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DASH on I Dash on I Rough sea, in all thy might,' 

And an6ry beat thyself 'gainst yonder height. 
Why dost thou not, with one mnjestic sweep, 
O'erwhelm Dunnolar's age-worn keep? 
What I Can'st thou not? Methinks thou bnst the will. 
Thou crashest on : Thou art nJt ever still. 
Tl:ou hast the will ; but not the power, proud sea.; 
Tiiy fretful waves are bound by God's decree. 
Thou canst not forward pres3 one inch thy way, 
When His Almighty word has bid thee stay. 
Thou art a giant but in chaffing chains; 
And so Dunnotar's Castle still remiins. 

But other wnves tho.n thine, rebellious sea, 
Are, like n hound, leashed in Ly God's decree ; 
'fhe mighty waves of sorrow or despair, 
Of unbelief, of sin, of pride or care: 
These 'gainst the child of God aro fiercely cast, 
In hope that be mo.y be o'erwhelmed at last. 
But those relentless waves shall ne'er prevail, 
For, founded on a rock, he cannot fail. 
And there remain unshaken, safe, and fast, 
The "word" 2 of promise now, the crown at last.• 
No waves can overwhelm if Jesus say :-
" Be still, for here thy billows proud must stay." 

JOHN P. HO~SON, II.A. 

TOM HERON OF SAX. 

A STORY OF REVIVAL TIMES. 

CHAPTER :X.111.-THE PROSELYTE. 

ONE bright cold day e~rl;y in March, when the 
farmers were bestirring themselves upon 
the land, and the birds beginning to find 

their voices again after the long winter of the 
north, the village of Sax was more or less electri­
fied by the news that Tom Heron hacl returned 
at last, and was to be seen sharpening harrows 
und shoeing horses within the precincts of his 
uucle's forge. 

For nearly five months nothing whatever had 
leen heard of Tom. If he had written to his 
nncle (which was most improbable) Samson had 
not mentioned the matter to anybody. Not a 
8oul in the place had the least idea where he had 
been, or what had kept him away for such an 
nn wontedly long pcriorl; ·but the news of his 
return spread like wildfire, and before the first 
mornin<T had pai,secl, Luke Crowder, together 
with SJ~e half-dozen of his old boon companions 
had gathered together to go to the forge and give 
him a welcome back. 

Tom was shoeing a troublesome young horse 
when his quondam friends aITived upon the 
scene, and it had never been his way at any time 
to neo-lect the task in hand for idle gossip with 
his o~n comrades. It therefore surprised no one 
that ho responded to the noisy greetings b~stowed 
upon hirn with nothing m~re than a bnef ?-od, 
and concentrated his attention upon the animal 
under his hands, fitting, paring, and nailing 
with all his habitual skill and fore!! of muscle, 
speaking gently and firmly to the ficlgety creature, 

1 Dnnnotar Cnstle stands on 11 rock woBhcd on three 
siucs by the sea.; while the fuurtb. sicle is cleft by o. deep 
chos~. 
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and proving that his bands had not lost their 
cunning during his long absence. 

His friends lounged round the open shed, and 
watched him with approval. They were all 
-delighted to have Tom back amongst them again. 
Luke was giving out that they should all have 
an i_nvitation to the Red Dragon that very 
evening, and that they would "make a ni<Tht 
of it" together in honour of Tom's return. The 
interest in this prospect (for the carouse was to 
be at the expense of Luke's father) attracted the 
attention of the group, and for the moment drew 
it away from 'l'om, who continued busily driving 
in his nails, whilst his companions chatted and 
swore in their customary way, seldom finishing 
a sentence without letting fall some profane 
expression or blasphemous word. There was 
considerable curiosity in the minds of the youths 
to know how Tom would enjoy the prospect of 
seeing his mother installed as mistress of the 
Red Dragon. Luke's mother had died during 
the previous year, and rather to the surprise of 
the whole community, Nat had commenced 
paying serious attentions to Jenny Heron very 
soon after her remarkable seizure on the occasion 
of Whitefield's sermon near Sax. It appeared 
as though the prospect of a comfortable home 
and assured income had acted beneficially upon 
the woman. She had soon forgotten her distress 
of mind aucl perturbation of spirit, and after a 
small space of hesitation, when she seemed 

• Eph. vi. 17. 
• Dming tho troub)ous timo of the Stuflrts the Scotch 

Regalia (n c!'own, sceptre, and sword of slutc) wcro lodged 11t 
Dunnoto1· Co.stlc for security. 
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undecided as to whether she would turn Methodist 
in good earnest, or marry Nat the publican, she 
had finally decided upon the latter course and 
the wedding had been duly celtibrated upon' New 
Yea~·•s Day. Jenny had always been a good­
looku::g woman, though of late years her wild 
irregular life had told unfavourably upon her 
appearance. A few weeks of life at the Red 
Dragon had improved her wonderfully, and she 
already wore something of the buxom rosiness 
which was considered appropriate to the wife of 
the host. Blind Molly had not accompanied her 
mother. Samson had offered to keep the child 
with him, and the offer had been accepted. Tom 
had returned to find his old home shut up, but 
no other person bad taken the place, nor was the 
scanty furniture he had placed in it removed. 
It was evident by the present look of the cottao-e 
that he intended living there once more. Perhaps 
Molly, who for all her blindness was a helpful 
little maiden, would be able to keep house for 
him if he desired to settle for a time. 

Whilst his friends stood engrossed in conversa­
tion just outside, Tom finished the task in band, 
and suddenly lifted himself up. No one was at 
that moment regarding him. Perhaps it would 
take a keener eye than any of those drink-dulled 
youths possessed to perceive the subtle change 
that had come over the blacksmith during bis 
five months' absence. As he listened to the 
coarse profanity of the talk, recognising with a 
start of shame that it was just in this vein he 
himself had once spoken-only that he al ways 
surpassed his comrades in the force of his oaths 
and the recklessness of his blasphemy-a change 
passed over his face, the features seemed to 
sharpen, the eyes flashed strangely in their deep 
caverns. His face was a good deal sunken, as 
though with some kind of physical or mental 
strain ; yet he did not appear in any way en­
fee bled or weakened, and his voice rang out clear 
and strong as he suddenly advanced upon bis 
companions. 

"Swear not at all," he said, "for heaven is 
God's throne, and earth is His footstool ; and for 
every idle word which we speak we shall one day 
be called upon to give account." 

A roar of laughter greeted these words. To 
hear Tom mimickinO' the Methodist preacher was 
i-ich in the extreme.

0 

Luke Crowder slapped him 
delightedly upon the back. 

"Tom old man, it is good to have you back. 
Why, bl;ss you, my boy, you bring new life with 
JOU. You cannot guess what a wretched hole 
this has been since you left it. If we do not all 
get merrily drunk to-night in honc,ur of your 
return, call me a liar." 

But 'I'om withdrew himself from the friendly 
greetings of his compani~ns, all interlard~d as 
they were with words_ which can~~t _be ~ntten 
in these pages; and mstead of ,1ommg m -!he 
laucrh which Luke's words had raised, ancl wh1ch 
his 

0
own frowning severity increased (for it was 

looked upon as a bit of fine acting on olcl Tom's 
part), he stood very still and upright un_til there 
was silence again, and then he spoke m short 
incisive sentences. 

":My-friends, as I would fain call you still, only 

that I may not call them friends who are at open 
enmity with the Master I serve-I beseech you 
leave off this vile and wicked habit of evil and 
profane swearing. It sears the conscience like a 
hot i_ron, a:nd crucifies afresh the Lord of Glory­
puttmg Him to an open shame. Cease to do evil 
-learn to do well. I tell you, friends--that you 
are walking blindfold into the abyss of perdition. 
Your souls are lost eternally if you turn not 
aside from your evil ways. Turn, then, and 
repent, and do the thing that is iight, for that 
alone can bring a man peace at the last." 

Gaping, astonished, unspeakably disgusted, the 
little knot of men fell back a pace, and stood 
staring upon Tom with wide-open eyes and 
gaping mouths. Then Michael Portway-the 
most decent and respectable of the lot, whose 
mother had always held him back from any very 
wilcl conduct or open profanity, ventured to put 
a question· or two, to discover if this new phase­
were anything but a trick on the pari of the 
young smith, who had ever been the leading spirit 
in anything evil or reckless. But Tom's stern 
uncompromising answers soon left no doubt as. 
to that, and the rebuked and astonished youths 
slunk away muttering ugly words, more disap­
pointed and disgusted than they well knew how 
to express. 

The sound of voices had drawn Samson from 
the forge itself towards the open shed where the 
horses were shod, and he heard the whole of the 
brief dialogue which had caused Tom's visitors to 
slink away in deep disgust. When they had 
gone, the elder man came forth and laid a hand 
on Tom's arm, saying in kindly tones : 

"Have a care, lad, that thou dost not needlessly 
affront those who would gladly be thy friends." 

"I may not hold friendly commune with those 
who blaspheme the name of my Saviour with 
every breath they draw," answered Tom quickly. 

"But thou mayest speak them gently and 
kindly, I trust, remembering that not long since 
thou wert as one of them thyself." 

"Ay, there is the bitterness, the terrible anguish 
of my life, which nothing can ever take away. I 
was worse than any of them-the chief of sinners, 
Must I not then be tenfold more forward to 
rebuke those same sins, seeing how I led them 
forward in my unconverted days?" 

"Ay, ay, lad, I read thy meaning. Thou 
wouldest make amends for the past by eager 
service in the future. But thon must not forget 
that it is not by harsh rebukes that thou wilt 
win thy way ancl lead thy comrades onward. 
Thou must have patience; thou must remember 
how hard these things are to be understood. 
Thinkest thou that thou wouldest have been thus 
won had men clone naught but set before thee 
the evil of thy ways, had clone naught but 
rebuke and condemn thee?" 

