


A Wute

O that wns what you wanted, dear?
Beating those tiny fists against
The frosty pane;
Trying so hard to make me see—
To let me know the thoughts that filled
Your tiny brain!

You will not be content with staying

All snug and warm, with mother playing,
Because poor Neddy

Stauds in the snow, cold and forlornly ;

And you would share with him your plenty,
With welcome ready?’

Appeal.

Al, baby, may that tender heart,
As years go on, and life grows full
With other things,

Be no less quick to sce the want,

. To eatch the “mute appeal” for help

Another brings.

Voiceless, beseeching, at our door

Staud others, empty and forlorn,
Asking of us—

Not for relieving of life's toil—

But heavenly bread and wine—our lieart’s
Best sympathy.

Aund be the succour you can give
Only o passing shelter in

Life’s storm ard din—
Give it—your best; for inasmuch
As to the least, and lowest, given

It is to Him.
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TOM HERON OF SAX,

A STORY OF REVIVAL TIMES.

CHAPTER XVII.—MARY ERNSCLIFF ASSERTS HERSELF,

FTMHE thing was done—and Irene Furtescue,
looking wanb, and shaken, and exhausted,
was once more beneath the roof of Ernscliff,

a guest of the friend who had stood by her during

the stormy interview with her mother, and who

had easily succeeded at its close in carrying off
the agitated girl to her own house on a visit that
was likely to be one of considerable duration.

It was indeed well for Irene that she had had
two such supporters as Athol and Mary to stand
beside her whilst she made her confession to her
mother, for Madam’s wrath amounted to positive
fury ; even tho Squire, when informed of the
matter by his angry wife in the most uncompro-
mising terms, bad showed himself more displeased
and choleric than Irene had ever before known
him. It had taken all Athol’s coaxing blandish-
ments, and all Mary’s gentle soothing, to get any
semblance of peace restored, and when the latter
asked leave to carry Irene back with her to spend
the Christmas at Erpscliff, Madam had answered
icily that she was perfectly welcome to do so, if
she chose, as she had no wish to set eyes upon
her untruthful, unditiful and deccitful daughter
for some time to come. Since she had chosen
to act in this rebellious and disgraceful way,
she had better for the future judge for herself.
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There would be no pleasure in seeing her at her
father’s board at the approaching festive season ;
and Irene had been glad and thankful to escape
from these scathing words, and to find herself
safely at Ernscliff with Mary.

Athol had remained with her aunt. The
Rector and his family always came over to spend
Christmas at Rookwood, and Hugh, who had
recently been ordained, was about to come home
and establish himself there for a time. It seemed
a strange thing for Irene to be absent from her
home at such a season: but Athol was secretly
rather pleased at the -arrangement; for her
brother George would very soon form one of the
party at Rookwood, and Irone’s presence at Erns-
cliff would form an excellent excuse for a good
deal of communication between the two houses.

But just now Irene was sunk in the dopths of
woe, and the bitterest drop in her cup was t}_xat
she had brought a reproach upon her Christian
profession, and had given her mother a rcason-
able handle against the Methodists, which she
knew would be used without stint. Irene saw
plainly enough now that she had been wrong,
and she knew that if she had been more open
with those to whom she had learned to look up
to as guides and pastors, some at least amongst
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them would have showed to her her error. It
may not be denied that with all their earnest
desire to do good, and their self-denying zealous
lives, many amongst these early Methodists
allowed their zeal to overpower their discretion,
and that without intentionally countenancing
deceit or crooked ways, they did so impress upon
their followers the maxim that a man should lose
the whole world gladly to save his soul, that the
young and inexperienced amongst them were
tempted to set up their wills in opposition to
that of their parents or lawful guardians; and
when placed in a difficult and dependent position,
were oft-times led into a course of concealment
which culminated, as in Irene’s case, in actual
falsehood and deceit. There can be no doubt
that there was some truth in, and some reason
for, the animadversions against the Methodists,
made by their opponents, greatly exaggerated
as these were. But that families were divided
against themselves—parents against children,
masters against servants, house against house,
cannot be denied. Men were told by some of
the more extreme teachers, that it was against
the Divine law to make provision for their families
—that everything was the Lord’s, and all should
be given to the poor. Innumerable persons were
driven to the verge of madness by excitement or
remorse, engendered by the fiery style of preaching
in vogue, and some were permanently unhinged
in mind and unfitted for any walk in life. Riots
were stirred up, damage to life and property was
inflicted, and though it would not be fair to charge
this upon the Methodists themmselves, still it gave
a reasonable ground of complaint against them,
and caused their appearance in any new district
to be anticipated with dread by the authorities.

Madam’s wrath had been hot enough before,
when she had had no especial and personal
grievance—now it passed all bounds. She was
too angry even to mention her daughter’s name
when Irene had once guitted the house; andsince
it seemed asg if some victim must be found upon
which her anger should expend itself, she promptly
declared it her intention still to prosecute Tom
Heron for having been concerned in the sale of
stolen goods, the more so that she was perfectly
certain that he would have been found to have
retained a part of the price of the necklace for
himself, in which case she still declared she would
have him brought to the gallows.

The Squire, however, here. interposed. He
would have nothing to do with the matter, nor
suffer open steps to be taken, The necklace had
been his daughter’s own property, and she had
given it to Tom to sell. It was not his busincss
to question her right to dispose of her own jewels:
the whole responsibility of the transaction rested
with Irene, as whose servant he had acted.
Baulked of this hope, Madam’s wrath rather
increased than abated, and she had to content
berself with vague threats which boded little
good to Tom if ever he should place himsclf
within the reach of her power.

At present all that was known of the young
man was, that be was indulging in a wild out-
break of drunken dissipation. Heappeared to bo
living for the most part at the Red Dragon, which
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was now his mother’s home, though he and his
comrades were heard of here there and all through
the neighbourhood, committing mischievous de-
predations, leading savage sports, and making
themselves notorious in the old way which had
been common enough in T'om’s unregenerate days.
His old cottage still stood empty, shut up and
dreary. People wondered sometimes, since he had
given up his Methodist ways, whether he would
be allowed to remain there, Madam, howerver,
answered this question with great decision, and
wilh a shrug and a sneer.

“ Have back any man who has once tuined
Methodist! I know better. 1 know how it will
be with him. He will grow weary of debauchery
and drunkenness, and then he will go to his
Methodist-Jesuits and get absclution, and play
the saint again for a few weeks or monthe, set
the whole village by the ears, as he did before,
and then break out again and drag all his new
and old comrades with him. Did I not always
say these men were Papists in disguise; and
have I not proved myself in the right? They
teach children to lie and deceive their parents,
they drive men to madness with their so-called
asceticism, and then, when the reaction has taken
place, they go through the same formula of con-
viction and conversion—whatever they call it—
and are white-washed and set up again on their
pedestals. It will be the same with Tom Heron,
as you will see: once a Methodist, and there is no
trust to be reposed in him any more. He shall
never be a tenant of ours; I will take good care of
that.”

No one in the house attempted to argue with
Madam. Fulk and George sympathised heartily
with her. The Squire and his brother and sister
had too little sympathy with the “ new-fangled ”
doctrines to stand up in defence of their
advocates, even whilst they knew ihat such
wholesale condemnation was unjust. They felt
that she had cause just now to be rather bitter,
and to argue with Madam was at no time a
pleasant thing.

Hugh alone ever ventured to lift up his voice
in protest, and then he mamnaged to do it in se
moderate and respectful a fashion that his mother
was seldom angry. Hugh was sufficiently a
stranger at Rookwood just mow to command a
certain amount of attention and respect. His
college carcer had been distinguished and blame-
less. His father openly hoped to see him a Dean,
or even a Bishop, if he lived long enough. Hugh
did not appear to have any such ambition for
himself: for the present he declarcd it to be his
wish to remain at home, and assist Mr. Latham
in the care of the parish. The failing health of
the latter was causing somo anxiety in the minds
of those who knew and loved him, and they were
all glad that he should have some assistance
during the inclement months of the winter and
carly spring.

