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fine corpso would Tom Iloron,” added tho soxton,
tho professional side of his nature gotting tho
uppor hand: 1 shouldn’t wonder now but what
ho mousure six foot four or five in his coffin.
Thoy longthon out a bit doad you suve, anyway
he'd take a big ooffin to hold un. I nover
thought to dig Tom Ieron’s grave, but thero,
thoro, in the midst o' lifoe wo aro in death. T'ruo
enough—true enough.  Aund parson lissolf looks
as if ho'd bo the next to go.  1Ie'd nevor ha' got
through the wintor if he hadn’t Lhnd Mr, 1Tugh to
holp un.”

“Bo it Mr. Hugh s has set all them now-
fangled notions goin’?” askoed another of tho
group. Glogg)was a great authority on all
mattors ccclosiastical, and somo recoent innova-
tions on old ways had arvoused considerable
interest and excitement in the village. Madam
had raised no open protost, and so long as the
groat houso remained acquicscont, the village was
diffident about criticising ; but there was a strong
feeling that oxplanation was required, and Gleg
was the man who was supposed to be the oracle,
if he could but be persuaded to open his lips.

He screwod up his face now into an expression
which implied a vast reserve of knowledge, and
being pressed by his friends to deliver himself of
an opinion, he at last condescended to speak.

“It be Mr. Hugh in part, and Mr. Latham in
part,” he answered with praiseworthy caution.
“If you'd a took in half the meaning of parson’s
sermons ever since he's been here, you'd a known
as ho was aiming at some’ut. Bless you, I knew
it all along. I've said times and again to mysslf,
wo'll have changes here some o’ these fine days
if Madam will allow it; but I suppose as he was
afeared to tackle Madam, and so he bided quiet
till his chance came.”

“He didn't bide quiet altogether, he put on
Sacrament Sunday once a month, and it used only
to be three times a year.”

“ Why, yes, he did that,” assented Glegg, and
they do say as Madam did not like it over much;
not that she minded Sacrament Sunday coming
oftener, but she thought as it were impertinent
of the curate to want to make changes where she
were satisfied herself. But Rector, he said it
wore the right thing, and he had it in his church,
and so we had it too. But Mr. Hugh comes and
says as that isn't emough, and every Sunday
ghould be Sacrament Sunday. Them young men
from Oxford, they do get hold of a powerful lot
o' queor notions. 1'd like to know who'd stay
every Sunday. Why ’tisn’t but half-a-dozen
besides the gentry as stop once a month. Folks
wants to get home to their dinners, and like
coough they should. Mr. IIugh, so they say at
the Hall, says as he'd have fewor sermous and
Sacrament always; but, lor bless you! tho farmers
would nevor put up with that. Why when
would thoy get their Sunday nap if sermon was
tovk off? It won't do; it won't do. And Tl
tell Mr. Hugh my own seclf, if so bo as he usks
me; aud who would bo like to know better ?”

“ Folks say us the ladies of Erngoliff are power-
ful fond o' new-fangled notions,” remarked one of
the company fontatively, “I'vo heerd tell as
thoy got u Methody to Tom when ho was so
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wild-liko; Dbut that ho couldn’t undorstand a
word that was spoke, and was off his head days
and nights together. It do seem strange as they
should o took up with un, jnst us Madam turned
un off tho estate. 1t ain’t many folks as cares to
fly in Madem’s face; but they don’t seem on-
friendly like when thoy do meet.”

([logg closed one eyo in a meaning fashion, and
laid his finger against the side of his rubicund nose.