"It was rebukes that broke my heart," cried 
Tom, his dark oycs :flashing strangely ; "it was 
seeing myself walking ever forward t? hell-fire 
that caused me to pause, to turn away m fear, to 
inquire what I might do to be saved. What 
goocl to preach the g(>spol of the Crucified One's 
love to men who blaspheme His holy name each 
time they open their lips? Nay, fir~t show them 

o 2 
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the neecl for a Saviour. Show them tho host of 
hell-tl.ie living fires, the undying worm ; then, 
perchance, but not till then, will they strive to 
flee from the wrath to come. Conviction of sin 
must first come; perchance, then, it may be 
followed by pardon and peace." 

Samson passed his hand across his face with 
something of a puzzled expression. He was not 
altogether ignorant of the phrases which were 
becoming gradually to be almost like the catch­
words of a party; but he had been born and 
bred :in a different school, and, whilst respecting 
genuine earnestness whenever he was convinced 
of it, he was by no means certain that Tom's 
teachers had been entirely successful with this 
new disciple of theirs. He was genuinely re­
joiced to see the change effected in Tom's 
character and manner of life, but he was con­
siderably puzzled by a good deal that, he saw in 
his headstrong nephew. It was characteristic of 
him to" go the whole hog," as the modern phrase 
is : but zeal is all the better for being tempered 
with discretion. 

" Thee must remember, lad, that all folks are 
not cut to one pattern," he said, "some may 
want driving and skeering a bit: but there be 
others as can only be led by gentler ways. I'm 
no hand at talking of such things myself: but it 
do seem to me as it can never be wrong to speak 
first of the love of the Lord. I think, if I were 
He, I would sooner have folks coming to me 
because I'd bidden them love me and come to me, 
than because they were skeered out of their lives 
at the thought of going to hell-fire. It seems to 
me that some of your Methodist friends ( of 
whom I would speak with all respect) go about, 
as we plain folks say, putting the cart before the 
horse: but, maybe, they know best." 

"Ay, indeed, they do know best," cried Tom 
with eager impetuosity, his face darkening as 
he heard even this small criticism upon the 
method of his teachers. "Uncle, how can thee 
know? What hast thou ever learnt? What do 
any of us know here in Sax ? Look round, and 
what do we see? From the great house yonder 
down to the lowest cabin, all the same story, 
drinking, swearing, gaming, the Sabbaths pro­
faned by cruel and impious sports, men spending 
all iheir superfluity up0n their own vile appetites 
-rioting by day and night, no shepherd to feed 
them, no guiding hand to lead them, none to 
point out how all alike are hurrying on to the 
pit of destruction. Oh, if thee had been with me 
in York thee would speak very differently. What 
had we there? Huge gatherings Sabbath by 
Sabbath of hungry souls craving the word of 
life. Strong men falling down as helpless as 
babes when conviction of sin pierced them 
through and through. Why, upon the blessed 
day when Mr. ,Vesley himself came amongst us 
his voice at length could scarce be heard for !he 
groans and cries of those pierced to the heart by 
his words : and again and again he had to stop 
to pray for this !'oul or that, ere they could be 
set free from the bondage of Satan. And wheu 
thus freed, oh, the joy, the blesEedness, the 
thanksgiving! And I remained to sec hundreds 
gathered to the fold, all of one heart and one 

mind, meeting often together for prayer and 
prnise, following in all things the steps of thtir 
great leader, fasting oft, denying themselves all 
but the bare necessaries of life that all else they 
had might be given to the poor; the women 
modestly arrayed-however rich in this world's 
goods-in plain and sad coloured garments, the 
men forswearing every indulgence, and walking 
soberly and righteously before the Lord. And 
yet thou strivest to set thine own opinion above 
that of these holy men from the midst of whom I 
come! Verily, uncle, methinks that thou must be 
in the gall of bitterness and the bond of iniquity. 
What was done for me by thee when I was so long 
with thee? If thou hadst the word of life and 
salvation, why didst thou keep it back from me?" 

Samson said no more. Argument was not Lis 
forte. He scratched his head with an air of 
perplexity, and suggested that they should go 
in to dinner. To dinner they went, but Tom 
only swallowed a hunch of dry bread, washing it 
down with a draught of cold water, refusing 
almost :fiercely the glass of home-brewed ale his 
uncle would have pressed upon him. So soon as 
he had bolted this meagre repast, he retired to 
his own cottage, where he had already elected to 
take up his abode; and his uncle was very sure 
that he had locked himself in there to read his 
Bible and indulge in prayer. 

The days following were days of considerable 
perplexity to the worthy Samson, and of seething 
excitement to the whole of Sax. 

Tom was back amongst them-but Tom was a 
Methodist I The thing seemed t.oo incongruous to 
be true, and the wholo place, as Glegg had it, 
was set by the ears. Upon the first Sunday 
following his return, Tom tramped off to Howns­
ton, to join a Methodist service there early in the 
day; aIJ.d in the afternoon, when the youths of 
the village met upon the green just outside the 
place to indulge in the favourite sport of baiting 
a young bull belonging to Nat Crowder, who 
found the sport conducive to the after-sale of 
liquor-behold, there was Tom, Bible in hand, 
standing upon an eminence in the centre of the 
green-close to the stake to which the bull was 
habitually tied. As soon as his old comrades 
appeared, he commenced reading from the Scrip­
tures the most hotly denunciatory passages to be 
found there, and it was very plain he intended to 
keep his position: while no one altogether cared 
for the task of attempting to dislodge him from 
the vantage ground he had taken up. In old 
days it had always been reported with pride that 
Torn could fell an ox with a blow of his fist; 
and although there was a tradition to the effect 
that Methodists did not fight, nobody wanted 
to run the risk of receiving a knock-down blow 
from the blacksmith's arm. Then the novelty of 
the entertainment drew many round him to 
listen; and though ho did not attempt to do more 
than read, and afterwards to sing a hymn, he 
kept a small and attentive congregation about 
him all the time, and those who held the bull 
were forced presently to take the beast home 
unbaited. 

But proceedings 6UGh as this were so unheard 
of in Sax as to arouse the keenest excitement. 
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" If Madam were at home we should soon see 
thin!):s pu~ down with a high hand," said Glegg, 
shakmg his head wisely: "young 'l'om had better 
take care how he goes on. Neither Madam nor 
ye~ the Squire will put up with this sort o' 
thmg. If he dare try it agin next Sunday, I'll 
go and argify with un myself. I'll tell un 
what I think of boys as has been a disgrace to 
an honest village, going and setting themRelves 
up as preachers and teachers. I'll sen un home 
with a flea in hi,; ear, that I will." 

So spoke Glegg; and, accordingly, the next 
Sunday was lo~ked forward to as eagerly as 
though somo pnze cock-fight were to be wit­
nessed that day. 

Of course the retum of the prodia-al, and the 
extraordinary change in him, were d~ly reported 
to Mr. Latham, who took an early opportunity of 
calling upon this remarkable parishioner of his, 
to see if at this crisis of his life he could be of 
any assistance to him. 

His call was made after working hours, when 
Tom was likely to be at home in his cottage: 
but when the clergyman knocked at the door, it 
was opened by blind Molly, who said that her 
brother had shut himself up, as was now usual 
with him on his return from the forge, in his own 
room; and she was plainly afraid of disturbing 
him. 

Mr. Latham sat down and talked to the child. 
He was glad to find that Tom was still kind and 
gentle to her always, though she was a good deal 
perplexed and a little distressed because he told 
her almost every day, that until she was con­
verted, she could not hope to enter into the 
kingdom of heaven, and that she could :::!ot be 
converted until she had been conYinced of sin. 
Little Molly, however had received other teaching 
from Mr. Latham and the Lady of Ernscliff, and 
though sometimes perplexed by Tom's words and 
arguments, was not seriously disturbed, nor 
afraid that Jesus would refuse her love because 
she had never felt absolutely weighed to tho 
ground by the sense of her sins. She ~ould not 
argue with Tom, who was very vehement 1f contra­
dicted, but it was a relief to her to speak out 
freely to Mr. Latham; and he stroked her soft 
curly hair and bid her never doubt the love of the 
Good Sh~pherd, who gathered the lambs with 
His arm and curied them in His bosom, and had 
.aid in His own gracious and tenuer words-too 
clear to be misunderstood : "Him that cometh 
unto l\lo, I will in no wise cast out," _without 
preseribing any special method by which that 
soul should come. 

"The wish to come is a sign of faith," said the 
clergyman smiling, "fo; W:hY should_ we wish ~o 
do so if we had not belief m our Saviour? and 1f 
we know Him as our Redeemer, we cannot ap­
proach without a sense of humble penitence for the 
sins which ha'°e kept us away, or have clon~led 
our communion with Him. You, my dear child, 
have felt all this, I know. Fear not but that 
Cl,rist looks upon the heart, and draws each ac­
cordincr to His will. Some, it may be, ba'°e need 
to fall ..,Lefore Him in deepest affliction and abase­
ment: but sure it is not for us to strive to keep 
away those who approach with greater confidence, 

if this confidence be the humble trust of a little 
child. 'l'ruth, my little girl, is found in every 
creed, in every section of God's holy Catholic 
Church, and let us respect and honour that truth 
wherever we see it, giving it all credence and 
reverence, even though in our hearts we know 
that it is but a part of a great and mysterious 
w~10le: And now go and ask your brother if be 
will give me speech for a few minutes, and run 
you to your ~ood uncle's. I am glad yon still 
remain beneath his roof, though it is well vou 
spend half your time with your brother like­
wise." 

Molly glided from the room and up 1he stair­
case where -....oices were presently heard in con­
fabulation. Then she returned with downcast 
mien and faltering speech. 

" I pray your pardon, sir, but Tom will not 
come down. These hours he gives to prayer and 
the study of the Bible. He will not be inter­
rupted for anybody," he says. 

"I am glad he is so well occupied," answered 
Mr. Latham mildly: " I should be pleased if I 
could in any way assist him in his studies. Per­
haps another time I may be more fortunate." 

Molly coloured vividly as she replied: 
"That is what I said, that you would help 

him better than anybody, but--but--" 
" Well, my child, do not be afraid to speak." 
"But be said he had better teachers, and 

wanted no help from the clergy. He bid me ask 
you not to come again, not to trouble him by­
by-oh, pardon me, sir-by your false doctrine. 
Poor Tom does not understand. He--" • 

"My child, the fault is less with him than with 
us," answered Mr. Latham gently and sorrow­
fully: "it is but t.oo true that we have been 
faithless shepherds, blind leaders of the blind, 
and we are but reaping what we have sown. In 
time, please God, we shall recover our hold over 
our flock: but for the present we must wait in 
patience s.nd faith. Do not weep, little one; 
you have much to be thankful for in the con­
version of your brother. Some day, perhaps, he 
will learn to look upon me as a friend instead of 
a foe." 