Christmas lhad como and gone, and the new
yoar had commenced, when a pieco of news
reached Madam’s ears which rouscd her to deep
displeasure. It had been rumoured for some
day’s past that Tom ITeron had been scen at the
forgo again, a sign that ho had cowo to lfxs right
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nind, and had for a timo ceased his wild and
intemperate ways; but Madam had firmly
declared her intention of rendering his further
residence in the village impossible. He should
not have his old cottage any more, he should not
even be permitted to live either with his uncle
or his mother—at least not upon the estate.
For any person who was bold enough to give him
permaunent shelter would promptly receive notico
to quit. And it was scarcely likely that either
Samson Heron or Nat Crowder would dream for
o moment of relinquishing a profitable and long-
established bLusiness fur the sake of a ne’er-do-
well like Tom.

Madam thus believed her object of ridding
Sax of Tora Heron’s presence to have been
practically fulfilled, when she was electrified by
the news that Mary Ernscliff had actually sought
him out and offered him the use of a comfortable
little cottage on her estate, only half a mile away
from the forge, and that he and his blind sister
were already established there, and were ranked
as objects of unwonted interest to both the ladies
of Ernscliff.

In hot haste Madam ordered her carriage and
drove rapidly to Ernscliff. Although the young
people from Rookwood had been going and
coming constantly to that house, Madam herself
had not entercd the doors since Irene had been
carried there as Mary’s guest. Madam did not
wish to quarrel with Mary, who since her access
of fortune was of more than her former importance
in the eyes of the Fortescue family. She hoped
most sincerely that her nephew would succeed in
-winning the hand of the lady, for George might
be trusted to put down all eccentricities of this
kind with a high hand; but there were certain
things which Madam felt it due to herself to
-insist upon, and it was very plain that if she had
given forth the command that Tom Heron was
to be an outcast from Sax, Mary must not be
allowed to give him an asylum of refuge at
Ernscliff. If the matter were clearly put before
her, she would surely see it for herself.

Mary and her grandmother received their
guest very courteously. Irene did not appear,
but that her mother did not regret. She had
come full of the one object in hand, and was
scarcely seated before she commenced her
harangue, pointing out in incisive terms the
enormity of Tom's past offences and his highly
reprehensible conduct, and telling Mary that both
she and her husband had agreed that his presence
in the village was doing so much harm tihat they
had agreed to eject him from it without further
ceremnony.

« Yes, I heard that,” answered Mary quietly,
“that is how it was I offered him one of my
cottages here. Poor fellow, he was very grate-
ful. I trust he will do better in the future; but

with that ardent, impulsive nature of his it will
be an uphill struggle, and he will need all the
help we can give him.”

Madam drew herself up very stiff and straight.

“ My dear Mary,” she said in accents which
would have turned Irene hot and cold with
embarrassment and shame, “ you surely do not
mean to tell me that you—jyou yourself have
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Lold any personal intercourse with that depraved
and wicked youth?—I could not have helieved
it of you. It is terrible to think of.”

“ Why so, Madam ?" asked Mary with a steady
brightness in her eyes. “It is not many weeks
ago since you had him to your own house and in
your own presence. Before he had been for a
year of his life a Methodist he was considered a
very fine young man, even with all his sins and
follics; and although I fully admit that this last
outbreak of his bas been worse than many others,
it has not differed in kind but only in degree
from what went before. With all his many
wickednesses and weaknesses, there is something
fine about Tom Heron; and if I can be in any
way the means of helping him through a crisis
in his life—a crisis which these next months will
most probably bring—and if any act of mine
shall help to turn the balance of the scale upon
the right side, I shall think no pains or trouble
thrown away. He is bowed down now to the
very dust with self-reproach and humiliation.
It is pitiful to see him and to hear him speak.
His little blind sister is the best comforter he
has; but all of us who can help him ought to try
and do so.”

Stiffer and more rigid grew Madam's erect
figure.

“Pardon me, my dear,” she said at length,
“but you are making a very great mistake, and
it is my duty to warn you of it. Do you know
that in attempting to reclaim this utterly irre-
claimable young man you are deliberately opposing
your opinions and your authority to mine, trying
to put me in the wrong, and setting the whole
place talking and wondering? That is a course
of action against which really I must protest in
strong terms.”

Mary was standing with one hand upon the
carved chimney-piece. Her face was slightly
flushed, but otherwise she gave no sign of
emotion.

“JIam sorry to have to disagree with you,
Madam,” she said, “ but it is not I who put you
in the wrong. I must remind you that I have
the same authority at Ernscliff as you at Sax.
My cottages are my own; I may letthem to whom
I please. I have a wise and kind counsellor in
my grandmother, who will not be led"away by
the inexperience of youth, and she has been one
with me in my decision cn this point. To us it
appears a very terrible thing to take a course
which seems like pushing the soul of a fellow-
man down into the gulf of sin and despair, when
a strong and kindly hand might help to draw
it out. I dare mot but hold out that hand. If
I offend you, I regret it, but it does not shake my
purpose.”

« And I think that Mary is right in following
the dictates of her heart,” said Mrs. Ernschiff
gently, “ I am an old woman now, and have a
long record to look back upon, a far longer record
than even yours, my dear friend. There are
many, many acts of cold and even-handed justice
whioh I now look back to with regret, though at
the time my judgment approved them ; but not
ono single act of meroy or charity that I would
wish undone. As we near the gates of the
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cternal city, methinks we learn to think more
gently of the faults and failings of our struggling
brothers and sisters; or, perchance it is that we
begin to catch that first faint echo of the song
of joy and praise which the holy angels of God
uplift over every sinner that repenteth.”

Mary threw a quick look of gratitude at her
grandmother, but Madam’s face was utterly
irresponsive. Good-breeding alone restrained
her from an outbreak of really violent anger.

“T do not understand sentimental sophisms,”
she said, I deal ,with plain facts. Tom Heron
has disgraced himself again and again. Hoisa
most dangerous man, and his influence in Sax is
doing untold harm. I have taken means to rid
the place of so pestilent a fellow, and I am
naturally exceedingly annoyed to find that you
Lave given him a footing here. I call it very
wrong in itself and very disrespectful persorally
to me: but I have no authority to prevent it.”

“T am sorry you disapprove, and make of it a
personal question,” answered Mrs. Ernscliff, ¢ but
our duty seems too plain to be disregarded. We
have asked counsel of the church in the person of
Mr. Latham, and he thinks as we do about it.”

“ Oh, I have no patience with Mr. Latham,”
cried Madam hotly, as if glad to have another
object on which to vent her spleen. ¢ But he
will be richly rewarded one of these days for his
time-serving folly, and so will you also. If this
young man does repent of his evil courses, he will
have another violent fit of Methodist fury come
over him. The next thing will be that he will turn
preacher himself, and set all the place by the ears.
Why there is no knowing but that he may send
for one of his own sect, as it is, to pray over him,
or some such nonsense, and work him up into
some ecstatic state of pious fury, which they call
religion. A nice thing that will be for you of
quiet Ernscliff! ”

« We think it quite probable that we may dur-
sclves ask one of his own Methodist teachers to
come and see him,” answered Mary Ernscliff
very quietly, “he is in a very peculiar state, and
does not respond to Mr. Latham’s overtures in
the least. We will wait for a time to see if he
can be got at by kindness and gentle handling
from us : but if not, Mr. Latham thinks of writing
to Mr. Wesley himself. He is often in Yorkshire
travelling here and there, and if there were good
cause, he would doubtless turn aside for a day to

see what could be done for Tom Heron.”

Madam sat simply transfixed with horror.

« Mary Ernscliff,” she said at length, “ I think
you must be mad.” .