“Madam doeesn’t wish to quarrel with Mrs.
Mary, for all she’s a bit wrong-headed and wilful-
like. Why, it's plain as anything what the
Cuptain goes thero so often fur; and they do say
s sho has a tidy bit of money now ; much more
than Iirnscliff brings her in. I don’t see what
moro a woman wants than a husband like the
Captain, and he’d soon cure her of her queer
notions. But folks talk and talk, and things
don’t seem to get on much from what they was a
year and more ago. It do seem now as if it was
Mr. Hugh who cared the most for her. He be
always up thers talkin’ and talkin’ with her, and
looking after that there Tom, and as much took
up with Ernscliff as ever he is with Sax. Ay!
ay ! I knows the ways of un. Mr. Hugh knows
where the money lies as well as the Captain and
Madam. They don't mean that there fortune to
go out of the family, that I'll take my Bible oath
on. If it bean't one it’ll be t'other; you see if it
isn’t s0.”

There was a good deal of nodding of heads, and
wise looks were exchanged all round. Glegg was
the oracle, but all declared that similar thoughts
had suggested themselves to each mind indi-
vidually before, and the assembly broke up in
high good-humour, some wishing good luck to
the dashing young Captain, whilst others hoped
it would be Mr. Hugh, who was always so civil-
spolten, and seemed to care to hear the story of the
poor man's joys or woes, a less usual thing in
those days than it has since become.

As may be gathered from the foregoing bits of
village gossip, many things had happened in Sax
since Christmas: and the months of the winter
and early spring had been a sad time for poor
Tom Heron. Weakened by long abstinence and
the asceticism he had practised when striving
after a better manner of life, he had been still
farther unhinged by the wild excesses of those
miserable weeks, when he had broken through all
bonds and had relapsed into his old vicious ways.
The result of all this was that a violent chill,
taken at the forge one cold winter’s day, pros-
trated him with inflammatory rheamatism, and
for many weeks his life had been almost despaired
of. IMad he been inhabiting his old damp and
unsanitary house, he would scarcely have risen
from his sick bod again : but as kind Providence
would have it, ho now found himself in one of
the Iirnsoliff cottages, where tho well-being and
comfort of tho inhabitants was studied, and
moreover tho ladies of Lrnsoliff not ouly called
in adequate medical help, but sent from their
own table and kitchen everything needful for
tho sufferer during his long illnoss and still
longor convalosconco. And so with all this help,
Tom: was slowly and painfully struggling back
to lifo agnin; and as ho lay looking out through
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the open lattico window upon the awakening
world of nature, he felt a slight stirring of the
pulses, and the first faint desire for lifo that ho
had known for many a long weelk,

Janct Dawson sat beside him, stitching with
her characteristic industry at some piece of
household linen. Strange as it was to see that
stern face beside him, Tom had grown used to
the sight by this time. The fact was that
Janet Dawson was out-and-out the best nurse in
the whole country side, and had been induced
partly for love and (it must also be confessed)
partly for money, to undertake the care of Tom
Heron during his long and dangerous illness.
Mary Ernscliff had a wonderful faculty for get-
ting her wishes carried out, and it had been her
most earnest wish that Tom should have every
chance in this severe sickness. Janet had been
loth to leave home, but the winter was not the
busy season at the farm, the remuneration pro-
mised was an inducement, and in the end she
had grown interested in the “case” and proud
of her skill when the doctors one and all (for
more than one had been called in) averred that
to her patience and tendance the sick man owed
his life.

She had grown fond of ths blind child too, in
her own silent way, and had taught the little
one how to perform many offices for the patient,
which she would bave feared to attempt alone.
Molly was as quick and as sensitive as the blind
g0 often are, and made up for the lack of one
faculty by the preternatural acuteness of others;
thus she was an apt pupil, and was rapidly
learning under Janet’s care to be a first-rate
little cook and housekeeper.

Now, stealing softly into the room with hushed
tread, she whispered to Janet that the Lady of
Ernscliff was below and would like to speak to
bher.

Tom was just beginning to take notice of what
went on about him, and his hollow eyes turned
eagerly upon Molly. .