Had the Lady of Ernscliff heard of this repnlse 
of the curate, Tom wondered, when, two d&.ys 
later, she reined in her horse at the forge to 
speak a few kind words to the young smith, who 
coloured crimson as he came forwarc'l to return 
her greeting. There was something in the grave 
sweetness of her fa~e and tho questioning glance 
of her clear eyes tnat was not all approval; yet 
her words were very kind, and they brought a 
throb of gladness to Tom's heart. After she had 
passed he upraided himself for that throb, and 
remembered that this fair woman had worn a 
rich gold clasp to her riding-hood, and that her 
habit was of velvet, which ill-beseemed those 
who would follow the footsteps of the saints: 
and be withdrew himself more and more from 
the companionship of others, and gave himself to 
fasting anu prayer, that ho might be cleansed 
from every sinful passion and every unholy 
thought. 

The Sunday encounter between Tom and Glegg 
was exciting enough to satisfy all listeners. Glegg 
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took the line of biting sarcasm against upstarts 
and false preachers : Tom that of vehement 
denunciation of faithless shepherds and reckless 
evil-livers. Neither paid great attention to the 
arguments of the othel', but spoke in turns, launch­
ing anathemas and neither giving nor asking 
quarter. The battle raged for an hour. Each 
disputant believed he had come off victorious, 
and public opinion in the village was divided 
on the point. As Tom strode away, hot and 
fierce from the encounter, he was stoppecl by the 

bailiff of Rookwood, who hacl always been well 
disposed towards him. 

" Have a eare, young man," he said, "for 
Madam ancl the family will be home very shortly, 
and if you wish to stay here i11 Sax, you will 
have to turn over a new leaf. Take my word 
for it, Madam will have no Methodists on the 
estate. You will have to give up either your 
living or your new notions," and with a ·kindly 
nod the man strode away without waiting to hear 
Tom's reply. 

AMERICAN TRANSLATORS OF DEVOTIONAL POETRY. 

A CELEBRATED American preacher has, within 
late years, given an interesting and forcible 
interpretation of the text:" The spirit of man 

is the candle of the Lord " (Prov. xx. 27). Every 
lighted candle, he says, is a manifestation-point 
for that fire which so fitly symbolises the Spirit 
of God. "Here is the universe, full of the 
diffused fire of divinity. Men feel it in the air, 
as they feel an intense heat which has not broken 
into a blaze. This is the meaning of a great deal 
of the unexplained mysterious awfulness of life, 
of which they who are very much in its power 
are often only half aware. It is the sense of God, 
felt but unseen, like an atmosphere burdened 
with heat that does not burst out into fire." 

The man of eminent piety arises among his 
fellows: and-to further quote :-" In an instant 
it is as if the heated room had found some sensi­
tive inflammable point where it could kindle to a 
blaz'e. The vague oppressiveness of God'R felt 
presence becomes clear and definite. The fitful­
ness of the impression of divinity is steadied into 
permanence. The mystery changes its character, 
and is a mystery of light and not of darkness. 
The fire of the Lord has found the candle of the 
Lord, and burns clear and steady." 

Surely this vivid and beautiful interpretation 
of the text may be adapted to the religious poet. 
For he, too, is, and in a special sense, " The 
candle of the Lord." He gives luminous and 
definite expression to that which, before his 
coming, has been diffused and rngue, lacking the 
point of concentration. His soul, if it be pure 
and ardent, manifests in steady flame of "words 
that burn," something which might erst be 
compared to heat brooding over the spiritual 
atmosphere. He does not create the thoughts he 
utters, any more than the candle creates the 
flame, but he embodies, concentrates, exhibits, 
that which already existed in scattered indefinite­
ness beforn he gave it expression. 

Down through the centuries religious thought 
and aspiration have, from time to time, kindled 
into a definite and steady point of light by the 
means of one who in this sense has been a 
" candle of the Lord." The candle in itself, 
without the flame, is a cold, dull thing. So there 

is often imperfection, often error, in the religious 
poet. This only has been needful, that there should 
be submission on the part of the lower nature to 
the mighty truths it tries to express, and fitness 
to utter and obey them" as the docile wax obeys 
the flame." 

Therefore, in order to recognise that a religious 
JJoet has been, or is, a true "Candle of the Lord" 
it is not necessary to declare that every point of 
his religious belief has been exactly in accorcl 
with the orthodoxy of to-day. This alone is 
needful :-that he should have caught a spark of 
the Divine flame, and let it burn before the eyes of 
men ; and thi.~ he could not do, unless there were 
the gift to his sol!l of the true light and fire from 
heaven. 

This thought lends an interest to the work of 
all devout poets, though there may have been 
much error in their creed. And just because 
there have been so many sweet singers through the 
centuries whose work, in its way, was good and 
beautiful, the translator of that work confers a 
benefit on modern Christianity. Thus, in the 
slight, and of necessity, cursory glance which w.e 
have taken of American devotional poetry, it does 
not seem right to ignore the translator, whoso 
work in the sister country has been of no mean 
order. 

To America, indeed, we owe some of the most 
beautiful translations that enter info our religious 
worship of to-day. 

Aud first in order should come the translators 
of St. Bernard of Olairvaux, whom Luther called 
"the best monk who ever lived." It may not be 
inopportune to quote a verse or two from the 
American poetess, Phrebe Cary, clescribing him 
as he walked with his brother monks: " The 
sweetest soul among them all." 

Arnl oft, as silence on them fell, 
He would pause aud listen and whispcl' low, 

"There is One who waits for me in my cell ; 
I heur Him rolling ancl I must go ! " 

No cherm of humcm fellowship, 
His soul from his clearest love con bind, 

With a "Jesu dulcis" on his lip, 
He leaves 1111 else that is sweet behind. 
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The only ho.nd that he longs to tnke, 
Pierced, from +,he Cross is reaching clown, 

And the hcncl he loves, for his deo.r sreke, 
,vns wouucled once with e. thorny crown. 

The "Salve caput cruentatum" of St. Bernard 
is well known to English readers by the version 
beginning, "0 Sacred Head, once wounded." 

'fhis version is from the pen of Dr. J. W. 
Alexander, who was born at Hopewell, Vii-ginia, 
in 1804, and died in 1859. He was a successful 
translator of German hymns, and took this from 
the German version of Paul Gerhardt written 
in 1659. It is very remarkable that the Latin 
composition of a medireval Catholic monk should 
have passed into the German of a Lutheran 
pastor, and again into tho English of an American 
Presbyterian, expressing with equal force through 
seven centuries, in three languages, and in the 
name of three confessions, the dying love of the 
Saviour and the gratitude of the human heart 
to Him. Surely this strengthens what has just 
been said as to the universal adaptability of the 
religious poet. 

There is another American version of this 
"Passion Hymn" by the Rev. S. M. Jackson, 
which is said to adhere more closely to the 
original than that by Dr. Alexander. 

But the most successful American translator of 
St. Bernard is Dr. Ray Palmer, well known to 
Englil'lh Christians by the favourite hymn: "My 
faith looks up to Thee." 

From his pen we have the exquisite and well­
known version of St. Bernard's "Jesu, dulcedo 
cordium," beginning: 

Jesus, Thou Joy of loving l1ee.rts, 
Thou Fount of lifo, Thou Light of men, 

From the best bliss that earth imparts 
We turn unfilled to Thee again. 

It is significant that the utterances of this 
Cistercian monk in the twelfth century are 
among the dearest expressions of Protestant 
heart.':! to-day. 

Another translation of Dr. Palmer's, from the 
Latin of an unknown author, is perhaps less 
familiar-" Cor meum Ti.bi dedo, Jesu dulcissime." 

I give my heart to Thee, 
0 Jesus moat desired I 

And heart for heart the gift shall be, 
For Thou my soul hast fired. 

Thou hearts alone would'st move, 
Thou only hearts dost love. 

I would Jove Thee as Thou lov'st me, 
0 Jesus most dcsirecl I 

The fervour of these utterances burns on 
through the centuries with steady flame. "The 
spirit of man is the candle of the Lord." 

The "Veni Sancte Spiritus" of Robert u. of 
France, has also been translated by Dr. Palmer. 
Some of the verses are of great beauty. 

Come, teuilerest Friend e.nd best I 
Our moat delightful Guest, 

With soothing power. 
Rest, which the weary know, 
Shude, 'mid the noontide glow, 
Pence, when cleep griefs o'erflow, 

Cheer us this hour l 

Dr. Palmer is well known as a writer of 
riginal hymns, some of which vie in fervour of 

dovotional feeling with the translations already 
quoted. 

English readers are indebted to Henry Wads­
worth Longfellow for the only complete transla­
tion of Dante executed by an American. That 
mighty expression of medireval faith, "the voice 
of ten silent centuries," finds accurate interpreta­
tion in Longfellow's work, rnspecting which his 
own words are worthy of quotation. They show 
the spirit of reverent sympathy in which he 
approached his task. 

Oft have I seen o.t some cathedral cloc.r, 
A labourer, pausing in the dust and hee.t, 
Lay down his burden, and, with reverent feet, 
Euter und cross· himself, and on the floor 
Kneel to repco.t his paternoster o'er. 
Far off the noises of the world retreat, 
The loud vociferations of the street 
Become e.n undistinguishable roar. 
So, as I enter here from day to dny, 
And leave my burden at this minster gate, 
Kneeling in pro.yer, and not asbo.med to pray, 
The tumult of the time disconsolate, 
To iuarticulate murmurs dies a.way, 
While the eternal ages watch and wait. 

Longfellow's translation of Dante is just such 
a help as English students of the difficult original 
require, for he is literal before everything, and 
may be trusted absolutely as a guide. 