«1 hope not,” answered Mary smiling, “but I
am interested in Tom, and if, as it now seems, he
is only really open to the teaching he can hear
from his Methodist friends, why should we not
make his way plain, to have of that the best and
purest that exists? All we hear of Mr. Wesley
himeself shows how wise, how full of tact, how
earnest in his Master'’s cause he is. Far better
would it be for Tom to have speech with him,
than to go to some ” i )

«Mary, Mary, I have no patience with you—
you speak like a child and an imbecile,” cried
Madam, almost losing her self-control. * What !
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you mean to tell me you will actually invite that
arch-schismatic Wesley into this very place, to
sow secds of dissension and seciarian strife in
your own village? You will teach your people
to believe that souls can only be saved by one
little sect——"

“Pardon me, Madam "—interrupted Mary, as
Madam paused with her sentence half finished,
a8 though she scarce knew what words were
strong enough in which to express her reproba-
tion—* it is no sectarian work in which Mr.
Wesley is engaged—his call is to the whole of
the Christian world-—the call as of John the
Baptist, to repentance and faith. May it not be
that he is but the forerunner of some mighty
change, some mighty awakening of God’s power
in His church? May it not even be that our
Lord Himself may be at hand, to gather His first-
fruits to Hiwself? Oh, Madam, pardon me if I
speak too freely, but it hurts me to hear any
minister of God spoken of with scorn, be his
mission ever so small, be his errors even many
and great. But one thing I will say, it is you
and such as you, that may drive these Methodists
into sectarianism. As Mr. Wesley teaches and
preaches, all men aie bidden to love and revere
their church, the Established Church of the land.
I have heard it said of him, that he does not
even allow himself to be called a dissenter. He
loves the church, he bids his followers love it too;
and so they do for the most part, save in places
where the clergy themselves force them to distrust
and fear their own pastors, and rank them as
enemies. Tom Heron has some of this feeling.
But whose is the fault? Who led him on to over-
throw the preacher at Hownston? Who taught.
him to cast opprobrious epithets at him? Was
it not the Rector’s own son? Isany one in the
place more bitter than George?”

But Madam had heard enough: she rose in
visible wrath. Was she to stay to hear Mary.
animadvert upon the very man who was using
all his persuasive arts to try and win her for his.
wife ?

“ That will do, Mary—some day, perhaps, you-
will see the folly of your ways. I have done. I
see you are as stubborn as all these persons
become, when once they get Methodist frenzies
into their heads. I only hope you may not live
to repent bitterly the error of your headstrong
ways.”

1t was a relief to see the last of Madam’s
sweeping garments. But Mary had not altogether
done with antagonism, though in another form.
George, whose visits to Ernscliff were unwel-
comely frequent, was greatly amused at hearing
of Mary's new protégé, and vowed he would
have a hand himself in the conversion of Towm,
and turn him out a better fellow than all the
Methodists put together. ]

Mary was far more afraid of George’s influence
upon him than of any severity he might have to
encountor from Madam, had it been possible to
supposo her demeaning herself by addressing him.
She spoke seriously to George, begging him to
lot the young man alone, and not try to uusettle
Tom's mind even by encouragement that might
be kindly meant. (eorge was ready enough to
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prowiso anything to Mary whon sho spoke so
earnestly. Taking her hand in his, he raised it
to his lips, and vowed that she should be his
queen and mistress, and that he would be in all
things her most faithful and submissive slave.
Such figures of spoech and acts of homage were
more customary then than now, and Mary could
not well raise any protest, but she quiotly with-
drew her hand and changed the subject, though
George’s eyes were fixed upon her face with all
the ardour of a lover.

“I would do anything in the world to please
you, Mary,” he said, “ you must know that you
are more to me than——"

“ Hush, George,” she said decisively, “ I have
told you before that T like not such words.”

“Yes, yes, I know; but time changes us all,
[ am sure it has changed you in some ways,
Mary. You cannot always keep me silent.”

A quick flush rose suddenly in Mary’s face, and
as suddenly died down. She rose quictly and
passed into the adjoining apartments where Mrs.
Ernscliff was sitting. George did not attempt to
follow, but looked eagerly after her.

“I verily believe that she is changing,” he said
to himself, ¢ She has ceased to regard herself as
2 widow. I shall win her and her fortune yet.”

— TN

TALKS ABOUT TEXTS.

+ Behold, to obey is better than sacrifice, and to hearken tban the fat of
yams. . . . Because thou hast rcjected the word of the Lord, He hath
-a'so rejected thee from being king."—1 Samuel xv. 22, 25.

N cagle was seen one day to risz from its cyrie in the
lonely mountains, and soar aloft high above the flight
! of other birds. Watched in its upward course, it was
seen to suddenly stop, as though resting on its wings, then
drop, like a stone from the sky, falling at the beholder’s
feet—dead! The couse of so strange and sad an cnding to
this king of birds, in the moment when he seemed to be
rcjoicing in bis strength, was not fur to seek. A viper,
which had crept into his nest, had fastened upon him just
as he spread his wings for flight, and, as he soared aloft,
caused his sudden fall and death.

As we read the story of King Saul’s life, and exaltation,
and fall, we cannot but feel Lhat his sudden doom was not
unlike that of the eagle. You will remember how clearly
Lis portrait is drawn for us in the wonderful picture-gallery
‘of the Bible. Had his face and figure come down {o us
-carved in stone, or paizted on canvas, we should not have
heen better able to imagine what he must have been like.
You will find his portrait in the ninth chapter of this book :
“Now there was a man of Benjamin whose name was
Kish . .. a mighty mon of power. And he had e son,
whose name was Saul, a choice young man, and o goodly :
and there was not among the children of Israel a goodlier
person than he: from his shoulders and upwards ho was
Ligher than any of the people.”

It scems nalural, after reading such a description of him,
that when God’s people eried to Samuel the prophot for n
king, God should have dirceted the erown to hiave been put
on Baul’s kingly head. “And Samucl snid to all the
people, See ye him whom (he Lord hath cliosen, that there
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is none lilo Lim among all tho people? And all the people
shouted and said, God save the king” Thus, in favour
with God and man, the young Benjamite rose from the low
eslate which he himself described in the 21st verse of the
ninth chaptor, “ Am not I o Benjamite, of the smallest of
the tribes of Israel? and my family the least of all the
families of the tribc of Benjamin?” to the highest place
which it was possible for o man to occupy. How is it,
wo moy well ask, that from this exalted position hLe falls,
as described in the text, like the eagle in his flight?
The causo is not far to seck. Into the king’s heart thero
had crept that deadly viper, baughty pride, and as he
rose to power, and wealth, and honBur, it drained from
him all love and obedience to the holy God who had so
abundantly blessed him. So completely had he become
dead to the voice of conscience, that when God sent Samuel
to remind Lim of his disobedience, he spoke words of
haughty rebellion. “ And Saul said unto Semuel, Yea, I
have obeyed tha voice of the Lord, and have gone the way
which the Lord sent me.” And he sheltered himself behind
the people, making it appear that they had spared the for-
bidden spoil of sheep and oxen, to sacrifice to the Lord.
With sharp and terrible condemnation jcame the answer,
« Behold, to obey is better than sacrifice, and to learken
than the fat of rams. . . . Because thou hast rejected the
word of the Lord, He hath also rejected thee from being
king.” And although Saul continued to reign for many
years—about twenty-three—still, in God’s sight he was de-
throned already, and his fall had begun. A little parable
may help to set before us morc clearly how such a spirit of
pride may bring dishonour and disgrace upon any who allow
it to creep into their hearts.