“ The lady;” he said in a voice that was little
more than a whisper, “ please to give her my
humble duty, and thank her for all she has done.
Tt fair shames me when I think——”"

“ Then don’t think, ye senseless loon,” retorted
Janet with her customary sharpness, which, Tom
had learnt to know, disguised kindlier feelings.
« Haven’t I bid ye stop thinking at least a dozen
times this very day ? It's to get better the young
leddy asks of ye—and to think is the best way
to stop that,” and then Janet bustled off down
stairs, leaving Tom alone with his blind sister.

But it was one thing to tell Tom not to think,
and quite another to enforce the order. As his
bodily health returned, and freedom from pain
left his mind at liberty, memory returned with
sharp stabs of shame and remorse, and it appeared
to Tom as though no creature in the wide world
had ever been half so vile as he.

Tt was not as though his conversion had been a
mere passing phase of feeling, engendered Dby his
terror in the fire and narrowness of his escape
from peril. It might have been in part due to
those immediate causes, but it had taken dcep
hold upon his mind, and had stood the test of a
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whole year. There had always been much that
was fino and even noble in Tom Heron’s nature,
but his circumstances and surroundings had becn
against him, and that mystery of inherited wild-
ness which ran through his very veins, had
helped to make of him the reckless neer-do-
well, who was at once the pride and the terror
of Sax, But with a heart-felt conviction of
sin, new feelings had awakened within him, and
he had repentcd earnestly, and had struggled
fiercoly against temptation and vice. He had
believed that he had conquered. He had believed
that his old sins had ceased to have power upon
him. He had not been happy—but this he had
looked upon as the natural consequemce of his
constant self-denial, and of his conscientious with-
drawal from the society of his fellow-men. He
had been almost proud to show the world 1hat he
could live his life alone—that he had broken off
from all the pleasures and interests of the past,
and was no longer one of those who rely upon
their companions for support and assistance of
any kind. And after living thus and beginning
to ibink himeelf safe from all temptation, how
had he fallen? He could not ask the question of
himself without groaning aloud, and Janet Daw-
son was not the most cheerful of companions or
counsellors, when he did unclose his lips to her.

“If ye be one of the elect, you will be saved—
but if not you will be damned,” was the burden
of her talk, and Tom did not feel that it was
any consolation to hear sucH doctrine. For one
thing he did not believe it. He still held firmly
to the creed taught by his Methodist friends that
repentance and faith were sufficient for salvation.
But it seemed to him as he lay there, that sin
such as his was almost too black for pardon:
moreover, in his enfeebled state, he was unable
to call up that passionate remorse and agcny of
mind, which he thought was necessary to true
conviction; and he believed that his conscience
was seared as with a hot iron, and that his heart
was turned to stone, and could never be broken
and made meet fur the atoning blood of Christ.

And so he fell into a state of profound melan-
choly, from which nothing seemed to rouse him.
Janet Dawson went back {0 her own home, and
only paid him visits from time to time, and little
Molly waited on him hand and foot, whilst his
old friends from the village would drop in from
time to time and cheer him up. But nothing
seemed 1o produce any effect upon him ; Mr. Hugh
from Rookwood and Mr. Latham the clergyman
visited him, and did all they could to lighten the
burden of his sorrow; but their words never
seemed to reach him, and though he no longer
repulsed their friendly overtures, it did unot ap-
pear as though their teaching had any beyond the
most transitory effect npon his mind.

Yot, with all this against him, his bedily healtl:
improved; and as soon as the milder weather
had fairly set in, he was ablo to crawl down
the narrow staircase into the little living room
below, which Molly kept in beautiful erder; and
gomotimes by tho aid of a stick and the child’s
shoulder to creep round the littlo garden which
was bright with spring flowors. .

“ T4 is Jos who keeps it all so nice,” explained
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Molly, “Jos and Miko between them. They are
so kind to me. 'They como almost overy day,
and do so many things for me.”