But not only in this vast work does he appear 
to advantage as a sympathetic and accurate 
translator of religious poetry; he has rendered 
sundry shorter poems into charming English verse. 
Some from the Spanish of Lope de Vega are ve1y 
beautiful. One is a poem quoted below, called 
"To-Morrow." It recalls the well-known picture 
by Holman Hunt, "Christ the Light of the 
World." 

Lord, what am I, that, with unceasing care, 
Thou didst seek after me-that Thou didsi wnit, 
Wet with unheo.lthy dews, before my gute, 
And pass the gloomy nights of winter there? 
0 strange delusion !-that I did not greet 
Thy bleat approach, and oh I to heaven how lost, 
If my iugrntitudc's unkintlly frost 
Hae chilled the bleeding wounds upon Thy feet! 
How oft my guardio.n augel gently criecl, 
"Soul, from thy casement look, and thou shalt seo 
How He persists to knock nncl wait for thee l" 
And oh l how often to thut voice of sorrow, 
" To-morrow we will open," I rcpliccl; 
And. when the morrow camo I answered st.ill, "To­

morrow I" 

"The Children of the Lord's Supper" from tho 
Swedish of Bishop Tegner, is another instance of 
skilled and graceful translation. 

Almost the earliest Christian hymn on recorcl 
has been translated by an American. It was 
written by Clement of Alexandria nearly seven­
teen centuries ago, and in the words uf the Rev. 
Henry Martyn Dexter, D.D., a Congregationalist 
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minister and editor, it is fornilinr to many in 
connection with anniversary services. 

Shepherd of tender youth, 
Guiding in love nud trnth, 

Thl'ough devious wnys : 
Christ our tl'iumpha.nt I<ing, 
Wu come Thy nnmc to sing, 
Hither our childl'en briug, 

To shout Thy pra.is2. 

While parents and teachers of modern Sunday 
scholars sing this hymn, it is difficult to realise 
1hat it came from a Greek original composed in 
the earliest ages of the Church J 

The" Stabat Mater," the sublime hymn of the 
1\Iiddle Ages, has been well translated by Erastus 
C. Benedict, LL.D., of New York. 

To turn to comparatively modern times, the 
German language offers a rich field for the trans­
lator of devout poetry; and in this field Americans 
have been indefatigable workers. 

Dr. Hedge, appointed Professor of German 
Literature at Harvard in 1872, has done good 
service in this direction, and has produced an 
excellent version of Luther's hymn: "A Mighty 
Fortress is our God ! " Dr. Alexander has beeu 
already mentioned as a successful trauslator from 
this language. Dr. Bethune, Rev. Nathaniel 
Langdon Frothingham, Dr. J. F. Clarke, can 
only be enumerated. The Rev. C. T. Brooks, 
of Newport, Rhode Island, excels iu the rencler­
in g of quaint Christian legends from German into 
English, ancl has done original work of this 
description. The " Amen of the Stones," a 
story of the Venerable Bede, from Kosegarten, 
is worthy of note, and "The Lost Church," by 
Uhland, seems to convey much of that poet'.; 
mystic sweetness. It tells a weird story of a 
worshipper absorbed in devout meditation in a 
forest, who hears the sound of a phantom bell, and 
is caught up to the visionary Church on high. 

Fa.r iu the deep nnd lonely wood,­
So deep nnd still and lonely all, 

Nought breaks the silent solitude 
Snve chirp of bird or light leafs fall,­

At titn£s when all is hushed, the cnr 
Catches a low nnd solemn knell, 

Born on the breeze~, sweet and clear, 
As from some near unearthly bell. 

I be.,rd the bell with solemn swing 
Thrill out through all the trembling tower, 

No hand of mortal drew the string, 
The tongue was swayed by hea.venly power. 

Wild rapture 'whel,ued me like a. fiooJ, 
A tempest wnfted me on high; 

Till in tha.t lofty dome I stood 
, With trernbli11g joy, in upper sky. 

Wl,nt peerless visions wet my eye, 
Still rapt in ccstacy profound I­

What blessed music fioa.ted by, 
Holier than trump, than organ's sound !­

In vnin my feeble tongi.e would tell ; 
L~t him whose bosom yearns to know, 

Go listen in the lonely dell 
To that sweet pea.ling, wild and low. 

William Cullen Bryant has written some 

exquisite translations. One, from Luis Ponce de 
Leon, is evidently suggested by verses from the 
Song of Solomon : 

"Tell me, 0 thou whom my soul loveth, where thou 
fe~dest, 

Whcro thou mnkcst thy flock b rest o.t noon ? " 

and is very charming in its picture of the "Good 
Shepherd.;, 

From His sweet lute flow forth 
Immortal hnrmouiee, of power to still 

All passions born of earth, 
And draw the o.rdent will 

Its destiny of goodness to fulfil. 

Might but a little part, 
A wandering breath, of that high melody, 

Descend into my heart, 
.And change it till it be 

Transformeu and swallowed up, 0 love! in Thee. 

Ah! then my soul should know 
Beloved, where 'l'hou liest at noon of day; 

And from this place of woe 
Released, should take its way, 

To mingle with Thy flock and never st~ay I . 

Perhaps the choicest specimen of American 
translation from a modern language is due to 
the Rev. C. T. Upham, a Congregational minister, 
and a Professor successively at Andover Seminary, 
and Bowdoin College. He wrote the " Life and 
Experiences of Madame Guyon," and has para­
phrased the lines composed by her durincr her ten 
years' imprisonment in the Bastille. 

0 

A little bird I am, 
Shut from the fields of air, 

And in my cage I sit and sing 
'fo Him who plncecl me there. 

Wdl pleased a. prisoner to be, 
Bcrnuse, my God, it pleases Thee I 

Nought have I else to do, 
I sing tho whole day long, 

Anrl He whom most I love to please 
Doth listen to my song. 

He caught and bound my wandering wing, 
But still He bends to bear me sing. 

l\ly cage confines me round, 
Abroad I cannot fly ; 

But, though my wing is closely bound, 
lily heart's at liberty. 

l\ly prison wa.lls cr,.nnot control 
The flight, the freedom of the soul. 

Oh, it is good to sour 
These bolts a.nd bars ubove, 

To Him whose purpose I adore 
Whose proviclenre I love I 

And in Thy mighty will to find 
The joy, the freedom of the mind. 

This charming poem is truer to the original 
than a more literal translation would have been, 
and exhibits in a fine degree that sympathy and 
poetic feeling which are indispensable to the 
transla.tor. It may fitly close the sketch of Ameri­
can work in translating devotional poetry-work 
that is worthy of honour and that will endure. 

LILY WATSON. 



A CURIOSITY OF A PAST CIVILISATION. 

(Dy ..I, Laby, 

TU£ l'UNIBIUll!::'IT OJ; BLOTII, 

THE household oxponeos of the o.nciont Egyp- from info.ncy to mo.nhoocl, including food o.nd 
tio.ne woi·o probo.bly loee tho.n those of o.ny clothing, o.ncl wo eupposa a. proportion of rout, 
ro.co known to oivilieo.tion. According to wo.s just thirteen el1illing11; not thirteen shillings 

Sir Go.rdncr Wilkineon, who quotos fro!D Dioclo~s, por yoo.r, but Jhirtcon shillings fol' twenty-one 
the totnl cost of rco.ring o.nd ocluco.tlng a. oh1ld yeore, or not qmto eovon ponco por nnuum. Wlrnt 

201 



202 A CURIOSITY OF A PAST CIVILISATION. 

the wages were we know not, but if they were 
in anything like the same proportion, the Egyp­
. tian must have earned about as much in a year 
as the Englishman does in a morning. 

But however small the nominal wages might 
be, the governors took care that none of their 
subjects led a slothful life; and what to us is 
one of the problems of the future, was solved by 
them in a peculiarly practical way. No one was 
allowed to live in idleness, useless to himself and 
the community. To encourage the industrious, 
and distinguish them from the lazy, a system 
was in vogue by which every person had at 
certain times to appear before the magistrates 
and give an account of his name, dwelling, trade, 
and means of livelihood. A day was fixed for 
this ceremony, and the men of each parish 
marched in procession to the magistrate's office, 
and there individually reported themselves to the 
registering clerks who examined them on the 
subject, and took conoborative evidence. 

Each man as he advanced would make the 
usual salute, one hand falling to the knee, and 
the other placed over his mouth to shield the 
superior person from the smell and infection of 
his breath. 

This custom of reporting oneself to the police 
-for that is really what it came to-was of very 
ancient origin. There is a painting in existence 
of the eighteenth dynasty in which the scene in 
the court is shown. The banner-bearer stands in 
front of his company, and the men, one after 
another, advance and give their report to the 
scribe who seems to be filling np a sort of pass­
port. 

Egypt was the lund of passports and personal 
descriptions. Even the parties who sol~ or 
bought property had not only to be ~escnbed 
by name but by appearance. For mstance: 
"Pamonthes, aged about fort_y-five: of middle size, 
dark complexion and handsome figure ; bald, 
round faced and straight nosed," arid "Semnnthis 
Persinei, aged about thirty, of middle size, sall~w 
complexion, round faced, flat nosed, and of qmet 
demeanour," had to be so deseribed with other 
persons in order that they might buy and sell a 
piece of land at Thebes. 

If a man did not tell the truth he was punished 
as if he had committed a capital crime; if he 
had been engaged in unlawful pursuits he was 
similarly punished : if he was found to have led 
an irregular life he was bastinadoed : and if he 
appeared to be without any visible means of 
subsistence he was promptly put to death. We 
have heard much lately of what the Salvationist 
leader somewhat uncourteously calls " the human 
sludge." The way in which the Egyptians dealt 
with the sludge problem was, t? say the lc~st of 
it, efficacious for a time. But it may ba pointed 
out to those who do not approve of this applica­
tion of the stroncr hand that Egypt has gone 
down in the ;orld rather more than its 
governors expected. 