In a certain city there lived a rich and good man, who
had adopted as his son a poor hoy whose parents were dead.
In the neighbourhood there lived a wicked family who
hated the rich man because he was good, and would have
injured him had it becn in their power to do so. Knowing
their evil character, the good man forbade his adopted son
to speak to them or associate with them, and for a time the
lad cheerfully obeyed. But, afterwards, he began to look
with longing eyes on the gay and careless family, wishing
for the liberty they emjoyed, and for the pleasures they
indulged in. The boys did what they could to attract his
attention, and went so far as to write letters to him, which
they dropped in places where they knew that he alone
would see them. All too surely they won his confidence,
and stole his affection. They made light of the good man’s
kindness, making it appear that he was keeping his adopted
son from real happiness and liberty. At length the poison
they tried to instil worked his ruin. He ran away from bis
lLome, taking with him as much of his adopted father's
moncy a8 he could lay his honds on. He was arrested and
cast inlo prison, and there his bencfaotor visited him, hoping
to find him contrite for his sin. But the boy’s conscience
was deadened, and he began to defend himself against the
charge of disobedience, declaring that lie had never actually
spoken to any of the wicked family. As the good man had
found some of tho lotters that had passed he was greatly
distressed. “Hund you shown rorrow for your sin, I might
havo pardoned you, and rostored you to my favour, but now
the law must toke its cowrse,” he said, as ho departed.
Thus disgraced oand disowned, the unfortunale youth
become an outcast from goodness, and fell, like King Saul,
beenuse of his robellion,  As wo read these sad histories we
are led to exclaim, « Thero is & way that secmeth right uuto
n men, but the ond thereof is death.””  DMay we, one and all,
bo kept in tho fonr of God, in loving obedience to His Loly
word, hearing with altentivo hearts, His every command,
and cornestly desiring to bo kept by His grace in childlike
trust, faith{ul unto death.
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can see. In fact they are such ancient tombs
that peoplo have now ceased to remember they
are tombs at all. The Arab village of Silwan
or Siloam is partly built in the tombs that
honeycomD the hillside. The chamber-tombs, as
they are called in distinction from the shaft-
tombs, have niches fur the coffins to repose in,
and these lend themselves readily as dwellings
for these poor Arabs, whose demands in the way
of comfort and decency are so very limited. The
niches do nicely as sleeping-places for those who
are not nervous or sleep too soundly to be
awakened by the ghostly tread of men who died
three thousand years ago. And the dead have
left no trace of who they were; all we know is
these were tombs and are now dwelling-places.
After all, why should we think it strange of the
Arabs to use the rock niches that suit their
house-keeping so well? Is not all the world a
burial place? And do we not plough and plant
and reap our own battle-ficlds “ where many a
gallant head lies low; many a brave heart has
ceased to beat?” 'We may not let our battle-fields
lie fallow. There are too many of them. If all
battle-fields were to be consecrated to the dead
who had fallen upon them, Europe would be
well-nigh starved by this time for the lack of
good soil wherein to plant her corn.

A little way from Silwin, we came fo the
Pool of Siloam. I drank of the waters and
washed my hands in it, and then on to Job’s
‘Well, as the Arabs call it. This well is 123 feet
deep, yet it sometimes overflows after the rains.
Isat down upon one of the stone troughs to think,
and my fancy made pictures of the old times
when Hebrew shepherds drew water here for
their flocks and herds. The well must have
been a busy place then, with the cattle standing
round about waiting for the water, and the men
disputing and quarrelling over their turn at
the bucket. No doubt there was a certain
law of custom, whereby the first-comers had
the first chance, the others following in their
respective turns. But, maybe, there was one
great bully who always came late, but who
always got his turn at once, because the others
were afraid of his wicked eye, and of the strong
arm which wielded his staff so relentlessly.
That, at least, is their way nowadays at wells
when men come to draw water; and no doubt it
was the way then, for human nature is always
the same, and changes but little, even in three
thousand years.

A friend walked with me this day, and showed
me these things much better than any guide would
have shown them; and in pleasant companion-
ship we loitered slowly along, stopping where we
liked and as long as we liked. My friend, who
is a resident in Jerusalem, told me how he and
his family had Dbeen invited to dine with somo
tourists who were seeing the Holy Land. He
described the dinner, the inappropriateness of
which struck both him and me. Much food, and
in great variety, ten courses, with sparkling wines.
And whero was this repast served ?  In the best
hotel in Jerusalem, no doubt. No. In a tent on
the Mount of Olives! It seemed to me hideous.
But some people have no sense of the fitness of
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things. And of all people who are endowed
with tho faculty of seeing nothing and doing the
wrong things, the wealthy traveller is the most
gifted. I would rather be * personally con-
ducted” by my muleteer, dine simply, slecp in
an humble house, or, as I often do, on the earth,
and enjoy the still peace of my travels, stopping
just when and where 1 like, making friends
among the humbler inhabitants, and learning
their way of seeing, thinking, and feeling, than
have all the luxury of the wealthy and comfort-
able traveller. If I were the daughter of
Creesus, I would still prefer my way to his, For
I travel to see not merely the outside of foreign
life, but as much as possible of the inside too.
In Palestine, especially, do we want to see and
feel the life of the common people, which is in
a good measure the same as it was eighteen
hundred years ago. But “ Vive la liberté;” let
each one choose his own way. More and more,
as I go about the world, do I wonder that people
make themselves such willing slaves to their
senses. Socrates said, “ How many things I do
not want!”

Confucius said : “ To eat a littlerice, drink some
water, lay your head on your bent arm—that is a
state that has its satisfactions.” Seneca has put
the idea into still better form : “ It may not be so
very fine a thing in itself to eat bread and drink
water, but to be able to eat bread and drink water
without being unhappy about it, that is a fine
thing.” And Wordsworth has given us the beauti-
ful phrase : “ Plain living and high thinking.”

It seems to be the effort of the Arab to suppress
his wants, that he may have few cares and little
labour ; and the effort of the civilised man to
create to himself new wants that he may have
the pleasure of gratifying them. hich is
nearest right? Neither is wholly so.

I visited the Valley of Jehoshaphat, a narrow
deep valley, situated without the walls, on the
east side of the city. The brook Kedren flows
through it, and it is sometimes called the Valley
of tho Kedron in consequence. It is a rocky
valley, wild and desolate, a valley of tombs. 1t
was here that the Jews used to assemble and
wail over their lost Jerusalem : a right of tears
which they purchased with money from their
Turkish rulers.

I sit me down upon a stone and close my eyes.
What is that I see gathered upon the heights
opposite? A crowd of men, a forest of lances,
and banners floating in the blazing summer sun-
shine, banners of all devices, but having a red
cross thereupon, a blood-red cross. These men
are warriors, they are mustering for the fray.
But there is no martial music, no sound of
trumpet, only the voices of priestssinging psalms.
Strange battle-cry for men arming to fight! The
priests still sing on and the great mass moves,
moves slowly sullenly down into the Valley of
Jehoshaphat. It is an ominous sign when
soldiers move sullenly to battle, a sign of victory
or death. Now they halt for a moment. The
ramparts arve alive with white turbans, there is a
sound of rushing feet in the city. The priests
have ceased to sing the psalms. Raisc the De
prefundis now, O priests, for the dead who are to
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Such were the traditions and influences which
served to mould the boyhood of our friend, and
from the first to point his way into the fold of
Christ.  Through what stages of conflict or
indccision he may have passed, we cannot tell;
we only know that from a child he knew the
Holy Scriptures, and that with opening manhood
tho grace of God had fully won his heart, so that
he had taken his stand as a devout and intelligent
believer in the Lord Jesus Christ. With all the
advantages of a liberal education, of foreign
travel, of professional training and early distinc-
tion, this was still his specialty. He “ was not
ashamed of the Gospel.”

Some opportunities occurred in connection with
Lis early professional career, of showing his
sympathy with Christian enterprise. Of these,
the most notable, and the most far-reaching in
its consequences, was his friendship with David
Livingstone, an attendant on his lectures at
the Charing Cross Hospital, and a few years
younger than himself. Dr. Bennett the elder,
then a director of the London Missionary Society,
with characteristic wisdom and insight discerned
the high capabilities of the future missionary,
and eagerly befriended him; the son procuring
for him special opportunities of medical study,
and forming an intimacy with him that lasted
through Livingstone’s life. From Kuruman, the
grateful missionary writes: “I feel the benefit
often of your instructions and of those which I
got through your kindness.”

