judgment of him as before; and, as usual, he 
shortened his visit and escaped in an uneasy and 
irritable frame of mind. He was distinctly 
resolved on one thing-with religion in any of 
its forms he would have nothing whatever to 
do. There was no possible means of finding out 
where the truth lay, and religion appeared t•) 
him little better than denunciation-every sect 
condemning the whole of the world save an 
elect few to eternal damnation : and, Tom said 
to himself, as he swung homewards in the dew_y 
autumnal moonlight, that if be had to perish 
everlastingly in the end,· he would at least try 
to get all the amusement and pleasure out of life 
that it afforded. 

Early upon the following morning Torn left 
his home and started fur a solitary ramble 
amongst th~ moors, preparatory to going to 
York. He took leave only of little Molly, who 
clung to him passionately but did not beg him t,i 
stay. She knew that he was unhappy, and she 
felt herself quite unequal to the task of comfort­
ing him, but she loved him with such a loyal 
and faithful love that she was certain he would 
learn happineRs some day, as she, in her simple, 
childish fashion, had learned it from the lips of 
the Lady of Ernsolifl: 

Tom had hitherto been fond of the wild moors 
and their grand solitariness: but for some 
unknown reason he could n,)t endure the loneli­
ness now. He had fled away from his village 
because life among hiR comrades there seemed 
unendura.ble, and yet he found that it was still 
m0re unbearable to be face to face with silent 
nature. 

The early autumn tints of the north were 
upon the trees. The heat, which had lasted far 
through the summer and autumn, was giving 
place to a crisp sharpness that was invigorating, 
and yet seemed to tell of coming change and 
decay. Everything reminded him of death 
stealing slowly, slowly onwards, veiled for a 
time, but ever stealthily approaching; and some­
t11ues the horror of the thought almost drove him 
mad. Why had he been born into a world where 
only death was certain and sure? What right 
had God-if there were a God-to send him into 
the world to live there a few short and joyless 
years, and then to doom him to eternal misery 
and woe? Janet Dawson bad told him ho bad 
been so doomed from all eternity, and the thought 
caused his heart to swell with a deep and 
impotent hatred against the God who had made 
him only to damn him. True, the Methodists, 
according to some, pointed out a way of escape 
from the eternal fire, but it appeared to Tom to 

ho 11 way hopelessly clo,orl to snc:h as hir.1self. 
Ho hnd never understood what repentance was­
he know nothing of the hope that those preachers 
hold out. He remembered tho graphic pic:tnres 
drnwn of hell fire, of the white juclgment throne: 
bul the words ho might once have heard of the 
merciful love of a dying Saviour had fallen upon 
deaf card. Even had he attended, Tom would not 
have believed that the love could be for such as 
he was. He knew the evil of his life, the black­
ness of his heart. He b-:id heard again and again 
that no sinner could approach unto God, therefore 
he was convinced that if there were truth in aI!y 
of the doctrines preached, he was a lost soul; and 
in reckleBs hardihood he alternately strove to cast 
belief and memory to the winds, or tf) swear with 
many blasphemous oaths that he did not care if 
he did die eternally-he would make the most of 
the life that was his to do with as he would. 

But solitude he could not stand, and very soon 
he found himself in the gay city of York. Just 
now it was gayer than ever. There had been a 
groat ball there recently, in honour of (though 
long after) the victory of Culloden, and now the 
city was all agog to witness the execution of the 
criminals, who had been long incarcerated in the 
castle, and were to bo speedily brought out to 
their doom. 

Tom took up his quarters in an old-fashioned 
public-house of no very reputable character, 
situated in Pound Lane. He was a man who 
soon made friends, and as he was an excellent 
pugilist, understood cock-fighting and bull-baiting 
in all its details, and had money in his pocket 
more than sufficient for his needs, he rapidly 
became a popular character in the house ; and in 
days and nights of rioting and pleasure he speedily 
forgot the haunting uneasiness of his lonely 
moments, and was, as he termed it, "himself 
again." 

The first batch of political prisoners was 
executed upon the first day in November, and 
the second on the Saturday following. Tom was 
there with his boon companions on both occasions, 
and witnessed the horrible scene with that 
stolid curiosity and sense of fascination that 
is so inexplicable and yet so inseparable from 
human nature in its ruder phase of development. 
The prisoners were drawn on sledges from tho 
Castle to the Tyhurn of York, and there the 
ceremony was carried out in all its barbarity. 

Tom stood it upon the first occasion without 
flinching, but sometimes in the night the horror 
of the thing would come back upon him, and he 
vowed he would not go near the place again. 
Yet when the following Saturday arrived, and 
his companions took it for granted that, he would 
make one of their party, he was ashamed to draw 
back, and fortified himself with strong drink for 
the scene he would again havo to witness. ",vhy 
should he cure, when nobody else did?" he asked 
himself fiercely. He did not know what a power­
ful imagination he possessed as compared with 
his comrades, nor what a weapon that could be­
come for his own distress and punishment. All 
the time as he moved along to tho Tyburn he 
was saying to himself:-

" lt might have been myself. I was all for 
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fighting for him when I saw Prince Charles 
riding through tho streets of Derby so gaily and 
so proud. Suppose it had hee11 1--lccl out to die 
that death! t:lnppose it had been I?" 

His nen·cs weru all vibi·atiucr with emotion ns 
l~e. stood i11 the cr?wd that ghiomy day. Hard 
hvmg and more dnuking than he was a-;customcd 
to had unhinged his faculties, and rendned him 
the prey of every wild and fevered thought. He 
had come so to identify himself with the prisoners 
who were that day to die, as he stood shiverincr 
in the expectant crowd, that hy the time th~ 
sledges appeared, and he saw upon one a tall 
dark-eyed muscu1ar young follow not unlike him­
self, he could scarce restrain a cry of horror, for 
he felt in very truth as if he himself were about 
to meet his doom. 

Walking beside the black-haired prisoner was a 
quiet-looking, sandy-haired man, who appeared to 
be conversing very earnestly v.;ith the condemned. 
'l'om, whose faculties were entirely engrossed by 
this one man, took note of this fact, whilst 
almost immediately it became known to the 
crowd, and a scornful hooting laugh arme. 

" There be the Methodists-at their old game­
al ways after the prisoners! What good does he 
think he'll do un now?" 

And then Tom understood that the meek-louking 
little man was a Methodist, and that he was 
trying to comfort the soul of the condemned man, 
and to cheer him through the coming ordeal. 

A strange wave as of personal gratitude swept 
over Tom as he stood there. He had identified 
himself so completely with this one prisoner that, 
to his over-excited imagination, it seemed as 
though the Methodist preac~er had come_ to him 
in his hour of dire need. With parted lips and 
straining eyes he gazed upon the haggard face of 
the condemned and saw it illuminated by a 
strange smile that had an element of triu_mph. 

The crowd was breathlessly watchrng the 
executioner : but Tom's eyes were immovably 
fixed upon this last pair. All at once he saw 
them move The prisoner bent ~he knee and 
bowed his head. The other man laid a hand npon 
it and his lips moved. Then he stood aside and 
the young man arose, shook back bis head an_d 
firmly mounted the scaffold steps. Tom saw his 
face more clearly than ever, and ther~ was no fear 
upon it, no defiance, no sorrow. His e_yes were 
shining as though he had had a gh_rnpse of 
something beyond. Tom gazed at lm1: for a 
moment in mute amaze, and then turn~d his head 
away. A few moments of b1_eathless silence, and 
then the words of the execnhoner :-

" Gentlemen, behold the heart of the last 
traitor!" 

A wild cheer answered this annou~cement: 
but Tom's voice, was silent. Shud<lenng and 
sick at heart, he pushed hi_s way t~rough "~he 
crowd stri vin"' to shake off Ins corn pam?ns, w _wh 

' 
0 d 1 O' when was easy enough _to do, ~n . on Y pausrno . 

he found himself m a qmet s1de-street1 away frnm 
the hideous sights and sounds whwh he felt 
would haunt him to bis <lying day. . 

" It might have been me," ho \\--~~ saymg to 
himself over and over again, "aml if it had boon, 
where sbould I bo now?" 