The Egyptian had, however., the courage of 
his opinions; und looked his facts fairly in the 

face. He recognised that the tendency to dis­
honesty was almost ineradicable, 

Among the lawful trades a man was at liberty 
to follow, was that of a professional thief. The 
trade was not a laborious one. On entering it 
the man had to give in his name to the chief of 
tho robbers, who occupied very much the same 
position as the head of the Lost Property Depart­
ment at our Scotland Yard. Whatever the thief 
stole, he reported to this functionary ; and, on 
the owner applying at the office, giving full 
particulars of his loss, the goods were returned 
to him on his paying twenty-five per cent. of 
their value, which was shared between the 
department and the thief. In this way the light­
fingered gentry were provided with suitable. 
employment and kept out of serious mischief, 
while the." propertied classes" were taught the 
advisability of keeping a sharp look out on their 
possessions and not putting temptation in a weak 
man's way. Curiously enough, the "sheikh of 
the thieves," the modern representative of these 
"chiefs of the robbers," was in existence at 
Cairo until recently, and may be so now. 

The same way of dealing with the idle was 
adopted by the ancient Greeks. At Lacedremon, 
men who did no work were not tolerated; and 
the occupations of each individual were regulated 
according to his ability and industry. And when 
Solon returned to Egypt he introduced similar 
laws at Athens. Even among the Romans and 
Germans the lazy were dealt with in the same 
way; poverty was no crime, but habitual sloth 
meant death at the hands of the community. 

NOTE ON ST. MARK xiii. 32.-" Hut of that day and 
that hour knoweth no man, no, not the angels which are in 
hP.aven, neither the Son, but the Father." Those who 
deny the Divinity of Christ make much of this verse ; 
arguing that as ou1· Lord did not claim knowledge of the 
time ~f the ending His mediatorial work, so was His know­
ledge limited during that mediatorial work; thus denying 
the fulness of the Divine as well as the human nature iH 
the God-man. They omit to observe that this is the only 
place, in the New Testament, containing any reference to 
Christ's ncscience, while multitudes of passages imply tho 
omniscience of His Divine nature. He" emptied Himself" 
of what would have prevented Hie being the Mediator, but 
He did not empty Himself of o.nything necessary to be a 
perfect S11viour and an une1Ting Teacher. 

Of course there was prngression and grnwth in Christ's 
huwan n11ture-increaso of wisdom as of stature-but we 
may be sure that the Holy Spirit, the Inspirnr of the 
Scriptures, did not allow any statement to appco.r during 
the public ministry of the Lord, which was not meant to be 
recorded as tho ce1·tuiu and infolliblo testimony of His 
Di vino knowleclgc.>. 

--~ .-



RELIGIOUS LIFE AND THOUGHT IN BELGIUM. 
m. 

TURNING tq the Flemish portion of Belgium 
-abuut one-half of the whole country-we 
come upon a soil in which Gospel-seed has 

been abundantly sown, but without yielding much 
fruit. Increased interest has been of late manifest 
in the Flemiflh services at Ostend and in Brussels, 
but as a rule this section of the people is almost 
inaccessib1e. The late Pastor Leouard Anet, for 

many years the secretary of the Belgia~ Evan­
gelical Society, used to say, "'l'hc Flenung~ are 
a sensuous pleasure-loving people, and withal 
thoroughly 

1

attached_to the snp~rsti tions of Rome." 
The fact is there 1s much ignorance, and the 
p1•iests I and the landowners ex.ercise an enormous 
influence. 1 • B l • 

'faking now a general view of t 11s. e g1an 
field we are brought to the conclusion that 
thou

1
gh the Protestant;, are a small, a very small 

minority-only some 20,000 out. of 5,500,000-
and thouo-h with very few exceptions they belong 
to the p~orer classes, yet they are a source of 
light and blessing in the country. It has ?ften 
been alleged t.hat if foreign help wer_e ~ntuely 
withdrawn from these continental m1ss10ns all 
traces of the good apparently done would soon 
d . There is little fear that such would 1sappear. l Ch • t· ·t 
be the case in Bel(Tiuin. Evangelica ns iam y 
has obtained a firm footing. The work do~e 
. I'd The piety of the church-members IS 
lS so I • "b"l" t" 

k d They i·ealise the respons1 I it.y res mg mar e • 1 . A h e 
upon them to let their light s une._ s we av 
seen much Christian activity prevails. They a~e 
making strenuous efforts- those of thr:m w _o 
belong to the Free Chnrches-to su_stam ~e1_r 

1 In Ghent with it~ 137,000 i11hnbiln~tR lbcrc nrc, 1t
0

1J 
811id, !<000 pcrson3 oflici11lly connected with the Pope a 
" ·orkiog on hi.a beh11lf. 

pastors and various Christian institutions; and 
when we remember that their means are often 
ex.tremely scanty-Belgian miners, to which class 
many of them balong, being notoriously ill-paid 
-it is surprising how much they have done to 
i·encler theRe churches independent of foreign aid. 

These churches thus form a marked contrast to 
some similarly situated in other countries, where 
the plea of poverty is often rnised, and tlie 
fo1·ei.,.ne1· who has given them the Gospel is 
ex.pe~ted to supply all the means for the continu­
ance of the work. The fact is, the ministers in 
Belgium, for the most pa.rt natives of France, 
Switzerland and Holland, have wisely grappled 
with this question of support, and have not 
shrunk from urging upon their people the duty 
of t.rying to make the work self-supporting, and 
thus to become independent of extraneous assist­
ance. It was a Belgian pastor, M. L. Durand, of 
Lieo-e, who some years ago published a tract, 
wh~h has been widely circulated, in which he 
employed the simple argument, that as people go 
to their butcher and baker and pay for the meat 
and bread they procure, so in going to the house 
of God they should pay for the spiritual food 
there provided. And this teaching . has had its 
effect. 

Belgian Protestants arn therefore worthy of the 
respect and confidence of Christians in this ancl 
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other lands. Ancl it would seem that tho 
Belgian people themi;elves, as far as they know 
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them, hold them in high esteem. Protestant 
funerals are always largely attended by Roman 
Catholic neighbours. The last repo1 t of the 
Belgian Evangelical Society gives a singular 
case in point. More than a thousand Romanists 
were assembled in front of the house of mourning, 
and were listening attentively to the minister's 
words. Among the hearers were the delegates 
of two workmen's unions. Suddenly one of these 
delegates foterrupted the speaker and tried to 
prevent him from continuing his discourse. He 
was speedily silenced, and when the ceremony 
at the grave was orer, several of the delegates 
apologised to the pastor for the interruption. 
They also requested the gendarme to take note of 
the scandal, and secure the proper punishment of 
the offender. This was done, and a fine was 
inflicted. Moreover, the man was deposed from 
the office of President of his Union, and deprived 
~or six months of the rights of membership. It 
1s worthy also of note, that wheu the strikes 
occun·ed in 1886, in the mining districts around 
Charleroi, Mons, and Liege, and were occasions of 
so much violence and destruction of property, the 
members of the churches in the neighbourhood, 
nearly all of them miners, and therefore person­
ally interested in the questions at issue, carefully 
stood aloof from these scenes of turbulence, and 
gave proof of their attachment to the principles 
of order and justice which the Gospel inculcates. 

One other fact may be mentioned in illustra­
tion of the hold which the Gospel has obtained 
over those who have professed to accept it. 
Some years since, a considerable emigration of 
miners took place from the Borinage to the 
Department of the Pas-de-Calais, in the Norfa of 
Franco, and especially to the neighbourhood of 
Lievin. Among the emigrants were several Pro­
testants, who at once began to wish to have 

the Gospel preached in their new home. This 
led to a movement which has since resulted in 
the erection of a chapel, and in a very encoura­
ging evangelistic work in that region. 

Belgium is thus one of the most hopeful 
mission-fields of Europe. The churches are alive 
to their duties and responsibilities. The dead 
Protestantism, so prevalent, alas, in many parts 
of Europe, has few, if any representatives there. 
But the work is only in its infancy. 'I'he land 
has yet to be won. As we have shown, large 
tracts of country are unvisited by the evangelist. 
For many years to come, therefore, the societies 
at work in the country will need the support of 
Christians in other land~. The churches last 
year, though greatly tried by strikes and by slack­
ness of work, gave more than in the previous 
year, and yet, in spite of this, the Evangelical 
Society is suffering from a heavy deficit, and is 
1mable to go forward and avail itself of the hope­
ful openings that present themselves. We there­
fore ask for the work in Belgium the hearty and 
practical sympathy of all our readers. 

As regards the future, Protestantism has not 
yet obtained that hold on Belgium which would 
enable it to contend on equal terms with Rome 
and its organised forces. Priests, monks and 
nuns at present form a host twice as numerous as 
the Protestants, men, women and children all 
included. But the fact that, while in 1831 
scarcely 200 native Protestants were to be found, 
there are now some 50 churches or communities 
numbering some 15,000 persons, with a ministry 
largely composed of young and devoted men, 
is a ground of hope the.t in process of time the 
"little one shall become a thousand, and the 
small one a. strong nation," capable of resisting 
and driving back the hosts of superstition and 
darkness. May the Lord hasten it in His time! 

TALKS A.BOUT TEXTS. 
"Bles;ed are the re,cemakers: for th-y shall b? cal'ed the cslldren oi God."-SI, MaW"w v. 9. 

THIS text came to my min<l the other clay, as I watchecl 
a number of war-ships steaming slowly clown tho 
English Channel, after several weeks of mimic war­

fare. '.l'he sun wee do.ncing merrily on the blue water, the 
flags were fluttering in the breeze, and the thrce-ancl­
twenty ironclads looked harmless enough as they steadily 
pursued their course3. Little children looked up from their 
play on the sands, and watchecl the great ships go by. No 
sense of alarm disLurhed the most timicl, for every one knew 
that the formidable-looking vessels were built to protect 
our shores, ancl to fight against the enemy in case of real 
war. The mere thought of what must happen whenever 
they shall bo employed in their deadly work of destruction, 
makes one utter the words of our Lorcl ancl Saviour, 
"Blessed arc the peacemakers." God grant that there way 
be such e. spreecl of the Gospel of peace all the world over, 
that the nations of the earth shall learn its lesson of mutual 
forbcarnuce and peace. 

One of the grea-trnt of modern artists lriecl to help forwarcl 
the cause of pence Ly two remarkable pictures, "War" nncl 
"Ptace." The picture of" \V1u" is a very clre:iclful oue. 