Already in those early days, the professional
success of Dr. Bennett was well assured., But of
his long and distinguished labours as a physician
this is not the place to speak. Enough to say
that the office of President of the Royal College
of Physicians, to which he was appointed for five
successive years, and the honour of knighthood
conferred on bhim in 1881, were fributes to his
character and ability, which formed a fitting
climax to his career; while it is almost need-
less to add that the various duties of the Presi-
dent’s office, both at home and abroad, were
discharged by him with signal gracefulness and
efficiency.

But throughout his course, no claim of pro-
fessional life, nor absorption in scientific pursuits,
was suffered to interfere with his life-long dedi-
cation to Christian service. His position in the
church of Christ had been deliberately taken,
and was throughout consistently maintained. By
deep conviction, as well as by birth, he was a
Nonconformist ; while he manifested a true, large-
hearted catholicity of spirit. His church con-
nexions were to him a source of unfailing interest
and delight. Especially may be mentioned here
bis long association with the late beloved Dr.
Alexander Raleigh; first in the church at Hare
Court and afteywards at Kensington—a pastor,
the very mention of whose name awakens in

many hearts a host of tender yet inspiring
memories. Then, beyond the immediate circle
of clhurch-life, sgome forms of Christian activity
wero especially dear to our friend. His attach-
ment to foreign missions may be said to have
been hereditary. 8o early as 1847 he became &
dire(';tor of the London Missionary Society ; and
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from 1856 held the office of Physician to that
Society, In 1861 he joined the Committee of the
Religious Tract Society, and in 1875 became a
Trustee to that institution, rendering in these
capacities, as well as in that of Medical Adviser to
the Society, constant and valuablle service to the
end of his life.

All his associates in counsel will long vividly
remember the kindly and dignified presence of
their colleague, the ¢ beloved physician;” his
unfailing interest and kindly courtesy, with
many a flash of genial humour; his large and
accurate knowledge, his common-sense, his sound-
ness of judgment and the fearlessness with
which he maintained bis convictions; with his
lucid speech, which was a very index to the
clearness of his thought and the decision of his
views; the simplicity and humility of his
prayers; and, above all, his clear unfaltcring
maintenance of the great verities of the Gospel.
He was discriminating, too; and very tolerant;
well understanding the limitations of human
knowledge. All mere dogmatism was foreign to
his nature: he had a reason to give, and he
craved like reason from others, for the hope that
was in him. To understand and to illustrate
Scripture was with bhim a passion: and in his
little though valuable volume on the Diseases of
the Bible, he showed how, from the resources of
his own profession, vivid and important light
might be cast upon the oracles of God.

One of the most constant topics of interest with
him was the consistency of the Clristian belief
with scientific habits of mind. He loved to speak
of those distinguished men in the past, as well
as of living contemporaries, who have combined
an intimate knowledge of nature and ler laws
with a sincere and humble belief in Christ.
This union of science and faith he illustrated in
his brief but striking biographical sketch of
Albrecht von Haller, one of the greatest phy-
siologists of the eighteenth century.

In what was perhaps the last of his public
addresses, that delivered at the annusal meeting
of the Christian Evidence Society in 1890, he
dwelt strongly upon the same thought; and in
describing the men of science who had been
“firm and devout believers in Christianity,” he
unconsciously portrayed the ideal of his own
life.

“They were men,” he said, “gifted with the
highest mental endowments, which through life
they devoted to the investigation of Truth.
They were men ever seeking for and weighing
evidence in support of the doctrines they pro-
mulgated, who, by habitual and careful_men.tal
training, had become eminently fitted for judging
of evidence. They were men who saw and felt
that there wore departments of knowledge distinct
from the material universo, and for which f)wdence
was required outside the domain in which they
had been working. They felt and admitted the
supreme importance of suoh subjects, not only to
their own spiritual nature, of which they were
conscious, but also to the welfare of all mankind.
They sought for, found and weighed such evidenco
in support of revealed religion as satisfied their
trained intellects.”
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And again, in the same address:

* It has been truly said that * tho real evidence
of Christianity is its power’ And how can we
look round the world and fail to see proof of this
power wherever the Gospel is known, among
all races of mankind, all classes of society, all
ranks of intellect? What is there comparable
to Christianity in promoting the happiness and
welfare of mankind? The full influence of this
power, even as regards the present life, we have
indeed yet to see; and we can but faintly
appreciate the inestimable light it has shed on
the life to come, the full glory of which has yet
to be revealed.”

Such was almost his closing testimony to the
truth, which he had found the strength and
solace of his life, Of succeeding days there is
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but little to add. Some months ago he was
seriously weakened by an attack of influenza.
On his partial recovery, he returned to his work
with indefatigable zeal, although with powers
tvo obviously impaired. Still he maintained his
interest in Christian literature and enterprise.
One of the last conversations I had with him was
upon the Book of Psalms, which he had been re-
reading with the liveliest interest. But weak-
ness gradually increased : he was laid very low.
And what to our sorrowing eyes appeared the
evening twilight of dimmed faculties and depart-
ing strength, becomes to the view of faith rather
the twilight of the morning, in which all earthly
shadows depart and the path of the just shall
continue, shining more and more until the
perfect day.
SAMUEL G. GREEN.

— T BT e

THE STORY OF TERJE VIGEN.

FROM THE NORSE.

BOUT the beginning of the present century there lived
on the rocky coast of Norway a sailor named Terje
Vigen. In his youth he had been wild, and ran off to

sea, where, through his uncontrollable spirits, he often got
into trouble. At Amsterdamhe deserted his ship, and, feeling
homesick, returned to his native place in a trading vessel;
but he was so grown in stature and strength, and looked so
handsome in his warm and well-fitting garments, that no
one recognised him. Finding that his parents and all his
other family connexions were dead, he spent a brief season
in silent grief, but soon regained his spirits, and went back
to the sea, which seemed to promise more rest to his heait
than the land on which he had become a stranger. Twelve
months later, however, he mairied somewhat suddenly, and
it was generally thought that he soon repented the deed
and chafed under the restraints which it imposed.

Be this true or not, after spending the winter in idleness
in his little home, he put out to sea again, when the soft
spring had loosened the ice, and did not return till the
autumn, and even then with regret, not unmingled with
envy at the freedom which his comrades enjoyed. But as
he peeped in at the window of his long-deserted home, he
beheld a sight which thoroughly transformed him. At the
spinning-wheel sat his patient young wife, and beside her
was a cradle conteining a fresh, lively baby-gir], which in
his absence had come to brighten his dwelling. The rest-
less roving seaman became from that moment a serious,
hoine-loving man, toiling at his daily work, and employing
his leisure moments in singing to his little Annie, as she
lay toying in bis lap, or rocking her to sleep when the Lour
of repose arrived. Music and doncing might reach his ear
on Sunday eveaings from the neighbouring farm, but the
attractions within the home proved stronger than those
without.