Ho could not starnl still, the tumult of hiti 
mind drove him on and on. Ho <lid not know in 
what <lirection he moved, and so, perhaps, it was 
scarcely to be wondered at that he should find 
himself at last in the open space where tho 
scaffold stood. 'l'he crowd had partially melied, 
but in one corner a smaller group had gathered, 
and 'l'om, looking vacantly rouml him, saw that 
the centre of this assembly was the small sandy­
haired man, who had stood beside him (so it 
seemed to him at least) in the hour of his direst 
need. Dashing his_ hand across his eyes to try 
and clear bis faculties, Tom drew near to listen, 
and as he did so he heard these words:-

" And, oh think, my friendE<; think and take it 
home to your hearts; if the death of this poor 
mortal body is such a fearful and terrible thing. 
what will the death of the immortal soul be like? 
-the death that never kills-the death that never 
dies? Oh,hear and heed and repent, I beseech you, 
dear brothers: for the day will as assuredly come 
to you, as to our brothers who have gone from 
us to-day- the day and the hour of death. Take 
heed that ye be found walking in meekness, 
and faith, and righteot'.sness, that the death of 
the body be not likewise the death of the soul I " 

A PATRIARCH OF MISSIONS. 

IN 1799-the saml' year which witnessed the foundation 
of the Religious Tract Society-a life began in 
Edinburgh, which was associated with most of the 

religious and benevolent movements of the present century. 
The Rev. G. D. Cullen was in early life connected with 
the Haldanes, and their successors, whose labours were EO 

greatly blessed in this aLd other lands. Having finished 
his University career at Glasgow, under the Rev. Dr. 
Wardlaw and the Rev. Greville Ewing, Mr. Cullen was 
ordained pastor of a Congregational Church in Leith. 
One of his helpers there was tLe Rev. W. Swan, his 
brother-in-law, previously well-known a.it~ missionary 
and traveller in Russia. and Sibtria ; aud oue-of his deacons 
was the late Sir George Harvey, P,esident of the Royal 
Scottish Academy. Dr. Lindsay Alexander was admitted 
to the fellowship of the Church under ~h. Cullen's ministry. 
In 1857 he resigned his charge, and thenceforth took active 
part in many Congregational and other affairs. He was 
Secretary of the Theological Hall, and for fifty years man­
aged the ,,ffairs of the Congregational Ministers' Widows' 
Fund. His labours were not coufined to his own denomina­
tion. Of the Leith S1\ilors' Home, the Edinburgh City 
MiEsion, Ragged and Industrial School~, and the ~atio~al 
Diule Society of Scotland he was a director. But his eh1ef 
delight was in missionary enterprises, and ~e we.s one of the 
founders of the Edinburgh Medical Eoo1ety, a new and 
successful movement in fordgn missions. He attended the 
meetin" in the house of the Jato Dr. Abercrombie, in 18-11, 
when that Society was founded : and he remainld. the sole 
smvivor of tho origilll,l bl\lHI, seldom absellt from the 
Iloard urneliugs, and living till within a few weeks of the 
jubilLO celebration of that Society. The glory of G,,d aud 
'the goJd of men ocoupie1l his chief thougMs through h_1s 
Jong oaroc1· of usefulness; atHl his memory will Le held in 
lasting honour. Uc lli\•c\ on October bt, n'91, agc',l 92. 
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11 LETHE," 

IN the old Greek story there was said to be a 
place called "Hades," or the Unseen Land. 
lu this, as everybody knows, was 'l'artarus, 

or the plttce of punishment for the wicked; and 
Elysium, or the place of happiness for the heroic: 

Who-they fabled-treuble ended, in Elysi11n vnlleya dwell, 
Resting weary limbs nt 111st on beds of asphodel. 

And through these Elysian fields there meandered 
. a calm and peaceful river, called " Lethe," or 
the River of Forgetfulness. There t)ie happy 

, spirits, released from the burden of the flesh, 
might drink. And straightway those waters of 
Oblivion would "rase out" from the brain all 
troubles written there, and bring, to the toils and 
turmoils of the past, such a "sweet oblivious 

. antidote," that the very remembrance of them 
,:should be forgotten. No sad memories of the old 
weary earth-life were to rise, pale spectres from 
the dead Past, with haunting trouble in their 
familiar eyes. "Sorrow vanquished; labour 
ended." Yes; and, by means of the water of 
forgetfulness, every trace of them on the mind 
washed away. 
I "A consummation," some might say:-" a. 

· consummation devoutly to be wished!" How 
welcome, those lethargic waters! The old 
weary worries, failures, disappointments; the 
rankling unkindnesses; the wrongs received, 

. aye, and still worse, the wrongs inflicted; bitter 
memories of neglected opportunities, of occasions 
let pass; the dismal array of sins and short­

,comings; the slips, the falls; the harm done by 
these, to self, and, worst of all, to others; how 
blessed the waters of Lethe, flowing in the Quiet 
Land ! Unavailing regrets wearing the soul no 
longer; self-reproach silenced: 
'Silenced, too, the "Never, never," whispered by the phim­

tom years, 
And the dirge from out . the distance in the ringing of 

th.ine enrs. 

How grateful the long draught of oblivion, in 
the calm Elysian fields ! 

There seems something of this feeling, in the 
choice, by the patriarch Joseph, of a name for his 
first-born son, 

Joseph called the name of the first-bol'D, llfonasseh (that 
is, "Forgetting)," 

For God, said he, hath made me forget all my toil, CLllll 

all wy Father's houso. 

All my Father's house? We cannot restrain a 
thought of wonder and of disappointment, at 
finding not even cxce1:tted the fond. old Father, 
from whose life the d.eep shadow woultl have 
l)een lifted. by a word from bis living darling, 
whom he mournecl iw dead. For some reasou, 

13! 

however, not recorded, that word was not sent, 
although access to Egypt was easy enough. And 
now that J Qseph had found a new home in the 
land of Egypt, and was exalted and honoured 
there, he seems to have found relief in putting 
aside, altogether, the bitter past. The petty 
persecutions, and even fierce hate, of his jealous 
brethren; the selling into slavery, and then the 
fal:ie accusation which cast him into prison, 
where 

The iron entered inlo his soul, 
Until the time came that his cau8e was known: 
The word of tho Lord tried him ; 
The prince of the people let him go free. 

It was all past, now; and now, let the remem­
brance of it depart! Let a new era commence 
with the gift to him, in the land of his adoption, 
of a first-born ; and, to mark this, let the child's 
name be called" Manasseh," that is," Forgetting." 
The watero of Lethe seemed as a refreshment to 
the Patriarch's tired mind. 

But there is, really, no truth in the old Greek 
myth. There is no draught of the water of 
Oblivion awaiting the souls in the Unseen 
Land. Rather must we, when we pass from the 
body, drink of the water of Remembrance of the 
Past. And, in truth, distinct and clear will that 
past stand out before the mind, at the Great Day 
of doom. The books will be opened, and one of 
these will be God's Book of Remembrance and 
one of them will be our own. And froid the 
writing; of these books each will be judged; yea, 
each will pronounce self-judgment on the o-ronnd 
of the record written there. And, even for the 
saved, would not, then, a draught of the forgetful 
River be welcome? Records connected with 
shame, and with guilt and unfaithfulness! Sin 
pardoned, indeed, but that can never be undone, 
nor the dire consequences of it made as though 
they had not been ! 

No blotting out II page of the Book of life, 
No chance of writing it ng11in. 

Cowardice and meanness ; the base act; the 
craven word; denial, in our weak hour, of our 
Lord, and the bitter self-upbraidino· that followed 
this. 'l'o forget all, and to begin itll ao·ain with 
the sin _and sorrow of the past forgott~n, ;nd as 
though it neYer had been; -how sweet the waters 
of Lethe, even for the happy souls, in the Quiet 
Land! 

And yet, on deeper thought, we are sure that 
wore it offorod, thoy would refnso tho oblivion~ 
draught. For, with tho tlrinki1w it, all must ,Y0 

tho gootl day8 of the pn~t, with t'i'w b:td; the bh1~ 
days wiLh tho days of glol'III: with the evil tla~·s, 
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the days of rejoicing too; tho sunlight nnJ the 
calm, together with the hoistings of tho storm. 