Massee of black smoke appear to be rolling across the land• 
scape, and in Lhe foreground, by the sicle of n clisabled 
cannon, lies II horse, dead, aucl beneath him the lifeless 
form of hie master-an officer. 'fhe dead ancl <lying lie all 
around, and one's heart grows heavy at tho thought of tho 
homes that are made <lesolatc, and the wives that arc mncle 
widows, and children orphans, by the evil spirit of war, 
when it is abroad in the worlcl, slaying its thousands of 
brave ancl useful lives. 

How different is the picture of "Peace ! " In a field 
overlooking the sea, some children are playing about an old 
cannon, half-buried in the rich grass. The sheep as they 
quietly browse, look with curious but untroubled eyes into 
its open mouth. The lark is singing over the yellow corn­
fields, and, far beneath, the wavu arc breaking in fleecy 
foam on the sandy beach. A perfect picture of peace, ancl 
nu emblem of that peace which reigns in onr hearts when 
Jesus our Lord speaks to us, saying, "Peace, ho still!" 

God is freq:ieutly callrrl in the Bible the "God of peace,'' 
ancl our Saviour the" Prince of peace." Those, therefore, 
who know God as their loving Father, nnd JcHus as their 
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Saviour, lo'\"e to be pcncerunkel's, bccnusc nll God's children 
arc such. 

But you -way my," I nw only n child, nnd much ns I 
should like to stop nations from going to war, nnd people 
from fighting, I nm too wcnk nnd ignornnt to be nble to do 
so. I wish I could." 

Such an expression ~vould be very no.tum!, nnd yet there 
is much that even little children may do to help on the 
great cause of pea.cc. They have no voice or influence 
amongst statesmen, but they have ample opportunities iu 
tlleir daily lives of acting as peacemakers. In the nursery, 
and school-room, as well as in palaces and parliaments 
much may be done, if the heart be right. I know a gentle­
man who has a large family, and his elder children are 
almost men and women, whilst tile younger are still iu tho 
nursery : but he loves the smallest as well ae the bigaest 
and when the baby of the family shows ite love, and ;ut~ 
out its chubby arms, he takes it on his knee and kisses it, 
because, though it be but an infant, it is his child just as 
much as any of the bigger ones. And thus, :when our 
Saviour said, "Blessed are the peacemakers; for they shall 
be called the children of God," He meant the little peace­
makers, quite as much as those whose names are known and 
honoured amongst men. 

And we should always remember that to be great peace­
makers we must first be small ones. The famous men iu 
history did not ri;e by one step to greatness, but gave early 
sign of those powers which afterwards distinguished them 
If we show signs of anger and wrath in the nursery, we 
cannot hope to become peaceful aud honoured men and 
women in later life; and equally, if we try to show that we 
are the children of the God of peace, we may hope that 
being faithful in that which is least, He may yet use us in 
greater things for His glory, and the good of others. We 
cannot too soon begin the work of peacemaking, for every 
opportunity is important. A word, or look, may turn away 
the wrath that would otherwise work harm. If any one of 
us saw a little child throwing lighted matches about in the 
house, how alarmed we should be, and how we should try 
to stnmp out the fire before it became a blaze I Angry 
words, unless they be met with kind, peaceful answers, may 
burn and injure in their way jllllt as sadly as the lighted 
matches. Little hatreds arc in God's eight just ae wrong 
and evil a.a great ones. The spirit of cruel war may be eeon 
quite as much in the conduct of children, ae in the conftict 
of armie1. I saw not long since two young lions-like very 
email woolly puppies they were, for they were not many 
weeks old-but it was a.musing to see the way in which 
they opened their little mouths, and tried to roar. It was 
only a feeble cry, and one smiled to hear it; but, harmless as 
they seemed, they had none the less the lion ne.ture, anrl in 
a very short time they would be dangerous playmates. 
How often we forget that the passions of little children, 
which cause people to smile, are evidence of tlie evil nature 
within, which may presently make them dangerous com­
panions. 

Before, we can be peacemakers ourselves we must have 
peace. If we a~k our Father in heaven to make us His 
dear children, He will give 11B that new nature which is 
alone to be had from Him, and which ie one of peace and 
joy in believing. 

There is a beautiful prayer in tl10 Bible which may fitly 
close our "Talk" to-day, nnd which we would do well to 
commit it to memory :-

"Now the God of pence, that brought again from the dead 
our Lord Jesus, that great Shepherd of the sheep, through 
the blood of the everlasting covenant, make you perfect in 
every good work to do Hie will, working in you that which 
iA w<:11-pkasing in His eight, through Jesus Christ; to whom 
be glory for e:vcr and ever. Amen." (Heb. xiii. 20, 21.) 

MY TIRESOME SUNDAY SCHOLAR. 

CHAPTER 11. 

home in the 
fish c rm an's 
cottage they 
wondered 
where Alf y 
could be. 

"Ain't that 
boy come 
home yet, 
mother?" old 

Mr. Baker's grnff, ytt kindly voice shouted from the little 
shed in the back garden. "Here's half-past four, and all 
these bobbins to be tied up by night." 

"No, he ain't, and he won't be home before tea, if I know 
l1im," anewel'B Mrs. Baker from the wash-tub just inside the 
open kitchen door. 

Silence for o. time : nothing heard but chopping wood, and 
1insing clothes. 

" Ain't Alfy in yet?" comes again from the shed. 
"No, he ain't! How you do worry I Do let the hey 

have half-an-hour's play, after sitting in school all thia 
time!" 

"Half-o.n-hour's piny," echoes Mr. Baker reproachfully, 
"seerus like you don't know what the time is, missus. It's 
just gone six by the church clock, and so I tell you." 

".Mercy me I you don't so.y so, Snm I " cries the woman, 
letting the shirt she is rubbing fall with a flop into the 
tub. 

"Why, whatever can have got the child? He hae never 
been ae late ae this, and his practice night o.nd all, and I've 
never set the tea I " 

" Strikes me I'll go and have a look for him," says Mr. 
Baker, con1iug out of the shed, and struggling into hie 
guernsey. "Tiresome young limb, he's always up to his 
larks." 

"I expect he iH down at the harbour, watching the boats 
uuload," euggesta Mrs. Baker, trying to speak brightly ; 
but, all the same, her heart seems to sink somehow, though 
she could not eay why, or wherefore, if ehe had been 
asked. 

Her husband goes out, and ehe busies herself with 
the tea-things, stirs up the fire, and soon hoe the kettle 
boiling. 

Ding, ding, dong-seven o'clock I Ding, dour, ding, 
dong-ho.If-po.et seven chimes the church-dock over tho 
way. Still no Alfy ! Mrs. Baker tries to drink her 
tea, but ie too worried to enjoy this usno.l!y soothing mco.l. 
She cannot tihake off the '' shivcrd," o.e she calls the 
feeling of coming sorrow which has to.ken hold of her 
motherly heart, and nllhough she tells herself over ancl over 
ago.in that the boy is all 1·ight, and is ouly as her husband 
says "up to hie larks,'' still, it is all to no purpose. She 
put her tea almost untasted away, stood tho pot on the hob 
to keep hot; and, with nn net of real dcterminatiou, got 
out n coat that wanted patchiug nud began to n:cnd lhe 
skeve. 

Eight o'clock! ancl at bst old Mr. Baker's heavy foot­
step sounds in the litllo stone passo.ge. She rune out 
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hMtily to meet him, but gives a. little cry o.t seeing him 
o.lone. 

Her feo.rs reluru with redoubled fo1 ce. 
He !ms o. ho.rcl set look Clbout his mouth, o.nd e. frown on 

his for~hend which mo.kes her o.fraicl to ask o.ny questions. 
He is evidently extremely annoyed llt whlltever ha heo.rd 
when he WllB out. 

He does not keep her long in suspense however. 
A minute more; o.nd she knows a grellt cleo.l more tho.n 

she cares to hear. 
"Alfy been robbing o.n orchard .... Her boy e. thief ... 

Expelled from school. . Lost .... " 
Her first feeling of o.nger, gives way to grief when she 

thinks of him wancleriug o.bout forlorn nnd alone all these 
hours. 

She drops into a chair, throws her apron over her heo.d, 
nncl rocks herself to and fro. 

"Oh! I knew it ... I knew it," she sobs," we sho.11 never, 
never see our little Alfy again. I am 41ure something 
dreadful is going to happen. I've felt so queer all the 
afternoon. . . ." 

"Ddn.',t you be so stupid," says Mr. Baker, severely. "The 
young\rascal is hiding somewhere round about here this 
,ninute, I'll be bound. He is always up to his lo.rks. 
Bothered if I don't give him a jolly good hiding when I do 
catch him," he adds, as he flings off his high fisherman's 
boots, and settles himself down to his sadly postponed 
evening meal. 

His rough common-sense rouses her to action. She looks 
up at his quiet face. 

" If you really think that," she says slowly," I'll find him, 
if I'm out all night." 

She wipes her eyes. Lights the little oil-lamp swinging 
over the kitchen table, cuts her hUBband some slices of 
bread and butter, and pours him out a cu~ of tea.. '£hen 
she hastily throws on her bonnet and shawl and goes out 
into the coming darkness. 

A thin fine min is beginning to fall. A robin is singing 
rather a droory little good-night hymn on the bush in their 
neighbour's garden. 

Mrs. Baker breaks clown age.in. The tears run slowly 
down her cheeks and drop on her old black shawl. "Oh, 
Alfy," she sobs, "oh, my boy, where are you?" 

Where, indeed? That wa.s the very queeLion, which no 
one seemed able to answer. 

From the time he had been turned out of echool at two 
o'clock that o.flernoon, all trace of him had been lost. 

l\Irs. Baker, after a. weary and fruitless search, among a.11 
her friends and o.cquaintance, and in every likely spot for a. 
truant boy to be found, was at last compelled to return to 
her empty cottage; more heart-sick and miserable than 
when she had left it two hours previously. 

Even Mr. Baker looked grave now, and ceased to declare 
that "he would give him a jolly good hiding"; and that he 
wa.e "always up to his larks." 

CB.APTER III. 