And so the time passed till the year 1809, whon the great
war begun between the English and Napoleon, in which all
Napoleon's allics were inevitably involved. Norway wns
dragged into the querrel through her connexion with
Denmark, though the only way in which Dritain showed
her hostility was by blockading the ports, and so stopping
ihe supplies of grain which the people of that rock-bound

coast obtained by sea. The Norsemen, who had done
nothing to merit such treatment, cndured 'much bitter
suffering; for the harvest at home failed, and rich and poor
alike were threatened with starvation. Terje, like the rest,
was reduced to a state of helpless misery, but he could not
sit still and see his wife and child pining for bread; so he
rceolved to risk the perils of the sea and the chance of
capture, and to go forth in search of grain. It was o
daring venture. He started alone, as soon as the wind
blew a little less wildly, in an open boat, withont mast or
sail, choosing the smallest skiff that he could obtain, that
he might the better elude the vigilance of the English men-
of-war. He reached Fladsirand safely, after a hard row,
and having obtained three sacks of barley, proceeded to
return. For three days and nights ho toiled at the oars,
and as the sun rose on the fourth morning he rceared his
home. The sight of the familiar fields with iheir rocky
peaks filled his heart with gladness, and he wes about to
offer up a psalm of praise, when, as the fog lifted, he
beheld to his dismay an English corvette lying at anchor in
Hesnes Sound. He, too, was observed. The nearest
opening in the reef was blocked, but he might yet escape
westward, so rowing hard, with the corvette in pursuit, he
made for some sunken rocks called the Goslings, a little to
the enst of Homburg Sound, within which, ¢ven on tho
stormiest day, it is generally calm. Shooting through the
breakers, he oried aloud to God: *Just in there on the
shingle is my poor cottage, and my wife and babe waiting
for bread.” DBut the moment that his boat touched the top
of the reef, the yawl, which contained fifteen men, nlso
scraped the ground. “Stop,” shouted the officer, and
raising an oar, drove the blade of it through the skiff’s
bottom, smashing its planks aud ribs, and sinking its
precious cargo in two feet of water. But Terje wonld not
give in without a struggle, and dashing through the armed
sailors ho sought safety by swimming, diving now and
again to ovade his pursuers. It was all in vain, for muskets
nad cutlasses were pointed at him on every side. He was
obliged to surrender at lnst. He was carricd on board the
corvette, wlere he was made a prisoner, and a salute was
fired in honour of this glorious (?) victory
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and Joo Smith, a little orphen, began to cry. 1lo was there
all alono, and wanted some one to cling to, but when Janie
crept up {o his side, and beld his trembling haud, smiles
soon chased the tenrs from Lis bluo eyes. Jamie always
carried the sunshino about her, somehow or other.

By-and-by, several of the children took off their shocs
and stockings, and paddled in tho sballow pools, Otlers
went on the rocks, coming back laden with sproys of beou-
tiful sea-weed to carry home. Among these last were Janie
and Joe. They were returning with oll sorts of treasures,
when a gust of wind blew off Joe’s cap. They could not run
swiftly across the rock in pursuit of it, on account of the
slippery carpet of seaweed, so the cap Dblow farther and
farther away, until at last it was carricd out to sca on the
crest of & wave.

“ Don’t ery, Joe,” said Janie cheerfully.

“But I don’t want to go withouta capall day in the sun,”
whimpered Joe. *“And Aunt Meg will be angry when I go
home; it wasn't my cap really, it was Ler Dick’s.”

¢ Tll come with you, and say it wasn’t your fault; it blew
away,” said Janie. “And Joe, yousha'n't go without a cap,
I'll make you one when we get on the sands. Iv'e got a
new handkerchief with a lovely picture of a Noalh’s arlk, and
all the animals going in in twos; and you shall have it.
‘Wait & moment.”

Asg soon as they were on firm ground again, Jauie brought
out the promised handkerchief (father had only bought it
last night), and, tying the four corners into queer little cork-
screw knots, she fixed it on Joe’s head.

“What a kind little friend you’ve got, Joe,” said Miss
Morton, one of the ladies who had come with ihe children,
and witnessed the little scene between Janie and Joe. She
also remembered Janie telling another girl about her new
handkerchief, and showing it with pride in the train, and
she knew that it was from sheer unselfishness she had now
given it to Joe. She called Janie aside a moment, and
slipped & bright new sixpence into her hand. )

“ Presently you are all going into the town to have some
tea,” said Miss Morton, “and you may see something you
would like to buy, to remind you of your holiday.”

“Oh! thank you, miss; I think I should like—"

Then Janie stopped and laughed, and clapped her hands, for
sizpence mcant so much to her. She had never possessed
more than a halfpenny for her very own, but in one moment
sbe had made up her mind how to spend this large sum.

What do you think she managed to get with it?

Why, for father, she bought a long pipe to smoke in the
chimney corner ; for mother, a thimble :  she’s always work-
ing for us,” said Janie; for baby, a rattle ; for Mima and Jim
a wonderful toy each, and for Joe a {in trumpet. As for
herself, ehe had the pleasure of giving.

Thus laden with gifts Janie came home. .

Almost all the people in the village had turned out to
meet the children at the station, so that by the time ihey
reached the green, there was quite a procession. Jomie
could not hold Joe's Land, her own were so full; but he
troited by her side, blowing his trumpct from time to time,
its shrill blast being to Lis mind the sweetest music.

 Loolk at our Janie ! ” said father, opening tho gute. ** Well,
my girlie, and have you had a good time?”

The others were hurrying out to welecome her.

“Qh! yes,” she said, * and Miss Mortou gave me sixpence,
and we went into the town, and——" Here sho brought
out her presents.

“You'll smoke thie pipe, father, won't you? and mother,
yowll put by the old thimble with the Lole where the needlo
is always slipping through and pricking your finger? And
baby can’t hurt himself with this rattle, it's wickor-worlk.
And, wothcr, the shop-woman said the point won’t come ofl
these toys for Mima und Jim ; and Joo likes Lis trumpet ever
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go much, he hasn’t any other toy quite his own. Yes. Ive
had o lovely day!”

“And so Miss Morton gave you sixpence,” said father
smiling, “and what did my little girl buy for herszelf? ”

“Why, I dido't wunt anything,” said Janie, her eyes
sparkling with hoppiness. “ Plense kiss me again, mother,
dear, T've got the best of it after all.”

E. P. 8.

SCRIPTURE ENIGMAS,
NO. XIV.

1. What St. Paul described as the greatest grace.

2. The country of & patriarch noted for patience.

3. A descendant of Acron who rebelled against Moses.
4. A Jewish maiden who became Queen of Persia.

Put together the initial letters of each word,
And you have the name of 2 man who wrote about
our Lord.

w. C.
NO. XV.

The land of which o holy angel said,

“There shall He meet you, risen from the dead : ”
The country wbither Joseph takes his flight

With the young child and Mary in the night;

To whom did Jesus say—* They blest shall be
Who shall believe although they do not see.”
What king desired to see the King of kings,
Hoping to witness strange and wondrous things?
Who asked the Saviour to his home, to meat,

But did not offer water for Hig feet ?

‘Who stood with Moses on the mount in glory,
And talked with Christ of Calvary’s coming story ?
‘Who said to Jesus, in complaining tone,

“ My sister, there, leaves me to serve alone” ?

To whom, at first, was Jesus captive led ?

(All the disciples had, in terror, fled.)

Who, wondering, asked the Rabbi to explain
Those words of His—* Ye must be born again” ?
Where did the risen Christ Himself reveal

To two disciples at a simple meal ?

These answers, all, are in the gospels found ;
Initials name a spot—’tis holy ground—

Where Christ, in anguish, knelt to pray and weep,
His dearest loved ones wrapped in selfish sleep ;

« Father, take this cup from Me,” cries the Son,
“Nevertheless, Thy will, not Mine, be done.”

ANSWER TO A CHAPTER OF SCRIPTURL.
~o. 1.—p. 160.—Aots xvi.

Phrygia, Galatin, Mysia, Bithynin, Macedonia, and Asia.
Derbe, Lystra, Iconium, Jerusulem, Troas, Samothracie,
Nenpolis, Philippi, Thyatira. Dpistle to tho Galatians.
Macedonin, Jerusalem, Iconium, Lystra, Thyatira, Troas,
Philippi, vor. 3, 21, 1, 13, 14, 16, Lydia and Lois.  Paul,
Silae and Timothous. Iuul’s letters to Timothy. The Holy
Spirit : ver. 6, 7. Spirit of divination: vors. 16,19-27, 25-10.
Ciroumcision and baptism: vers. 8,15, 16-19. The jailor:
the carthquake : the magistrates: ver. 38, ver. 31



Wonthly Beligious Becord,

—t——

Atthe  Tur boautiful work so long carried on in
F°g§:;m° Whitcchapel by Mr. Goorge lolland, has

" found an enrnest plender in tho porsvn of tho
Marchioncss of Stafford. Tho worle itself is its own best
ploader, and any ono who has como under the spoell of the
venerablo founder of the work among young and old in
Georgo Yard, will apprecinto tho words of the earnest-henrted
Murchioness.  Sho writos in tho Queen: “Thero aro those I
know whose lives are not lnid in the great metropolis, and
there ere those in the West-ond in hundreds (God Dbless
them !) to whom * the sweetcst surprisals of otornity will bo
the resurrcction of theso works of Time.! But it isto othors I
write, to those who crave for activity, but scom bound by tho
cords of conventionality, aud the wearisome round of London
social lifo. Lo them, I say, Mr. George Holland, High-streot,
Whiteehapel, will at any time give them a hearty welcomo,
especially about 8 r.M. on Mondays and Thursdays; and,
looking back upon an cvening spent nearer the foot of the
cross maybe than any other life moment, they mny realiso
the happiness of work for olhers.”