Yes, assuredly there is much in life here, thnt 
we should grieve utterly to forget: much thut 
we dearly love to remember. l\Iuch thnt we shull 
delight to call to mind in the Better Land-the old 
loves, the glad days. Successes, some, if there 
were failures many; victories, a few, amid the 
record of defeats. Aye, the old loves, the loves of 
childhood, of youth, of age. 

We lived and lo,..cd together, through muny chunging 
years; 

We shared each other"s gladness; wo wept cuch other's 
tears. 

Nor would we part with the remembrance 
of these things, nor let the story of our life, with 
its events and its persons of the drama,-this 
strange eventful history-be to us as though 
it never had been. Parents and children to 
meet, as though strangers ; brother and sister, 
husband and wife, with no tender links of 
the past to make them more to each other than 
those who meet for the first time-there are 
many, assuredly, who would not wish that 
this should be. When brothers, long parted, 
meet, even here, is not the dearest talk that which 
has, for its subject, the past; and do not the 
fondest memories cling to the d0,ys of the old 
home? That agony, when each helped the 
other; that gladness, in which both shared ; that 
triumph, in which the exultation was mutual; 
who, at that happy meeting in the secure Home, 
would wipe out the remembrance of these things, 
and leave the past, a blank? "How they'll greet 
us!" we say, now, of our friends, "far away." 
How dreary the thought of meeting, after all, 
with unrecognising eyes! 

And then the ways of God to us, all thr9~gh 
life here-the guiding hand, the over-ruling 
providence, the Father's ever-~eve~oping purpose; 
His ever watchful care. "This, like the coloured 
thread which is imbedded in every Navy-rope, 
great or small," ran, we shall see, through ev_ert 
event and episode, great or small, of our life s 
story. To trace this, to marvel, and to adore, 
this will form part of the delighted occupation of 
the eternal years. We should shun the Lethe­
draught that should wash all this from our 
remembrance. 

Then the lessons of bitter or of sweet experience: 
would we part with the~e, and have l~ve_d !ife 
here, and undergone life s wholesome d1sci.J?lmc, 
in vain? The success, that lured us on to higher 
nobility; the failure and disappointment that, as 
cold water to hissing iron, steeled and strength­
ened the soft metal of character; would we 
forfeit the gain of ~hese, a!1~ forego th~ir usu­
fruct? Life, here, 1s a trainmg, or, as it wer~, 
the modelling of the clay, under the Potters 
hand to vessels of beauty and honour. Could 
we .;,.ish to have undergone in vain all that 
careful moulding and fashioning, and th11t. the 
delicate and beautiful working of the Artifioor 
should, when completed, be reduced to a. blank? 
Or, having " risen on stepping-stones o_f ~ur cloud 
selves to higlwr things" would we w11lmgly bo 
set on the old level, afto'r mere " lnliour in vain"? 

Life's lessons were hard to learn, and the failures 
runny, and tho chastisements painrul, and attain­
ment diflicult. Would we have all, that we so 
bnrdly won, lost in a moment; and the mind 
sponged, 11s a slate when the lesson is over? 
'l'he ten poundi! that our one pound gained, 
would wo have all taken from our keeping? nor 
recognize, a.mid the bales laid up in Heaven, that 
stored trca.suro that is peculiarly our own? The 
crown prepared for the brow of" him that over­
cometh,"-how meaningless and without value, 
if, from the blank mind, all memory of past con­
tests had departed! How useless the harp in 
the hands of him in whose remembrance remained 
no story, and in whose heart therefore, was found 
no song! 

No song: No. The waters of Lethe that 
washed away the remembrance of sin, would also 
haYe washed away the remembrance of the 
Saviour. How should they strike their harps 
for gladness of redemption, who had forgotten 
Bethlehem and Gethsemane, and retained, of 
Calvary, no vision in the mind? How take part 
in the heavenly antiphons:-

" Worthy the Lamb that died," Ibey cry, 
"To be exalted thus! " 

-Perplexed fingers would wander over dull 
harps, as Heaven awaited our response:-

" Worthy the Lamb? "-Ah, how reply? 
What hntb lie done for us? 

The old, old, story would have faded from the 
mind. The wondrous Birth ; the amazing 
Death : the glorious Resurrection and Ascension 
of the Lord :-the coming of the Holy Ghost, and 
the record of His patient striving with us; of 
His giving words to our inarticulate groanings; 
of His nearness in our need, and comforting in 
our grief :-the car~ and love_ of our F_ather i_n 
Heaven; His providence, His protection, His 
tender compassion, and loving-kindness ;-all 
would be gone from the mind, more entirely than 
a dream when one awaketh. Would we willingly 
part with these remembrances? Would the 
Virgin Mary be willing to forget that she bore 
Him· St. John, that his head lay in His bosom? 
Nay,' it seems to me that to have sinned will_ have 
at least this dearness,-that it gave us H1111, to 
be our Saviom·. God brings good out of evil; 
and who knows whether, as unfallon beings, we 
could have been ever so utterly one with Him, 
as the redeemed are with the Redeemer? Ho 
would have croated us. Yes. But He would not 
ho.ve died for us. That intensity of adoration 
could never havo sprung from uufallen lips:­
" Unto Hi111 that loved us, a11cl washecl us from our 
sins in His own blood! " 

Oh must we not condone the sin of the Fir~t 
Ada~, that gavo to us tho dea!·ncss of the Second: 

Allll who that lovos Hun, would forgl't ! 
What drink1 tho waters of Lethe, and let Him, 
fortln~ith, bo no more to us, peculiarly, thau Ho 
is to the unfallen and um·cdcomell I lwsts of tlw 
Highest? No. 'l'ho 01Hlura1100 of the melllory 
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of onr sins, will bo lofs i11tulorablo than would bo 
the passing from rumembranco of our Saviour. 

There aro pains nnd pleasures in memory. 
Thero is oven, they say, a "joy of grief." We 
sometimes 1mg a s1d rewombrance to us, until we 
learn to almost love it and could ill spare it, eve,1 
a.s a mother's heart yearns over her sickly child. 
I do not think that wo would willingly part, 
in the great To be, with our sad reminiscences. 
Why do we constantly, here, call them up, the 
sadnesses of life, from the grave of tho Past, if we 
would wholly be without them? Sadnesses arc 
born to us, of which yet we have no desire to 
call the name," Manasseh," that is," Forgetting." 
And, in the Land of perfect bliss, may not 

A rapture's crown of rapture be remcmbcri11g eadder 
things r 

Animals remembel'. Rut it is the prerogative 
of man to call back to remembrance at his will. 
Here, only imperfectly, partially. There, per­
fectly, entirely. Ah, let us take heed, now, what 
stores we are laying up for reminiscence, then ! 

One ghastly reminiscence, it is inconceivable 
could ever be a joy. For one memory, the Lethe­
waters would be, surely, eagerly welcomed. The 
memory of harm, possibly eternal harm, done to 

of.hers, may he-to our nearest and drnrest. To 
have injured a soul everlastingly. To have been 
the instrument of an immortal creature's ruin. 
There is hell in the thought ! How endure, 
even if saved, such remembrances as these? We 
must leave this problem for God's solving. This, 
with many another. 

But of this we are assured. There are no 
Lethe-waters, for either lost, or saved, in the 
world to come. We shall remember, in the Better 
lanJ. Old feuds, but with no unkindness; the 
right seen and owned on both sides. Old ties, 
broken, shall re-unite. Old loves, that had, we 
thought, died out, shall revive in the flood of 
memory's return. Old hopes we shall recall, 
that God fulfilled, in disappointing; old failures, 
that in God's plan for us we see to have 
been successes ; dreams that did but foreshadow 
reality; desert mirages, for which God has given 
us the true Canaan. 

We shall remember, in the Better Land. 
But there will be memories and memories. Of 

some, there must be a pungent ache in the sweet­
ness. Not alike can be the reminiscences of a 
St. Paul, of a St. John,-and that of the just saved 
rebel. There is warning, as well as comfort, in 
the thought,-We shall remember, in the Better 
Land. 

--------4~~-~-------

AN eager heart, a busy life 
Crowded with anxious care; 

A life that is so full of work 
It has no time for prayer-

Canticles viii. 5. 

A " Wilderness" where earth-born growths 
Shut out the light and air. 

A slothful heart, an aimless life, 
That dreams the hours away; 

A heart that docs not rare to work 
An<l does not dare to prny-

A " Wilderness " of dim desires 
Most desolate an<l grey. 