Tom sighed: he wondered why people were
kind to him. He felt so littlo worthy of kind-
ness. DBut Michael Portway and Jos Dawson
wero friends of whom he was not ashamed.
They had never been led into the oxcesses of
which he had been guilty. He could trust them
as he could trust few besides, whilst they plainly
showed that they were no mere fair-weather
friends, but valued his friendship for its own
sake. Just now, however, Tom was past caring
for the companionship of any of his old friends.
He passed his days in hopeless brooding, and his
nights were disturbed by shifting dreams and
fovered fancies. The stronger his body grew,
the mere this gloom seemed to take hold of him,
and he would sit for hours, sometimes for half a
day together, with his head buried in his hands,
not thinking exactly, still less reading or
studying, but brooding in dark despair over his
past and future alike, feeling himself a hopeless
outcast from his fellow-men, abandoned by the
evil and the good.

It was upon one of these dark moods of dreary
-despair that Mary Ernscliff broke, when one day
she stepped unannounced across the threshold of
the cottage to find Tom alone there. She had
-discovered by this time that to take him by
-surprise would be the only way of obtaining an
interview with him. His shame and shrinking
~were 80 great that he had avoided meeting her
face to face all this time; and though his
_gratitude and reverential admiration remained
unshaken, he felt as though it would kill him to
meet the clear glance of her sweet eyes, knowing
himself the vile creature he felt himeelf to be.

Mary had found this out from Molly some time
ago, and so she had just taken her difficult

.charge by surprise. It was some time before she
.could overcome his strange, fierce shyness, and
induce him to resume his seat and open his lips
in her presence. But Mary Ernscliff had herself
known deep sorrow, which gave her quick and
keen insight into the minds of others, and she
vhad what the poor of her neighbourhood were
fond of calling “a way with her,” that sooner or
later won confidence and broke down reserve. At
Jlast she got even poor, lonely-hearted, despairing
Tom to speak to her of his heavy load of sorrow,
.and after listening to his burst of wild, passionate
words, she said very gently :

“I think, Tom, that the best thing for you
will be to see Mr. Wesley himself. Mr. Latham
has written to him, and he has said that he is
.soon coming north, and will turn aside to see you
if it will be a comfort to you to speak with him
face to face.”

A sudden light sprang into Tom’s eyes. He
had never seen the great revivalist minister as
yet : but he had long looked up to him as to his
father in God. One of his most bitter troubles
now was in the doubts which assailed him as to
the truth of the doctrines taught by his late
leaders, since when last he had seen them they
had been at fierce enmity between themselves.
To sce Mr. Wesley bad been the dream of his
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recent life: it had been the one hope which had
buoyed him up during these last dismal weeks,
the hope that if once he recovered his strength
he might set forth on foot to find him, even if he
had to go barefoot half the way. And now this
wonderful offer was made him by the Lady of
Ernscliff, he could not understand it. Was she
not one of the most regular attendants at church ?
And did not Glegg declare that no churchman
could possibly be a Methodist? He was fairly
puzzled.

“But, ma'am,” he stammered, “this is your
house. And you belong to the church.”

“Of which Mr. Wesley is an ordained
minister,” answered Mary with a smile, * would
you wish to see him, Tom ?”

“I would give my right hand to do it, ma’am.
Ibelieve he could save my soul—and that nobody
but he can. But——but—"

“It is Christ and He alone who can do that,
Tom,” answered the lady gently, “but if Mr.
Wesley can point the way to you more clearly
than another it is right that you should see him,
and see him you shall. We are not all made
alike, and we know that he possesses wonderful
power over the human heart. Did you think that
he taught some new religion, Tom ? Why should
we be afraid to let him come amongst us?”

Tom had heard plenty of vehement partizan
talk on both sides, but he was not apt at putting
his thoughts into words.

“T thought church folks was dead against him,”
was all the answer he was able to make.