Eduoation Suvcu wonderful progress has been mado by the
French missionnries in Basutoland tl:at lnrge
editions of various works arc called for, and somoe
aro rapidly sold. The price is of course below the cost, and
the missionaries como {requently to the Religious Tract
Society to nid them. The Rev. A. Mabille writes under date
of November that there is need of o third edition of Line upon
Line by tho late Mrs. Mortimer, trunslated into Sesulo in 1877.
He snys, “I am asking o great deal, but my exouse is that
it is a book read in our day schoolg, and which wo give to
the scholars gratuitously. T'he book is much liked, and
missionaries in the Orange Free State and the Transvanl
use it also in their schools. In my distriot this year I have
opened three new out-stations, which make now thirty-two for
my station alone. I have tweunty-five day-schools, and also
gome cvening ones for tho shepherds.”

Basutoland.

Romanism MR. MADILLE proceeds: “I am now printing
in o small book comparing Roman Catholicism
Basutoland. il the Gospel, and this wo shall sprend
broadcast, giving it to tho people, if wo can get help. The
pricsts are incrensing in numbers, and growing in boldnoss.
They have of laie drawn to themselvos tho own brother of
our poramount chief, a backslider from ono of our congro-
gations, ond also his principal wifo who has lelt our
community to bo allowed to live ns sho likes in o worldly
manner. And that hos made them very bold. I had, o fow
weeks ngo, o large concourso of three tliousand persons to
witness the baptism of one of the woman's doughters in our
chureh, and there were about sixty Roman Cutholics presont.
With two of their catechists, they did their best betweon tho
services to draw the peoploawny from ue. Ihavo not heard,
however, of any baclsliding in that part of (he country.”

ALondon THE Bapiist Missionory Centonary Fund is
Scavengor. Tupidly growing. One of tho most intoresting
incidents yot rocorded is in conncection with

the gift of a London scavonger. o brought four five-pound
Bank of England notes and giving in placo of his namo a
text of Scripturo, said: * Pleaso put that to tho Centonary

Fund.”

Tur Lord Chancollor at o meeting in tho
Jerusalom Chamber, Westmiuster, lias beon
ubioring somo wiso words on tho subjeot of
sermons—thoir composition, longth and the noed for them,
e thinke there aro somo palpable couses for (ho outery
ngainst sermons nltogether, or for their undue shortoning.
Ho said: It must cundidly bo allowod that a cortuin polito
unbelicf largely provails among tho oduontod oclnssos.”
“QOno of the inoidonts of this atlitude to religion is scon in
the lees rovorent obsnrvanco of Sunday, This hias brought
with it an effcninalo desire for amusoment.  Tho idow thet
onc is not to work on Sunday is fully realisod, but n liko
abstention from pnusement is not followed.”  Lord qunhury
mentioned that on ono Sunday, going to tho Templo Church

Modorn
Preaching.

Lo worship, ho had counted no fewer than three hundred and
iifty young mecn on Dbicycles. He closed by saying it
did not oocur to lLim that the condition of things in tle
prosent day is such that the elergy ought to yiold to the
oxhorlations of those who disparngo preaching. “ This is no
time for the Chrislian ClmrcE to rclux its cffort. There is o
prolligale and depraved fletion Press, and thero is, unhappily,
ono eourt of justico which is camsing incalculable evil.  [n
{imo past tho pulpit roused n profligate court nnd nation to
o highor conception of duty. It was not in e Lighly moral
condition of sooiety that Bossuet nnd Bourdaloue preacl.el,
and whon our newspapers are deflled with reports of divorce
cnsos, and translntions of the worst French novels are being
hawked about the streets, there is great need of effective
and fervid preaching.”
The Miss BrickersTeTH, daughter of the Bishop
Eorthquake of Ixeter, gives an anccount of the great
inJapan.  qanger from which they have been mercifully
preserved during the serious earthquake in Jopan. They were
on o visit to tho bishop’s son, who is Bishop of Japan. First
of all from Osaltn she desoribes the time of terror. A number
of missionaries had united in o large picnic, and, beyond
w thickness in the air, had no causo for alarm. ¢ Next
morning,” she writes: “about 6.835 I was just finishing
somo roading and ebout to tako n cup of toa, when a violent
ourthquake bogan, The first holf-minute I dida’t feel
distm('{)od ot all, we had so many at Tokyo, and they were
over in o fow seoonds, and only scemed like an express train
running under the house. But I soon found this was
different. On and on it went, the plaster coming down;
every window nnd wall creaking, swaying, rattling. I was
sleeping up at ons end of Bishop Poole’s Girls’ School, a
big institution built in & quadrangle. Really I ought to
have rushed out the moment the earthqualke began . . . and
it wos a great meroy I was not hurt by a heavy chest of
drawers which was just bymy bed. The actual earthquake
wont on for about two nus o bolf minutes, but the *quiver-
ing’ went on for o long time, and we had another sharp
shock at 7.30. The moment the worst shock was over tkere
was guch o noiso in the sireets from the Japanese, and some
soldiers bognn to pass the house, and wo found o great
foctory had fallen in and many people were killed.” ~She
tells how very narrowly her father escaped serious ac-
cident by the falling of a chbimney in the ncxt house to
whore he was slecping. A day or two later from Kobe :
“ We had only a littlo earthquako during tho night, and all
slopt capitally. Ivorybody’s hopes are rising that the worst
is over. It may scem strango to you that we are so anxious,
but tho danger is so indofinite, and yet might bo so extra
definito, that it is vory diffioult to go on just the same.
Faothor preached a vory striking scrmon at the Fnglish
church last night, and about two huudred Eunglish were
prosont.”
A prscovery of transcendent interest has
Molohizedok. rocently beon made, and an wccount of it is
given by Professor Snyeo in tho December numbor of the
Newbury House Magazine. 'I'hroo years ago, on the Eastern
bank of the Nile, midway betwoen tho towns of Minieh and
Assiont somo mounds woroe scarohed, and which are now
known by tho name of Tel-ol-Amarna.  They stand on the
sito of tho unciont onpital of Egypt. Among the ruins have
boen unearthed a portion of tho archives of Amcuéphes 1v.
and his fathor. Thoso are in cunciform chameter on clay
tablots, aud what invests them with tho peculiar interest
is that thoy conflrm the Biblicalnccount of the wurs with
tho Inbiri, or Confederato Kings of Gunesis xiv.  Aund
on thoso tablots nro found n record of Melchizedek, King
of Penoo.  Profossor Sayoco writes 1 * A cunciform tablet tells
ns thet urn menns ©eity,” and consogquently, Uru-salem, or
Jorusnlom, muat signify tho eity of the god Salem. Tt was
in foot tho ¢ City of Ponoo.” What o ourious untivipation tho
titlo in of tho Isninnio propheoy. ¢ Bohold, T will exteud peaco
to her like n river (Isa. Ixvi. 12)” But Melohizedek was not
king of Jurusalow, as ho was not u king in tho ordinary
sonso of tho torm, bub by virtuo of Diviuo appointuent
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he was “Princo of Peace” Well may the wriler suy :
“ Narratives which had been discredited by the over-sulitlo
analysis of criticiem have been onee more brought within
the pale of history by tho spade of the excavator, and the
Patient labour of the decipherer. If the account of the
campaign of the Babylonian Kings has excited the mistrust
of critics, the account of Melchizedek, King of Salem and
pricst of the most High God has excited slill greator mis-
trust.” And yet thisrecent discovery has now sliown chat
the myaterious references in the Beripture to this mysierious
and awe-inspiring pereonage rested on historical fact, and
the name which has excited so much curiosity, and in some
quarters doubt, is here found printed on the clay tablet.