A ca.relese heart, a tboughtlces life, 
A mirage bright anil fnir 

Of silver wo.ve o.nd palm-tree shade 
Mocking the desert glo.re-

A "Wilderness" for nil the gleam 
Of fancied waters there. 

A smitton heart, a frozfn life, 
Where reigns some tyrant woe, 

Where bitter thoughts have chilled the soil 
•rm nothing more ciin grow-

A " Wilclerncss" most blnck and bare 
Dcncalb itH veil of snow. 

A gloomy life, a fossil heart 
Deep buried in the past ; 

A life that's spent in looking back 
On hours fled all too fast-

A " Wilderness " all thick with tombs 
Of joys that could not last. 

No desert like the !ieart of man 
At strife with death and sin; 

No summer drought so fierce and dry 
As that which rt•i_gns therein: 

No wilderness so parched am! bare 
As that wbiob lies within. 

Eaoh heart must have its wilderness 
Where dread diseMe is rife ; 

And One alone cau lead us forth, 
Snfe through the din and strife : 

His henrt n wator'd garden is 
Whero grows the Tree of Life. 

'Tia He nlone oau lead us forth, 
The wny He only knows, 

Auel every hoort thnt leans on Him 
Will t11sto u sweet repose--

For He cnn make the wilderness 
To l,Jossom as the rose. 
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JUDAS ISCARIOT. 

A STUDY. 

" I HAVE betmyed iunocent blood." The hour 
when those wonls were spoken was one of 
the most tragical in the history of our mce. 

The confession gleams for an instant from the 
background of a crime at whose baseness all 
mankind has shuddered. Yet there was a value 
in the avowal of which he who made it little 
dreamed. 1 was the one declantion that filled 
up the measure of testimony to the one pure 
and perfect life. Judas had reached the point 
when ho had every motive to disparage, if not to 
accuse his Lord. Had the traitorous disciple been 
able to point to one flaw in His character, one 
spot upon His life, one defect in His highest 
claims, he must, in self-vindication, have now 
reported it. The knowledge that there was 
no such blemish gave bitterness to his despair. 
It was Satan again declaring through his chosen 
instrument: " I know Thee who Thou art-the 
Holy One of God ! " 
. Very striking is the combination of phrases by 
which, in terse and terrible simplicity, the crime 
and its perpetrator are described in Scripture. 
"It had been good for that man if he had not 
been bom." "Have I not chosen you twelve, 
and one of you is a devil?" " He was a thief, 
and had the bag, and took away what was put 
therein." "Satan entered into him." "That he 
might go to his o:wn place." It is observable 
that these and similar phrases are chiefly from 
the Fourth Gospel, as if to mark the peculiar 
abhorrence in which the beloved disciple held 
the memory of such a traitor. Yet, on the other 
hand, there is a gracious dignity in the record of 
the very crime. It has often been noted that the 
word employed by the evangelists for "betrayed," 
is calm and without passion. " Delivered up," 
is always the expression, save in one place, 
where St. Luke uses the word. for "traitor." i 
The fact was enough : no need to add to its 
enormity by one bitter word! Take again the 
address of our Lord to Judas, as 1·ecorded alone by 
St. Matthew; how sublime in its self-restraint! 
"Friend, do that for which thou art come."2 Not 
that there was here any expression of "friend­
ship " in its deeper sense. There was in the 
word no echo of the tender utterance, "I have 
called you friends." The phrase was one of 
ordinary courteous greeting : as in the parables : 
" Friend, I do thee no wrong : didst not thou 
agree with me for a penny?" "Friend, how 
camest thou in hither, not having a weddin"' 

an I o garment r n its calmness and gentleness, tho 
appeal did but repeat tbe words alreacly utterocl 

1 Luke vi. 1(), 
• Bee the Roviscrl Version of M11llhow xxvi. 50: following 

tl'.o rnoHt approved r<;11ding of tho _p11e~agA ; nml differing 
~hghlly from the orclme.ry text, w)11ch mnkee tho wonle 11 
question : l<'rieurl, wherefore lll't thou come? 

rna 

in "the upper room,"-so mysterious to the rest 
of the disciples-" '!'hat thou doest, do quickly." 
They reveal to us the intensity of longing, the 
passion of earnestness, with which the Saviour 
looked forward to the consummation of His work : 
"I have a baptism to be baptized with; and how 
am I straitened until it be accomplished ! " 

In estimating the whole character of the 
betrayer, it may be that the obvious and popular 
view is correct; that he was from the first a 
covetous, false-hearted pretender, a professed 
follower of Christ and associate of the disciples 
only for his own gain; in the end delivering the 
Master to His enemies, not only from motives of 
greed, but with a vindictiveness aroused by the 
reproof in the house of Martha of Bethany.1 Yet 
the definition of character and motive is rarely 
thus simple; we have to allow for cross-currents 
and conflicting tendencies; and in this ca.se there 
are certain facts and intimations which suggest a 
much more complex character than that of a 
mere vulgar impostor. 

Judas " had the bag." From association, the 
words have come to bear a sinister meaning. 
Yet, in truth, they indicate a certain amount of 
honour accorded to him. To be appointed the 
treasurer of the little company was a mark of 
confidence and esteem. He was at least recog­
nised as a good business man, and in that capacity 
was trusted. Down to the time of the Last 
Supper, no one suspected him of trnachery. The 
pathetic: Lord, is it I? was interrupted by no 
suspicious innuendo : Lord, is it he? The great 
painters, in depicting Judas, have generally 
failed. Had his aspect been that of pinched 
miserliness, or of sleek hypocrisy, or of scowling 
malignity, he would scarcely have been appointed 
to his honourable post. We must think of him 
as an honest-looking, sensible man. His tempta­
tion and his fall came to him, as to others, 
through his best qualities. His business apti­
tudes, rightly directed, would have given hi1n 
signal usefulness among the Twelve: perverted, 
these very endowments became his ruin. 

Jesus Himself knew Judas "from the begin­
ning," 2 and yet selected him. The choice was in 
mercy. There was yet time to check the disci­
ple's evil tendencies ; and his character might 
havo developed into strength and nobleness. 
Never was there such an oppm-tunity as was now 
given to him! Not only was he placed beneath 
tho influence of Christ's owu character and 
teaching, but there were, all through that Divino 
ministry, special appeals, directed against his 
besetting sin, which might well have sunk into 
bis heart. "A man's life consisteth not in tho 
things which ho 11ossessoth" ; '· Tako hood, a-nll 
bowaro of covotommess." " It is easier for a 
----- --------------

1 Johu xii. '1-8. • Johu vi. tH. 



JUDAS ISCARIOT. 139 

camel to go through n needle's eye, than for 
a rich man to enter into the kingdom of Gou," 
Such words as these bccomo most significant and 
solemn when we think of Judas as listening to 
them. Jesus uttered them, knowing what wa~ 
in the heart of His disciple. They were the lust 
appeals of love to a heart where the world and 
self were becoming supreme. 

No doubt, the master-sin of covetousness was 
complicated in the mind of Judas with othe1· 
motives, arising out of his very belief in Jesus os 
the Messiah. We know that the disciples gene­
rally were, for a time, infected by the spirit of 
self-seeking. In view of the anticipated king­
dom, while their patriotism delighted to dwell 
upon the coming glories of Israel, they had an 
eye at the same time to their own advantage. It 
was not Judas but Peter who asked the question, 
"What shall we have then?" not Judas but the 
sons of Zebedee who desired the chief places 
beside Messiah's throne. Such ambitions, in these 
instances, were gradually overpowered by more 
spirituai conceptions. We think of Judas, how­
ever, as mastered by these carnal ideas. To the 
end, he thought -only of the outward sovereignty, 
with the honour and the wealth accruing. It is 
possible that, according to the view of his charac­
ter elaborated by Archbishop Whately,1 his be­
trayal of Jesus was part of a scheme to force the 
Saviour to declare Himself publicly, and seize 
upon the kingdom. For Judas knew his Master 
to be possessed of miraculous power, and may 
well have believed that this power would assert 
itself in the hour of extremity. The "twelve 
legions of angels" would be at hand to rescue 
their King. The great revolution would be 
wrought; and Judas, with the rest of the dis­
ciples would "sit upon twelve thrones, judging 
the twelve tribes of Israel." Be it remembered 
that, according to the most probable interpreta­
tion of the word Iscariot, Judas was a native of 
a town in the south of Judrea,2 and therefore the 
only one of the Twelve who belonged to the 
royal tribe. The rest were Galileans : he, like 
Jesus Himself, was of the lineage of Judah, and 
may, therefore, have expected some place of 
special honour in His kingdom. At any rate, 
there would be no harm in putting Jesus in the 
dilemma of having to surrender to His foes, or of 
reyealing His power over them. In the latter case, 
Judas would partake the triumph; in the former, 
he would at least be sure of his thirty shekels. 