NE.KT day the police were communicated with. Bills 
wero posted; rewards offered, and enquiries made in 1111 
the neighbourhood. 

It was not a. difficult matter for an organised body of men 
to track a little run-away child. 

There had not been time for him to go ,ery far on foot. 
At the encl of the third day, information came to hand 

of his whereabouts, and Mr. a.ncl lllrs. Baker set off in a. 
donkey cart they had borrowed for the occasion to bring 
him home. 

No particulars had been given _them of his discovery, 

but they were directed to the hut of a pco.mnt woman, 
llbout eight miles over the hill. 

She wae expecting them evidently, and was standing at 
her door shading her eyes with her hand, and looking 
across the fields, as Mr. Baker urged his donkey up the 
steep road tho.t led to her cottage. 

A minute after, o.nd a. well-kuown little figure clashed 
out of the cottage 11nd rushed into their arms, as they pulled 
up at the door. 

Alfrccl Jones' delight o.t seeing tho kind faces of his 
foster-pa.rents was very true and genuine. 

He threw himself again o.nd again on hie mother's neck, 
and declared with tears o.nd kisses, that he would never, 
never, leave them any more, and o.lways be a good boy in 
future. 

"And you won't let them lock me up for taking the 
apples, will you?" he said, "I wish I had never seen the 
horrid thing, I Oh, I've been so miserable ever since. And 
all the first night I lay under a. hedge, and it rained, and 
was so dark, I was dreadfully frightened; but then I eaicl 
my prayers, a.n8, '0 Lord save me.' (What we learn at 
Sunday school), and one little star ea.me out, and then it 
did not seem eo bad, and I went to sleep, and in the morn­
ing she (pointing to the woman), gave me some breakfast." 

He really looked llB he said-miserable I 
He had gone through II great deal of suffering, both of 

boJy and mind, during the last three days, and Mr. and 
Mrs. Baker RB they looked at his little pa.le face and 
frightened eyes had not the heart to say anything severe. 

'frnth to tell, they were only too glad to have him safe 
back llgain. 

They bed never realised how much he had endeared 
himself to them, until they thought they had lost him for 
good. Mr~. Baker cried for joy as she stroked his curly 
head and p!'eseecl it to her heart, and Mr. Baker told him 
to jump into the cart a.ud forget a.11 about his troubles. 

"After all, I'll let him off hie hiding," he said to himself 
11s he marched a.long a.t the head of his donkey on the 
homew1ml joul'lley, "the poor little chap has ha.cl punish­
ment enough o.Iready." 

But, unfortunately for Jones, though he escaped his 
"hiding" o. much more serious and unexpected punishment 
was in store for him. 

'fhe Phi111nthropic Society, which had originally rescued 
o.nd sent him clown to Holkstone, had been informed of his 
foolish eecapnde, and subsequent running away from the 
Bakers' care, n,ncl had decided that a. more watchful eye, 
nncl II firmer hand must be kept upon him in future. 

Anrl so it ea.me to pa.as that one week after his return, a 
big official letter was handed to Mr. Baker, requesting him 
to send Jones immediately to the Home o.t --mouth. 
And so, before the corn was carried, or the apples ripe in 
that fatal orchard, poor Jones, broken-hearted, and utterly 
miserable, left those he loved best in the world for II seconl 
time. Blinded with tears, and choking with sobs, they put 
him into the train that was to carry him awny on his long, 
lonely journey. No doubt it was for his ultimate good, 
but the parting was a terrible one, and in their position of 
life it probably meant, for c-rcr. 

No Christmas holidays to look forward to, no visits from 
father or motlier. Even letters would be scanty, uncl few 
and for between. 

So when llt last they unclasped his clinging arms, and 
lifted him into the third-class carriage, thoy took thcil' last 
look ut his sunny face, and folt they would never hear his 
merry voice nguin. 

We heard ttfterwarcls th11t he was doing very well, but 
the light of the Baker's little homo was gone, and I lost 
"my tiresome Sunday-school scholar." 

"ELIZABETH." 



THE friends of the McAll !\fission in Fmnce have been 
rather diB11ppointed in the response to their appeal foi· 
help to make up the sums deficient by the death of 

some of their larger contributors. But it cannot be that a 
work so peculiarly begun in faith in the Lord's call twenty 
years ago sha~l fail to receive the needed support. Hundreds 
of thouB11nds m France are by this means brought within 
the range of the Gospel who otherwise would never have 
heard t~e "truth as it is in Jesus" preached. And many 
evangelical French pastors themselves are now warm in 
their sympathy with this, which is to them a" foreign work." 

IN Darkest Russia, reference is made to the United 
States Commission to enquire into the causes leadin"' to the 
great increase in the number of Russian refugees to 
American ports. They have finished their enquiry in 
Russia, and it is slated by one who interviewed Dr. W. 
Kempster, Oil[) of the Commissioners, that "the revelations 
the commissioners intend to make will astonish the world." 
Dr. Kempster confirms the impression that the persecution 
is based on religious grounds, by pointing out that it is being 
applied with merciless impirtially to all dissenters from the 
Holy Orthodox Greek Church. The official report will be 
looked for with eager and painful interest. It may yet 
be hoped that even Russia will not continue to set the good 
opinion of the whole civilised world at defiance. 

THE Tiflis c01Tespondent of the Daily Chronicle states 
that, M. Pobiedonostzeff, Procurator of the RUBSian Holy 
Synod, is finishing up a long career of persecution by 
terribly clrasti~ measures age.inst his Protestant fellow­
countrymen. His most recent action was the anest of 
four of tho chief leaders of the Prot€stant or Stundist 
movement ,till r.t large. These Dien have been torn from 
their families without a word of notico and sent under 
police escort, secretly, for a term of five years to some 
mountain clistrict near the Peroiau frontier, where their 
only neighbours will be fanatical Mnssulmans. In addition 
to the prominent members of the protesting sects, one 
hundred and ten persons of both sexes have been banished 
to Gerusi, o. small village in the province of Eliso.bethpol. 
Among these are Baptists, Methodists, l\foloko.ny, and Old 
Believers. They were reported as being in the greatest 
clistress, and obliged to beg their daily bread from tho 
Armeniaos and Tartars o.round them. 

THE North African Mission is one of the youngest of tho 
societies for the cvaugelisation of the world, yet its progress 
has been remo.rkably rapid. Begun only ten years o.go 
among the Kabyles belonging to the Berber race, in the 
Jure. mountains, just east of Algiers city, the work has 
spread until now there are ne~rly seventy memb~rs of t~e 
mission. They are located Ill Morocco, Algeria, Tums, 
Tripoli and North Arabia. In o. little while it is intended 
to ent;r Egypt. The whole northern sea-board will then 
be occupied in what is an exceedingly difficult enterprise 
among almost entirely llfohammeclo.n races. Up to the 
present there hav!: only been a few sea.Is ~ the fai~hfulness 
of God in nnswermg the eager expectation of His people 
who are in the work. But the members of the mission ara 
full of hope and holy resolution. Four medical missionaries 
are among the number. Enquiries often follow this effort 
to do good to the bodi~s of the si_ck who come_ to be heo.Je~. 
A lady missiono.ry writes! r~forrmg to a ~er1es of A!ab1c 
trncts, issued by the Re!Ig1ous Tract Society, and widely 
circulated : " Many questions have to be o.nswered, and 
then the old, old story m\lst be tolcl. An Arab gentleman 
stopped me to-day, o.nd mid he wanted lo know the mean­
iua of a passage in a tract I hacl given his little son. It 
w!:s, "There is one God, o.nd one Mediator between God 
and man the Man Christ Jesus." I showed liim the snme 
p'.lss.,ac in tl1e Bible and read him corresponding verses. 
For 1?"1[ an ],our we ~tood thus together in the street clis­
c<1ssi11;; Lhc great truth of ChriHt as luterccssor and l\Iedintor, 
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beco.uee _He i~ first th~ Redeemer. He went away, asking 
me to brrng 1nm a port10n of the Bible to read." 

THii:_riot~ in Chin~ and the _continued and intense anxiety 
of foreigners have g1von occas10n for still further enquiry as 
to the cause of the disturbed state of the country. 'fhere 
seems no. doubt now _that it has arisen mainly out of the 
long-contmued and mtense hatred of the foreigner. It is 
clearly established that it is not an anti-missionary move­
ment. but an anti-fo~eign one. Dr. Griffith John gives some 
examples of the horrible placarcls which have·been distributed 
broadcast and affixed to the doors of the examination rooms. 
Iu ?ne case, adftbominable placard with disgusting illus­
trnt10ns woe pasted underneath the list of candidates so thot 
the aspirants to degrees might be sure to read it'. Such 
sentences as these occurred in the manifesto : "A foreign 
devil o.t Canton went dropping poison down the wells at 
night. Every one fell ill of e. strnnge disease which could 
only be cured by foreign doctors. Untold numbers died. 
At last the prefect found it out, anested over thirty people 
and put them all to death. When the foreign devils open a 
chapel they begin with their female converts by administering 
a pill. When they have swallowed it they o.re beguiled. 
At Tientsin they used constantly to beguile and entice away 
young children in order to scoop out theil- eyes and hearts." 
And this paper declared that 12!. 10s. could be got for a set 
of these. 

DR. Jo1rn soya: "I wish emphatically to state that the real 
riots are not to be ascribed to the hatred of the foreigner 
among the masses of the Chinese people. The root of the 
opposition is to be founcl, not so much in the feelings of the 
people ns in the anti-fu1·eign policy of the government nnd 
literary classes. . . The language of the anti-foreign 
placards ond pamphlets al ways issued by its scholars, with 
the full cognizaucc of the magistrates, and simply fathered 
on the people, is often too vile for trnnslation into any living 
tongue. Almost every trouble that we have bad in these 
pnrls can be traced to this source. I look upon Hunan as 
the true source of the recent riot~." 