The Messrs. Moopy AND SANKEY are rapidly ex-
EvAmel:ﬁ::s tending their ministry of blessing, and after
a-nx‘ " passing through Argyll, Ross, Inverness and
Rqss-shues they are far in the north of Scotland. Thurso,
Wick and Caithness have Leard the word of power and the
persuasive melody, and in the midst of all God has not
withheld His gifts of pardon and peace. Upon Christians
Mr. Moody is ever pleading that the apostolic injunction
“Be fllled with the Spirit,” is as binding a8 any other of
the commands of the Master of the apostles. He urges
rightly that the free use of the power and blessing we
Teceive is the best way to ensure more of the Divine gifts.
Very earncst calls are now being sent to the cvangelists
to visit mauy places in England, and thus the scope of the
work grows. One of the last of the pleas urged is that for
Oxford, where the time is put forward so far as November,
when the visit may be expected. To enable him to take
part in this evangelistic work, the Rev. John McNeill, of
Regent Square Presbyterian Church, has resigned his charge
and preached farewell sermons. He will be much missed in
London, but he believes the call was imperative.

The Platnt Mg. Caeok Hoxe CHEeoNe, superintendent
ofthe  of the Church Mission to the Chinese in
Strangers.  Victoria, and Miss Sconderbai Powar, a Hindoo
lady from Bombay, have come over to this country on a
mission which has the object of setting before the people of
this countiry the truth about the opium question from the
standpoint of those who are most concerned in the matter.
In regard to remedies against the opium habit, Mr. Cheong
says: ‘“There are only two remedies for the evils of the
traffic—strict confinement or absolute prohibition. The
victims themselves are in favour of the latter, because,
after many struggles, they feel that any attempt at reforma-
tion will be worse than useless, if the temptations are not
removed. It is almost impossible for any man, by sheer
strength of will and purpose, to give up the habit.” Of
ninety-six members .of the Victorian Legislative Assembly,
seventy-fourare pledged to support the Bill which has been
prepared, prohibiting opium in Victoria except for medicinal
purposes. And in their churches the feeling is so strong
that no opium smoker, or anyone connected with the {raffic,
is admitted to membership.

Censorship 'THERE is no abatement of the intensely jealous
in attitude of the Russian censorship in regard
Poland. 4 the diffusion of evangelical literature. Even
in Poland the activity of ils agents seems to be quickened.
A few copies of a translation of the excellent * British
Workman ” in Polish were discovered after twenty years, in
a corner of the tract depot at Warsaw, and a lad sold two
copies. They were immediately seized, and the case has been
remanded, and notice given to the depot keeper to appear and
give explanations in regard to the sale, since it is alleged
they were without the stamp of the cemsor’s office. The
dopositary was new to the work, and finding the papers,
coocluded that they, with the other numbers of the same
periodical, had duly been authorized.

John Trose who hold dear the memory of John
Newton's Newton, Cowper's friend, will regret to hear
0ld Church. yyat there is a possibility of the removal of
f5t. Mary Woolnoth, of which {l)g was for many years rector.
And the reason is the more painful, since in lctters to the
Times, the present rector describes a very serious state of
things. It appcars that there are buried under the church
the remains otpscvcn or eight thousand bodies, still resting
in the vaulls; end many of them, from the rector's own
knowledge, bave never been resolvod into dust. Bo bad is
{he escape of gases that the church was some time ago
temporarily closed and concrete laid down. Dut the con-
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dition of things is aguin ulmost as bad as ever, and worship-
pers and clergy have heen made ill, and some have died as
o consequence. How little did the friends of departed
relatives consider the damger 1o posterity when they took
such pains to prescrve that from which the apirit had flown !
It is now o question of either removing all the hodies, or
closing and (aking down the church.

DuriNg the month {here has passed away,
Bir James Risdon Bennett, u.p., r.u8, long
distinguished as a physician, ad who had always taken
on aclive part in Christian and philanthropic work in
various wuys. He was the son of Dr. James Bennelt, an
cminent Nonconformist divine. Up to the very last, his
interest in the London Missionary Society, of which he was
medical refiree, and in the Religious Tract Society, on
whose Committee lLie had served for thirty years, was
unabated. Of the latter Society he was for many years a
trustee, and constant in his attendance at the early hour of
eight o'clock each Tuesday morning. Indeed it was with
difficulty he could be restrained at the advanced age of
cighty-two from venturing out so recently as the middle of
last October. In 1876 Bir Risdon Bennett was elected
President of the Royal College of Physicians, in which
office he served for six years; and in 1886 became a Fellow
of the Royal Society. To high culture and polished
manners, he added an unswerving devotion to the great cvan-
gelical doctrines of Christianity, and ever seemed to main-
tain a yearning and tender interest in those who by reason
of a one-sided regard for intellectual attainment neglected
the pressing claims of evangelical faith. Among other
works, he was the author of an admirable little treatise on
“The Diseases of the Bible.”

Ar the ripe age of eighty-four, and a few weeks after
keeping his golden wedding, has died the Right Rev.
Charles Perry, n.n., who went out in 1847 as first Bishop
of Melbourne. Dr. Perry had a brilliant course at Harrow
(where he was contemporary with Bishop Charles Words-
worth, and Cardinal Manning), and afterwards at Trinity
College, Cambridge. He took his degree before he was
twenty-one as Senior Wrangler and First Smith’s Prizeman.
Retiring from his colonial bishopric in 1878, he devoted
the remainder of his life to various evangelical movements
at home, and was a constant friend of the Church Mis-
sionary and other missionary and educational societies. He
will be remembered too as one of the founders of
Wyecliff Hall, Oxford, and Ridley Hall, Cambridge. On
the Tuesday before his death, he was, as usual, at the
Committee of the Church Missionary Society. Dr.
Vaughan, Dean of Llandaff, thus sums up his character:
“He was a just man, he was a kind man, he was a gentle-
man to the backbone, he was courteous, he was open-
minded within limits, he was ready to hear and to give an
answer, even among men who differed from him; he was
hopeful, he was generous, as to the motives, 08 to the man
within the man, of persons who did not see with him—
growingly so es life advanced and the soul mellowed to-
wards its ingathering. And now he rests and is perfected.
Now he sees all truth in the trutb.”

THE obituary of the month also includes the name of Dr.
Kuenen, of Leyden, ono of the advanced leaders of the
higher criticism, and author of an “Introduction to the Old
Testament,” and “ The Religion of Israel.” In 1882 he
wasg the Hibbert Lecturer and took for his subject ¢ Natural
Religions and Universal Religion” He was an accom-
plished English scholar. Mrs. Kingsley, widow of the late
Canon Kingsley, bas just died at her residence, near
Leamington, at the age of seventy-seven. The Right Rev.
Dr. Harold Browne, who resigned in the autumn of last
year the Seo of Winchoster, has passed away at the age of
cighty. As an author he is best known by his * Exposition
of the Thirty-nine Artioles,” a book atill used as the text-
book for ordination candidates. To these names must be
added that of Bir Thomas Chawmbers, @.¢, Recorder of
London, one of tho earliest victims of the great fog which
ovorhung London during the week of Christmas. For the
long period of thirty-four years he had sat as judge in the
City of London, and to his marked ability as o lawyer he
added a keen interest in roligious and philanthropic move-
monts. He was ono of the carliest members of the Church
Associntion and was nt heart n sound Protestant. Like Sir
Risdon Bennett, he was a trustee of the Religious Tract
Bociety, having joined its Committee in 1863.

Obitnary.
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