No doubt, in this reading of the traitor's 
motives, there is a certain amount of speculation. 
But we are expressly told by one evangelist that 
it was when Judas saw that Christ was con­
demned, that wild despair took possessiou of his 
soul. That condemnation, then, was unexpected. 
Judas had plainly anticipated the possibility of 
some other issue to his conspiracy with tho chiof 
priests. What could this issue be? Anything 
save that which had really happeued, the de­
liverance of Jesus into the power of the Roman 
authorities. The suicide, then, told of more than 

1 Bee "F.asnys on some of the Dnngcrn to Christian Fnith," 
1839; Disc. 3, and Nole. 

2 Keriolh. F,ec Joahna xv. 25. '1'!10 prefix Is rcprescnls 
the Hebrew i8/1 ; "lllUll of'." 

the awakening of conscience; it betokened a 
sudden and a terrible disapp0iniment. 

It should perhaps he noticed, as bearing upon 
the completeness of the history, that Archbishop 
Whately identifies with Judas the "other dis­
ciple," "known unto the high priest," who 
followed Jesus with Simon Peter to the high 
})l'iest's court.1 The general view is that this 
was the beloved disciple John, who here, as else­
"'.here, with characteristic modesty, suppresses 
his own name. Whately's theory, on the other 
han~, is that Judas, after his treason, eagerly 
anx10us to see the result, followed the proce~sion 
from Gethsemane to the priest's court, whither 
he brought in Simon Peter. The other disciples 
had forsaken Jesus and had fled. Peter's courage 
failed, as we know, when he was brought face to 
face with our Lord's Jewish enemies, and he 
thrice denied his Master. When he went out to 
weep, Judas lingered in the throng, proceeding 
afterwards to the Prretorium; and it was not 
until the sentence of Pilate destroyed the 
hope of Christ's deliverance, that the traitorous 
disciple was dri~en to despair. The view is 
coherent and interesting: it has also the further 
advantage of accounting for what else would 
appear unexplained, the mention of the "other 
disciple." It is, however, difficult to believe 
that, after the scene in the Garden, St. Peter 
would have allowed himself to be brought into 
any friendly relations with Judas; and hardly 
rossible to think that St. John, after telling the 
story of the Betrayal, would thus calmly speak 
of Judas as "another disciple." The ordinary 
view, therefore, that the evangelist is here speak­
ing of himself as an eye-witness of the scene, 
appears on the whole the more probable. The 
other evangelists say nothing of any second 
disciple, only that Peter " followed afar off." z 

The tragedy deepens to its ·close. How far 
bafiled ambition wrought with the agony of con­
science to induce the traitor's despair, we may 
not be able to tell: in any case, he could not face 
the conseqmmce of his own deed: 

I am afraid to think what I have done, 
Look on't again I dure not.-Macbeth. 

"He went away and hanged himself." A 
certain dread mystery hangs over the circum­
stances of his suicide. The Apostle Peter ( or 
the Evangelist Luke in a parenthetical explana­
tion of the apostle's speech3) der,cribes the death 
of Judas as the 10sult of a fall" headlong." The 
two accounts are probably to be combined (as by 
supposing a fall from the breaking branch of a 
tree), but in the absence of more minuto informa­
tion, we oannot particularise the several incidents 
of the catastrophe: still less explain bow the ono 
evangelist relates that Akeldama was the 1n1rchaso 
of the priests, the other that it was bought by 
J ndas himself. Most probably, as the priests 
refused the money for the treasury, their use of 
it was attributed to Judas, so that the fiehl was 

1 John xdii. 15, lG. 
• l\[ntt. xxvi. 58; Mark xiv. 5-1; Luke xxii. 5 L Thu 

mnission or SL John's 111\me iu all thn'o casl\s, suppo:,iug 
him to lmvo bo,,n "lho otlwr clisoipk,'" i~ ocl'tainly stl'iking. 

3 Aols i. 18, lll. 
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rc0koncd ns his; while ii wus nlso tho 11lv.co of 
his Bnicldo. 'l'hcso are the admissible expedients 
of harmonists : while here, ns in other instances, if 
we knew all the circumstnnccs of the cose, wo 
shouhl at once soo how the accounts, token fl'om 
different points of view, concur in ono consistent 
whole. 

'.['ho te,achi:n,g is for all ngcs ;-trust~d disciple­
ship ondmg m the basest treachel'y: signal gifts 
for usefulness perverted into instruments of the 
soul's undoing ; and, above all, the power of greed 

to overcome and clcstroy the spiritual in man. 
'l'he mournfulness of the story is that Judas 
cloes not stand alone. 'l'here is a w<,r,e and a 
better in every professed clisci1ile : and the worse 
may be lriumphing, even while at the Lord's t.1ble1 

the disciple is in apparent fellowship with Him. 
Judas himself was one of those who, in seeming 
simplicity, and trusted by his fellow-disciples to 
that hour, joined in the questioning, "Is ·it 11" 
'l'he beginning was love of the world : the end 
was the betrayal of the Lord. 

S. G, 0 

A BRIEF MINISTRY AMONG THE BLACK-SPUR SPLITTERS. 

IT was not without hesitation and anxiety, 
natural enough in a young and inexperienced 
clergyman, that I accepted the Vicar­

general's offer of the ministerial oversight of a 
very extensive parochial district in a remote part 
of the Diocese of Melbourne, including within 
its ill-defined boundaries, "the Blat'k-Spur range 
of mountains." There a number of reputedly 
half-civilised, half-savage splitters lived and 
laboured throughout the year, in the very heart 
of the great forest, whose solitary silence was 
only broken by the ringing souncl of the wood­
man's axe, or the pistol-like crack of the bullock­
driver's whip. 

My "parish" was somewhat larger in extent 
than one of the Midland counties of England. It 
comprised a large acreage of vineyards, and farms, 
three villages, or small townships, six or seven 
miles distant from each other, and a Black 
Protectorate with schools attached. 

This extensive charge possessed only one 
church, situated at L--, my headquarters. 
This little church, capable of accoinmodating 
frolll eighty to a hundred worshipper!!, had been 
erected a few months before my appointment. 
It stood upon a piece of rising ground command­
ing the township, and overlooking a couple of 
flourishing vineyards. In this church I held 
morning service every Sunday. 

My afternoon service was conducted at H---, 
seven miles distant, in the court house, a weather­
board, and shingle-roofed edifice rudely fu1·nished 
with a desk and a few forms. Among my con­
gregation here were the superintendent of the 
Black Protectorate, situated a couple of miles 
distant. Mrs. H--, the superintendent's wife, 
had successfully trained a choii· of black boys 
and girls with remarkably goocl voices: and 
these, under her skilful leadership, very eflioiontly 
supplied our church music, even essaying to chant 
the Psalms and sing an anthem on more special 
occasions. 

My third r;e1·vico was helcl at F--, a hmulot 
about 1,ix miles from H--, in tho clirection of 
"the Black-Spur raugo," throe miles beyond 

J, 

F--, on the road to Maryville. The only avail­
able place there, in which service could be con­
ducted, was a very primitive slab and shingle­
roofed building 01·" shanty," only accommodating 
some twenty or thirty worshippers. At the most, 
not more than half-a-dozen splitters from the 
Black-Spur attended the service. Accordingly, I 
resolved to institute week-day services, of as 
simple and hearty a kind as I could devise, in 
one of the houses of the splitters, and to vary 
these cottage services frequently by imparting 
~atechetical instruction to the children, and 
through them to their parents who we1·e quite 
as ignorant of gospel truth as their offspring. 