IT nows turns out that the Edict proclaiming religious 
liberty throughout tho whole of China, was only obtainerl 
unclcr strong pressure. Sir John Walsham, in a clispatch to 
Lord Salisbury, telegraphed as follows on June 21, nnd this 
is now set forth in the Blue Book on the subject:-" An 
Imperial eclict was, however, published on the 13th inst., in 
which the attacks on missionaries were strongly condemned, 
nntl the high authorities called upon to protect all fornigners, 
ond to punish these who incite the people aguinst them with 
the utmost severity. This edict ancl its publication ill the 
' Gazette,' icas obtuined by us with gi·eat dij]iculty." 

A Times' correspondent gives II concluding sentence from 
another placard which says: "Those who clo not kill 
missional'ies arc not men; their houses should be burnt 
everywhere, ,mcl to the ground; no ono bns been sent to 
banishment for cloing it." Another extmct runs: "Tho 
English rebels have their vile abode on the margin of the 
sea. Their ruler may be either o. man or a womnn. As to 
their species they are half men. and half beasts. In tho 
Book of tbo Hills they are cnlletl naked vermin, and in the 
language of China, mud-fish." And it proceeds: "A large 
number of men in whom skill o.nd cournge arc combined, 
should be secretly engaged, and having been liberally 
supplied with trnvelling expenses, they must ho sc11t to 
patrol tho watercourses o.nd highways. Should they come 
across o. foreign devil they must aot us may bo most 
expedient iu thc,circumstanccs, and rob him of his money, 
or st1,ip him of his clothes, nncl deprive him of his food, or 
~ut off his oars and nose." 

RIOTS Jrnye ngnin broken out north-east of King-Chow 
and in Takow, places just a little north of the great wall, 
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nnd no_t ~ar fr~m Peking. Three hundred Chl"istinn Chineeo 
nnd n11ss10nnr1cs hnvc been most cruelly tortured nud thon 
massncred. Times of peculiur dnn)(er nncl difficulty hnve 
so oftei~ been the prelud~ of some ~rnnt blessin~ iu missionary 
enterprise, ns well ns Ill the h1Btory of 11nt1011s, that the 
Church of Christ must ?TY yet more mightily to God thnt 
He may gunrd nnd gmdo nnd control nll foreigners in 
China, so that the people may be won over nnd not further 
estr~ngcd. Yet Chinn must be tnught the lesson that 
foreigners who have brought many advantages in the wake 
of comm~rro nnd mission~ llllve a. right to be protected in 
accord with the le.w of no.hone. • 

THE co~tinunnce of the Imperial British East African 
Company m Uganda seems for the present to be decided 
on. It was declared thnt unless the En,.lish Government 
supported the lllission of Captain Lugard, and would 
contribute towards the fund for the establishin"' of e. 
railway from lllnmbasa to the Victoria Nya!lza, a distanca 
of_ five ~u_ndred rnil_es, the Company mast retire. The 
rail way, it :s urged, will greatly tend towards the destruction 
of the slave trade, and further tend to develop commerce on 
healthy lines. Until after the Brussels Conference when 
thi~. pa~t of Central Africa came under the sph

1

ere of 
Bnttsh rnfluence, .the missionaries never asked for anythin"' 
more th_an the moral support which has always bee~ 
accor~cd to them. The Church Missionary Society's 
comnnl~e now say, however, as follows: "At a very heavy 
expenditure, and at the cost of many valuable lives, the 
chief.; and people of Uganda have been brought to receive 
tl~e truths of the Christian rclin-ion, and to welcome the 
1;1oncers of civilisation and c~mtoerce. The Brussels 
~nferen!le and Anglo-German agreement, of July, 1890, 
oa.vc seriously changed the position of the missionaries in 
the _countr;i:, a~d compromised them in the eyes of the 
ho,ttle parties m U gan<la. They are now identified with 
the people 'who,' to use the phrase common a.man"' the 
natives, 'have come to cat up the country.' We ~ould 
urge," say the Church lllissionary Society's friends "that 
withdrawal would form a disaster extendinn- over th~ whole 
sphere of British influence, and greatly ~ffect the t-fforls 
being made for the evangelisation and civilisation of the 
various tribel within that influence. We would further 
submit that no greater encouragement could be given to 
the slave trade than such a withdrawal." It is understood 
that promises have been received from friends of the Churd1 
Missionary Society and those immediately interested in the 
Eo.st African Company to the extent of £40,000, as a. 
guarantee fund from those who are per.;onally interested in 
the continuance of the Company in Uganda. A telegram 
he.s been received by the British East African Compo.ny 
from Capto.in Lugard, who states that he has been success­
ful in the pacification of Ug11.nda and Unyoro. He reports 
the dl"i ving out of Kabbarcga•~ slave-raiding lieutenant from 
Lower Unyoro, and that a legitimate King Kasamego is 
installed. He has made a treaty with him o.n 1 the King of 
Ankoro. He concludes that the state of affairs o.t Ugo.nda. 
iB improving, and that the prospects aN encouraging. 

Amo all the controversy raging around the Dibfo in 
consequence of the '· higher criticism," it will be sou1,1d 
advice to give to all : " Study the Book it,elf more and 
more." The Bishop of London in his recent Triennial 
Visitation urged upon his clergy the importance of Bible 
knowledge in dealing with the sick, the dying, the ignorant, 
the erring, and the doubtn. He begged them to lay it to 
heart that it was the imperative duty of every man of God 
to bll constantly studying the Bible with all the aid~ which 
he could obtain for th,,t study-that the Bible should be for 
him the book from which illustratious, examples, precepts, 
warnings, and above all, message. of love might be readily 
gathered. He entreated them to consider how impossible 
it was to depend upon old memories that were fading out 
of the mind, aud how impossible it was to use with effect 
the rapctition of passages that had become stale to them 
simply by their constant refei-ence to them, and to thern 
1110110. If they were to use the Bible rightly in their 
ministry, it was absolutely necessary that their knowledge 
of it should always be fresh. 

'fttEIIE is reason to fco.r tho.t the growth of wealth in 
Christian circles leads to such an increase,! duunn,l on the 

hoo.ds of. families iu the clirootion of social engagements, 
thnt ,fo.m1ly prnycr nnd the constant reading of the Word 
?f _God _nro. nt fir~t intermitted o.ncl then abandoned. Yet 
l~ is qm_te 1mposs1ble to repel the attacks upon faith if the 
mtadel LB not guarded. "'fho word of the Lord cndurcth 
fo.- ever." Needful, as ever, is it for each one to be able to 
say with the inspired Psalmist: "Thy Word have I hid in 
m~ h_eart that I might not sin against Thee." And uuder 
tins mfluence alono will the young grow up in Christian 
families with pure 11nd strong failh. 

JouN WESLEY'S chapel in the Oily Road has been 
reopened after undergoir,g considerable alteration and 
adornment, Dr. Stephenson, the President of tho Con­
ference, preaching on the occasion. 'fhe foundation stone 
was laid by Wesley in 17i7, and at the recent Wesley 
C_entenary celebrations a number of contributions were 
given towards the coat of what has now been done. Interest­
ing features of the place are the mural monuments to John 
and Charles Wesley, the s,iintll: :i;:1etcher of llfadeley, Dr. 
Adam Clarke and others. W1thm the apse a choir has 
been placed w~ichwas long used by John WeAley; and the 
free-stone baptismal font, presented by the present vicar of 
Madeley, because of its association with Fletcher, has been 
mounted on an alabaster pedestal. 

ABYSSINIA is now again opened for the colportan-e work 
of the British and Foreign Dible Society, and an int~restin"' 
letter appears in the Society's Reporter giving in very simpl~ 
fashion an account of the work of Mikael Nagasch, evan­
gelist colporteur of the Swedish Mission. The new version 
of the Amharic Pilgrim's Progress published at the cost of 
the Crischona Mission and the Religious Tract Society, will 
soon also be on sale there. 

THE health of Mr. Spurgeon does not seem to give si .. ns 
of improvement. Ho himself says: "I am tossed up ;nd 
down upon the waves of my disease, e.nd what is thought 
progress to-day is gone to-morrow. I have seasons of utter 
prostration. Always weak, it seems at times that I have 
no strength whatever, and must altogether collapae." He 
adds : " My physician at a recent examination said very 
little; but I saw that he did not feel pleased about a 
certain 'murmur,' which was by no means less than when I 
was at howe. I had hoped th11t thiij wos reducecl to the 
imperceptible, _but it was not so. By another test it we.s 
soon °:pparen~ that the disease itself was not changed from 
what 1t was m Norwood; or if any change was manifest, it 
was for the worse. The lookage of life-power was not 
stopped." Yet he ho.s full faith tho.t he will recover, 
though the process be a slow one. 

'!'.HE ;Ame~ican evangelists, lllessrs. Moody and Sankey, arc 
agam m this country. They held only two meetings in 
England, the one at the Congregational Church at Wood­
ford, Essex, and the other at the Polytechnic, Regent Street. 
Then on to Scotland, where a short series of meetings will 
be held previous to evangelistic tours in England, Paris, 
Norway, Sweden, and India. 

THE Dean of Ripon (Dr. Fremantle), speaking 11t n 
meeting in belrnlf of the Religious Tract Society's work said: 
"I am here first, as a reader of tracts; then as a tract dis­
tributor: thirdly, as a writer of tracts; and fourthly, us n 
subscriber to the Society. I nm always glad to help forward 
societies like this, which stand out ago.inst one of tho great 
influences antagonistic to the Gospel-the infidel press. 
'fhere is an immense amount of vile, blnsphomous, on<l 
1inscriptural literature in circulation, and the moro we can 
flood the public mind with grocl booka nnd pure literature, 
the better. This Society stands in the foremost place in its 
circulation of millions of tracts, and in its continual prcscnt,i­
tion to the world of most beautiful books." 

DunING the month, Dr. Harvey Goodwin, Ilishop of Carlisle, 
has died auddenly. 'Jho list also inclndes Edward Thornton, 
Esq., Honorary Secretary from the first of tho Bishop of 
London's Fund; Dr. Chnrles Winter Hodge of Princetown; 
lllrs. llannny, widow of tho Rev. Dr. Alexander Hannay, 
late Secretary to the Congreg,itionl\l Union of En>:hmd nntl 
Wales, who died about a ycnr sinco; Sir James P. Corry, 
Dart., one of the members for Belfast, nnd well known in 
Presbyteriirn cil'cles. 