The men were said to be wild, reckless fellows, 
and the women little, if at all, better. The 
prospect was, therefore, far from encouraging. I 
soon came to the conclusion that if my efforts 
were to be productive of any good results, I must 
win my way to the confidence of these 1·ough 
and untutored children of the forest. That 
they regarded the clergy as an effeminate, useless 
class, was very evident. Indeed, my Black-Spur 
parishione1·s made no scruple about freely express­
ing their sentiments on the subject. Sentiiuents, 
be it understood, based upon neither knowledge 
nor experience, inasmuch as these back-woodsmen 
had rarely if ever seen a specimen of the derical 
tribe. Much, I reflected, would depend on first 
impressions. Leaving my horse at F-- one 
morning shortly after my settlement in the 
district as its minister, I walked up the zig­
zag admirably engineered road leading to the 
"Black-SpUl'," and thence on to Gipp's land. 

The scenery on this road, is, in its way, tmsm·­
passed by anything I have enr seen in either 
hemisphere. The trees are veritable gfouts of 

1 The queetiou is oftl'D 11skcd, whether Judos t\dU(l!ly 
purtook of tho Lord's Suppor. From the first three Goap,•1:t 
(ospociully Luke uii. 10-22) it wouhl nlmost upp1mr th,\t 
ho did so; but John (xiii. 2G-30) represents Jmlns as lmvi11g 
/lOBO out inm1odiuti•ly lifter" tho sop." Now this was bq,,r~ 
the pnrticipC1tio11 of lho bre11d L\ud wine. The institutilln ot' 
tho Euchnrist 11111st tho1-cfore bo pll\oed between Jciltn xiii. 30, 
111111 31 ; 11nd Lnko'a 01,lcr must bo slightly tr.ins11oijL'll 
(1·cr. 21 bcfo1·0 17-l!0). 
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the forest, towe_ring up to a heigl1t of from two 
hundred and. fift.y to _fou~· hu!1drccl and fifty 
foet, and seudmg up their gigautw stems straight 
as arr?ws for over two hundred foet before 
ln·anchmg out far aloft. The tropical growth at 
the base of these giants is rich, varied, and 
prof~s~; a weal_th of dense luxuriant foliage, 
mte1 mmgled with many coloured flowerincr 
shrubs and plants, among which the sweet!)'.:. 
scented native honey-suckle, and the purple­
bloss?med sarsaparilla are conspicuous. On the 
left side of the road proceding up the mountains 
runs the rapid "Watt's river," a mountair: 
strea~ of pure crystal water, babbling tunefully 
over its ferny, rocky bed. The 
traveller can hear the murmur of 
the river softened by its leafy 
screen, and thus only becomes 
aware of its proximity, since, except 
here and there where the tortuous 
ro~d crosses the stream by a ruetic 
bndge, the fern trees and the other 
umbrageous shrubs, and plentiful 
underg~owth, completely screen it 
from view. llut leave the high 
road, and strike boldly into tho 
mazy jungle to your left, pene­
trating the tangled copse, an<l 
struggling through the fibrous 
undergrowth, and avoidin.,. being 
tripped up, or strangled

0

by the 
trailing rope-like native vine de­
pendent from the trees, hangin.,. 
here in treacherous loops, and 
there in twisted, fantastic coils to 
_which the honeysuckle or clematis 
has clung and twisted itself into 
fairy wreaths of thirty or forty feet 
in length, exhaling sweet odours­
and you are at onae transported 
into fairy land. And now the river 
is fully revealed to your view, with 
the sweeping fronds of the graceful 
fern-trees dipping themselves softly 
in the cool water as it flows swiftly 
over rock and boulder clothed, with 
ferny mosses of a vivid green over­
arched by wreathed and intertwined 
creepers. 

The Black-Spur splitters' habita-
tions were situated about half a mile off the main 
road in the bush. A narrow but well-beaten 
track led to the clusters of cottages. On either 
side of the road for a distance of two ur three 
hundred yards above and below the path, piles of 
"split stuff," as it was termed, consisting of 
shingles for roofing purposes, and weather-boards, 
with palings for dwelling-houses and fences, 
plainly indicated my proximity to the splitters' 
field of operation. 

'l'he "split-stuff" was usually canied from the 
"stump," where it had been prepared, to the 
road-side and built up in stacks for removal by 
the purchasers, many of whom came from con­
siderable distances. 'J'he woodsmen informed 
me that they had no difficulty in disposing of 
the products of theil" labours. On the contrary, 
orders frequently came in in too great numbers, 

an~l. fur a quantity of material far beyond their 
ability to supply at short notice. 

It is not every gigantic tree that will spli't rr 
" • t" th b d ' J . nm ou , as e men o serve to me. Many a 
li~ely-looking, '.' messm_ate gum" might be seen 
ch1p1!ed _to test its quality and left with the mark 
o~ reJeet1on upon it to proclaim its inferiority. I 
did not venture to give expression to the thought 
but felt, nevertheless, none the less thankful that 
at least two out of every three of those majestic 
trees ':"·ould escape the axe and cross-cut saw. 

A1T1Yed at the hamlet, which comprised about 
a dozen houses, I visited each in turn. Most of 
these dwellings contained the wives and families 

11 WHAT IS LIVING WATER, SIR?" 

of the splitters engaged in their domestic duties, 
a few were bachelors' quarters, occupied by two 
or three men, one of whom kept .house, acting as 
cook and housekeeper for his companions. 

I called first at George H--'s house, George 
being ihe acknowledged head of the splitting 
community. A scrap of garden containino- a few 
vegetables and flowers disting·uished his d~elling 
from the other habitations. His wife received 
me civilly, if somewhat awkwardly. Her litth1 
daughter Jeanie, a ohild of ten or twelve, regarded 
me with evident interest and curiosity. Sht1 
was a lovely ohild with deep blue, expressivo 
oyes, fringed with long lashes, a sunny com­
plexion, bright golden hair falling over her 
shoulders in natural ringlets, and a lithe, 
gracofnl figure. 

Feeling rather thirsty ufter my long ride, and 
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t.he three miles of up-hill walk, 1 nskeu for n 
drink of water. 'l'he good woman tolu Joanie to 
go for some fresh to the spring, a short uistance 
off. I begged for permission to accompa11y the 
little maiden, offering to cany her cans, which 
she shyly allowed me to do. 

'l'ho well was situated under an overhanging 
rock, from which the native clematil,1 drooped 
until it almost kissed the water beneath. 'l'all 

• fern trees afforded a grateful shade. Seating 
myself on a moss-covered stone, I drank the pure 
deliciously cold water with delight. 

Jeanie appeared amused at my expressions of 
admiration and pleasure. What was so novel 
and attractive to me, was, I suppose, quite familiar 
and common-place to one born and nurtured 
among these fairy scenes. And a fairy, indeed, 
she might well be taken to be, as she sat with 
unconscious grace swaying herself to and fro 
gently 011 a natural swing formed by a native 
vine hanging invitingly between two huge gum 
trees, and wreathed around with deep green 
leaves and sweetly-scented white and purple 
blossoms. How I longed to possess the art and 
to have at hand the materials for a sketch of the 
scene, and of the pratty maiden swinging thus 
beneath the fem trees and the giant gums l 

"Jeanie," I said presently, "have you a Bible, 
and do you read it? You have no school, I think, 
nearer than at F--, have you ? " 

"Oh! yes, sir," she_ replied," I have a Bible; ~t 
was given me by a kmd lady who came up this 
way more than a year ago, and I read it too, 
very often. I like best to read about Jesus, n_ear 
the end of the book, you know, sir. Mother taught 
me to read and write a little. I have never been 
to school, but I am going soon, father says, as I 
am getting big enough to take care of myself on 
the road." 

"·well, then, Jeanie, do you remember when 
Jesus tired and thirsty sat by a well, and a 
wom;n came to draw water?" 

"Oh! yes," she broke i_n, "and Jesus asked for 
a drink just like you did, you know, and J es~s 
said H; would give her living water, what is 
living water, sir? " 

"Water, Jeanie, like that stream down ther~­
always running-never still and stagnant I_1ke 
those water holes down on the parched plarns, 
miles away from here, shallow pools which dry 
up in the scorohi?g heat of the sun, where there 
is no deep shade hke you have here on the Black­
Spur. But Jesus ?id not mean 1·iver-water, or 
spring-water, Jeame. He meant that He w~s 
able and willing to give the woman of Samano. 
something that would last her for ever, and make 

. her holy and happy, and like Himself, _good an_d 
pure and loving and true. ~nd, Je'!'n1e, that IS 

what He will give you, too, 1f you will only ask 
Him." . . 

Jeanie sat on her flower-wreathed swmg, silent 
and thoughtful for a moment, then suddenly 
sprang from her swing, bounded to the well ~ud 
filled her buckets, which I insisted upon oarrymg 
for her up to the cottage. 

Her mother was very 
in her apologies for the 
little girl had given me. 

gracious and pl'Ofuse 
trouble, she said, her 
On my assuring her, 

however, that I had insisted on carrying the 
buckets, notwitl1stancling Jeanie's remonstrances, 
she smiled pleasantly; and I felt that I had 
succeeded in winning over the wife and daughter 
of the most influential man in the little com­
munity. 'l'his was a hopeful beginning at any 
rate. 

DOWNWARD DRIFT IN BIBLICAL C1m-JCISll--Dr. EUicott, 
Bishop of Gloucester and Bristol, whose Biblical learning 
and soundjudgmentall acknowledge, has given the following 
warning in a Charge to the clergy of his diocese on " tho 
new criticism ":-'' I have fell, and most deeply felt, the 
dange1·s, especially to tile young, of accepting theories, 
ingenious and even fascinating as they may appear to be, of 
the origin and composition of the Old Testament, which 
careful investigation may show to be irreconcilable with the 
teaching of Christ. In the case of all such theories, and, 
indeed, of the analytical view generally, it has been my care 
to point out whenco they originate, and what they ultimately 
involve. They originate in most cases from a readine&s, if 
not to deny, yet assuredly to minimise, the supernatural ; 
and by the inevitable drift of consequences they commonly 
end in some form of spiritual paralysis, some enduring 
inability to lay hold of the life eternal. This downward 
drift and ultimate issue ma.y easily be traced. If the theory 
is not reconcilable with the teaching of Christ, and is fairly 
felt to be so, then the temptation to believe in a possible 
ignorance on the part of our Lord becomes in many minds 
irresistible, and the way is paved for a belief in the possi­
bility, not only of His ignorance, but even of His fallibility 
-and so, by dreadful inference, in the possibility of our 
hope in Him, here and hereafter, being found to be vain 
and illusory." 

Wao WBOTE THE EPISTLE TO THE HEBREWS ?-Iu Dr. 
John Owen's preliminary Exercitations to his E:iposition of 
the Epistle to the Hebrews the question of the authorship 
ie very ably and fully discussed. He gives very good reasons 
why the Apostle Paul would not obtrude bis name in 
addressing his prejudiced countrymen, und he confirms by 
other good reasons why the general voice of the Church, 
especially iu early times, ascribed to him the authorship. 
As to A polios, who has been by some taken to be the penman 
of the epistle, because it answers somewhat to his receired 
character, Dr. Owen says: "It is said that be was an eloquent 
man mighty in the Scriptures, fervent in spirit, and one that 
migjitily convinced the Jews out of the Scripture itself 
(Acts xviii. 24, 28), all which things appear throughout 
this whole discourse. Dut this conjecture bath no coun• 
teuance from antiquity, no mention being made of any 
epistle written by Apollos, or of anythiug else, so t_hat_ he 
is not reckoned by Hiorome amongst the ecolesmst1cal 
writers. No1· is ho 1·oporlell by ClemeRt, Origeu, or Eus~bius 
to have been by 11ny esteemed the nuthor. of the epistle. 
However I confess somcwhnt of moment might havo been 
npprehm;ded iu the observation mentioned, if _the ex­
celloncos nsoribecl uuto Apollos hlld been peoulmr uuto 
him; yo11, hncl they not all of thom been ~ound in St. _Paul, 
uud thnt in a mnnner 11nd degree more emrnent th11n 1n tho 
other. Dut this being 110, tho grouml of this conjecture is 
tnken from mlller it." 



WHAT GEORGE LENTON GA VE UP. 

CIIAPTER I. 

H, mother, mother I " s11id 
George Lenton, bursting into 
the room where his mother 
,rns sitting, "I've fou~ n 
plt1ee I Ho.nson nnd Green­
wood want o. boy in their 
office, and I've been and 
asked a.bout it. 'Ihey are 

. ufrniJ. I um hardly olcl enough for 
them; but they have put my name 
down, and they say that they will 
send for me if they want me. I hope 
thc,y will ; I hope if they will take me, 
you and father will let me go." 

This was said almost in n breath, for 
George was greatly excited. 

Alexander Lenton, George's father, had been a clerk 
in a merchnnt's office in Woolborough; but he had be,m 
compelled to give up his situation on account of ill health, 
and for three months past he had scarcely left the house, 
except when the weather was especially soft and fine. He 
was asthmatic and consumptive, and there was no likelihood 
that he would ever go to work again. Indeed, though like 
nearly all consumptive people, he was always hopeful 
about himself. It was evident that his life was a very 
uncertain one, and there were those who said that he 
might die at any time. 

Mrs. Lenton, a clever, sensible woman, had seen for a 
year or two past what ,ms coming; and with a brave 
heart, but without expressing her fears either to her 
husband or anybody else, she had resolved to make what 
preparation she could for the ~vii day. 

She had been trained for a teacher, and in that capacity 
before her marriage she had been very successful. After a 
good deal of consideration she proposed to her husband that 
she should open a school. As it was, she said, she was 
t~aching her own little girls, and she might as well have 
others to educate along with them. Then, too, without 
being covetous, it might be well for them, if they could, to 
lay a little by; and if they did not need it for themselves 
it would be useful for their children. 

Her husband was very unwilling that she should do 
this ; and there was no need for it, he said, so long as he 
could work. Mrs. Lellton, however, pressed her point, and 
at length he gave way. 

It is no easy matter to establish a school, especially when 
it is known that the head of it has been for a loug time out 
of the way of teaching; and to this Mrs. Lenton'e ex­
perience furnished no exception. She succeeded eventually, 
but it was after a hard struggle; and meanwbilo, especially 
during her husband's long illness, she was in great straits. 
Thing~ which were very needful had to be done without, 
and when money came in, tliert1 were often three or four 
ways of spending it, each equally pressing. She tried to 
keep her anxieties from both her husband and her children 
as much as possible; but she soon found that in regard to 
George concealment was out of the question. 

Although Mrs. Lenton had conducted George's Pducn­
tion up to a certain point, the time came when he mUBt be 
placed under the more vigorous hnnd of a master, nnd 
accordingly he was sent to the Grammar School. George 
succeeded wdl, scarcely ever failing to keep nt the hen,l of 

every 0110 of his classes, and to carry off the best prizes. 
lie bo.d set his heart, moreover, on winning the first prize 
given in the school, a gold medal-valuable in itself but 
btill more valuable as representing so great a su~cess. 
Daye at school talk about these things with one another a 
long time beforehand, and George's schoolfellows had told 
him that he would be sure to get the gold medal, if only he 
stayed nt school long enough. He wonld have to do so, 
however, for at least two, and, perhaps, for three years 
longer, since it was quite beyond the reach of any but boys 
in the first class. 

Of course George's father and mother knew what was 
thus in his heart, although he said very little about it. 
The thing was so far off that he scarcely liked to speak of 
it ; and besides be al ways spoke very modestly a.bent 
anything which concerned himself. It is almost needless 
to say that they secretly sympathised with his aspirations 
and hopes. • They looked even far beyond the gold medal. 
If he won it, he would be almost sure to gain an exhibition 
in one of the universities, there being two such exhibitions 
at the disposal of the governors of the school; and if he 
succeeded in that who could tell what might follow? 

To Mr. Lenton's bitter disappointment, and George'3 
also, these visions all melted into thin air. 

One day, when the summer holidays were nearly over, 
George found his mother with her tears falling on a paper 
which lay before her on the table. It was his school bill 
for books which had been supplied to him during the 
p1·evious term; and the fees for instruction during the 
coming term, according to the custom of the school, had to 
be paid in advance; and hie mother did not see where tlie 
money was to come from. 

George saw at a glance what was the matter; but just 
then he said nothing, His heart, indeed, was too full for 
words. Going to· the bookcase, he took down n book. for 
which he had gone into the room, and went away. Rushing 
upstairs to his bedroom, he threw himself on his bed, 
weeping bitterly. 

"But there is no use in this," he said to himself by-ancl­
by. "Crying won't mend matters; something will have to 
be done. There is nothing else for it. I shall have to 
leave school aud go to work, and earn something; and I 
will." 

Then there rose before him the school, his r lasses, his 
masters, his classmates, the gold medal which had glittered 
so long before his view, and the university. It was a hard 
struggle to give all up. But he had made up his mind 
that it would be the right thing for him to do, and he would 
talk to hie mother about it at once. 

That eveniug 11fter hie sisters had gone to bed, and his 
mother and he were by themselves, George told her what 
he had been thinking, and asked her what she thought 
11bout it. 

"You know, mothe1·," he s11id, "if I go to work, tliere 
will bo so muoh less to pay for me, and I shall be earning 
somothing. It may not be much at first, but it will 

• inoreneo." 
"\\' ell, George," replied his mother, "I should be very 

sorry for you to lc11ve sohool. You am only fourteen, auJ. 
besides it would be such a giving up of all our pluns. Let 
us think ubont it, und heur what fother says." 

So iust then nothin)! was scttk,l. 
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It. eo hnppou1'1l however, th11t the next morning Cl1•orgc 
,rnR Bl'nt on n. ermnd into the towu, nml n.a he went 11lo11g 
ono of the principal etreete, he met Jt'mnk Oldftcltl, 11 
former aohoolfollow, who 111111 gouc into buaincBR in 11 cloth 
Wllrohouao. Grorgc ,md Jt'rnuk were 1peeh1l Mende, 11ml 
George h11d aaid to F'ra.nk thl\t ho ahoultl liko to gcL 
euch a 11lace 11,9 his. Uomcmbering thia, }'rank stopped him 
llll1l aciid-

" I 11ty George, there's 11 Ind wanted o.t Hcineon nn<l 
G1·eonwood's. They sent e. follow away yesterday, nud 
they are auro to want somebody instead of him. Dut vou 
had better lose no time, for tho1·0 will bo Iota inq ui;ing 
about the place, 'l'hnt'e their wnrohouse; you mny ns 
well go in at once, and ask for Mr. Greenwood, ho 
me.nagea thoae thinga." 

Acting on tho impulse of the moment, George entered 
the warohouae, o.nd, aa it fortunately ho.ppcned, tho 11.rat 
pcr110n he met waa Mr. Greenwood. 

"Now, my boy, what is it you want?" asked Mr. 
Greenwood, 

" If you pleaae, air," ae.id George, taking o& hie hat, " I 
want to see Mr. Greenwood." 

'' Well, I am Mr. Greenwood. What have you to say to 
rue?" 

"I heard, air," replied George, "that. you wanted n boy 
in your office, e.nd I came to ask if I would do for you." 

"Why," exclaimed Mr. Greenwoocl, "it wne only 
yesterday afternoon that we sent Martin away. How ever 
did you get to know about it?" 

George told him how ho he.d just met Frank Oldfield in 
the street, and that he he.d heard of it from him. 

" Then," ae.id Mr. Greenwood, "you have come in on 
your own account without consulting anybody?" 

"Except Frank Oldfield, sir," replied George. 
"Ah, yes," aa,id Mr. Greenwood, a little amused; "but 

the.t does not count for much. I mean, you have not spoken 
to your father e.ud mother about it. What would they say, 
think you?" 

George hesitated e. littlt,, remembel'ing that nothing had 
been settled about his leaving school and going to work, 
but at length he said, "I think, sir, if you would take me, 
they would be willing." 

"How old are you?" asked Mr. Greenwood. 
" Fourteen, sir," replied George. 
"I am o.fraid," ae.id Mr. Greenwood, "you are too young 

for us. The young man who haa left ua waa eighteen, and 
we should not care to have one a great deal younger." 

"Please, sir," said George, "if you would try me I would 
do my best; and," he added, "you know, sir, I shall get 
older." 

Mr. Greenwood liked George's looks and manners, and 
in the course of a few minutes' further talk he elicited 
from him tb:e me.in points of the story we have narrated. 
He then took down hie address, e.nd ea.id he would send for 
him if he wanted to see him again. 

The next day Mr. Greenwood accidentally met the head­
master of the Grammar School, and, being well aequo.intod 
with him, he stopped and asked him about George. 

Mr. Potter expressed both surprise and regret wben he 
heard that George was likely to leave the 1chool, and 1polrn 
very highly of him, both ae to hie abilitie1 and hi■ oharooter. 
Mr. Greenwood we.s so well pleased with what Mr. Potter 
told him that ho sent n message to George, requesting hiru 
lo e&ll the following morning, nccowpanied, if couvcniont, 
Ly one of his po.rents. 

SCltll''l'Uln: ENIGMA~. 

NO, 'Hll, 

Jeaiuh saw lho scmi,l,im; how maay wing~ h&d they? 
How mnny ycard ditl Almz reign who eadly went astray? 
How many lambs 1lid princes bring on de-Jication day? 
llow IDl\ny yoars tlid .11!:nens lio up.,n a bed of pain? 
And when Siloam'd lower fell, how many then were slain! 
How mnuy lllQUs11ud men drew sword in Jeroboam's rei!l'D? 
How mnny lnpers quilo forgot to pruise the healing hand? 
Winn Aenhel dieil, how mnuy men were mis,ed from David's 

band? 
How Gl,I wo.s Abraham when God said: "I giye thee all the 

laud"? 
How many virgins went to meet the bridegroom in the 
· night? 

Count, in tho new Jerusalem, the JIPllrly gates of light: 
How mnny yeard WDI f:lo.1111on judge befure he lost bi..i sight? 

And now set down, in groups of three, these numbers side by 
side, 

But only four initials, then, among them nil divide; 
One to each line, each number there beginning with the 

same, 
Aud nil tho four interpreting Siloam'e Hebrew name. 

l.. T. 

NO. Ill, 

1. The father of the strongest me.a. 
2. The name by which the oldest ship of which we read 

is called. 
3. A clisciple who believed iu Christ'd resurrection on the 

evidence of his senses. 
4. A convert of St. Paul, whose mother a.Dd grandmother 

are mentioned in nn epistle. 
5. A king of Tyre who wu " a lover of Darid." 
6. The no.me of n ce.ve connected with the fortnnes of 

David. 
7. A liquor miraculously provided by Christ. 

Put together the initial letters of each word, 
And you hnve the name of a man who wrote about 

our Lord. 
w. c. 

ANSWERS TO SCRIPTURE EXERCISES. 

BIBLE STORY, 

NO, I,-p. 48.-1 Kings xvii. 8-16. 

"And the wo1·d of the Lord came unto him, saying " ; 
Ezekiel xxi. 1. "Arise"; Jonah i. 2. &repta and 
Billon; Luke iv. 26. ''Behold"; 1 King~ xviii. H. Willow; 
Uuth i. 8. " Sustain" ; Paa. Iv. 22. "He arose and went 
to Zarephath "-Gale; Neh. ii. 18, 14, 15; iii. 1, ete. 
l Sam. iv. 18. 2 Sam. xviii. 88. Gathering sticks ; 
Aote u:viii. 8. "Fetch "; l Sam. x:ni. 22. John i,. 7. 
"Bring me"; 2 Kings ii. 20. "I pray thee"; l Sam. xv. 25. 
" A morsel. of bread " ; l 8nm. ii. 86. " In thine band" ; 
Ex. iv. 2. "As tho Lord thy God liveth"; l Kings :niii. 10. 
Coke oud men!; Oen. xviii. 6. Oil; Je.med v. 14. Barrd; 
I Kings xviii. 88, 84, Cruse; 2 Kings ii. 20. Dreu; 
2 Rom. xii. 4. Sou, denth; 2 Kings viii. 3-8. Elij,\h, 
"Four not·•; Luke ii. 10. Matt. xniii. 5. A cake; 
Hosea vii. 8. "'fhu11 saith the Lord"; 1 King11 xx. 13, H, 
oto. "Until tho 1lciy thnt the Lor<l scnuetb ruiu upou the 
earth "-Rnia; Oon ii. 5. lloullll; Aota xvi. Si. '"Many 
day1"; Aots xuii. 7, 1 Kiug,i uii. 15. 