“Perhaps what you and I mean by the church
is not quite the same,” answered Mary with her
luminous glance bent upon the young man’s

erplexed face; ¢ deeply as I love and revere the
Established Church of this land, with its liturgy,
its creeds, its ordinances, which I hold to be God-
given, and which I know have been given for our
help and guidance (Mr. Wesley will tell you just
the same, if you ask him), I freely own that there
is a wider Church, embracing this and much
bosides: a Church of which, thank God, all
true Christians are members; a Church which
would fain gather the whole world within its
fold: and to that Church, Tom, you belong, and I
trust that you will do noble werk in its cause.
Some day, I believe, you will see as I see now, that
between the members of that Church there should
be nothing but brotherly love and harmony: but
it is a hard lesson to learn, for it is in human
nature to raise disputes, and to grow bitter over
small differences, forgetting that at heart we all
own one God, one Saviour, and are taught by ono
Holy Spirit.”

This certainly was a new idea to Tom, and one
he could not altogether assimilate : but something
of its spirit entered into his mind as he sat gazing
into the face of his visitor; and in days to come
he realised more and more the truth of that word.

Just at this present crisis of his life he was
fully convinced that none but a Methodist could
bo of any help to him: and accordingly a few
woeks later all Sax was electrified with astonish-
ment by the news that Mr. John Wesley had
spent a night at Ernscliff, that Mr. Latham had
met him there and had spont the whole evening
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iq talk, and that Tom Heron had been visited in
his own cottage by the groat preacher, who was
%omg on the morrow to take him away with him
or some special work amongst his own people.

It was Michael Portway who brought this
astounding piece of news to Sax. Mike said he
had been present at a portion of the interview
between Tom and the preacher, as had also Jos
Dawson, who had always had a leaning towards
the Methodists. Mike said that Mr. Wesley spoke
wonderful words, and it was plain that a great
impression had been produced upon his own
mind. He reported that Tom had appeared like
a2 Dew creature ever since he kmew that Mr.
Wesley was near, and that Lis strength seemed
to come back in full force as soon as he heard the
offer made him of working under the great man.

“ Will he give us a preaching here before he
goes?” asked a number of eager persoms, and
even Glegg was heard to mutter that he thought
he might as well let them hear what he could do
before he went away. Mike, bowever, knew
nothing about that. He had heard say that the
start was to be made next morning at nine
o'clock, and that Tom was to be provided with a
serviceable nag out of the Ernscliff stables : but
beyond that his knowledge did not go, and the
sleep of Sax was disturbed that night, wondering
what the next morning would bring forth.
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Almost the whole village was gathered to-
gether around the open Bpace about the forge
next morning, when the cry arose that the
expecled travellers were coming. Tom Heron
was riding a strong animal well known by sight
to the whole place, and he held his head erect,
with something of the old fearless look in his
eyes, though it was tempered by many other
feelings harder to analyse. Beside him was a
smt.all, spare man, also well-mounted, with a
striking face and very penetrating eyes. The
crowd, muttering the name of Mr. Wesley, fell
back and stared unrestrainedly.

Samson stepped forward and spoke a heartfelt
blessing upon his nephew, to which his eom-
panion responded by a fervent “ Amen.” Some of
the people gathering courage pressed nearer and
asked him to address them, but Wesley only
looked round him with a smile.

“ My friends,” be said, “ those of you who need
teaching, go you to church and hear it from your
own clergyman. I have no message for you that
you will not hear as well or better from his lips.
Go to charch—go to church, every man of you. If
all the parishes in this land were supplied as Sax
i, I should not be what I am to-day,” and with
a friendly nod to those about him the great man
rode upon his way, and Tom Heron of Sax rode.
beside him,

RELIGIOUS LIFE AND THOUGHT IN HOLLAND.

N medals struck in honour of William, Prince
of Orange, was often to be seen the legend
Szvis tranquillus in undis—*calm amid the

wild waves.” The words might serve to describe
Holland itself, perpetually threatened by the sea,
and yet so calm in face of its terrible foe. Should
one of its celebrated dykes give way, Amsterdam
might be submerged. But the great city appears
to feel no sense of danger. The whole nation, in
fact, is proverbial for its quiet demeanour and
its phlegmatic temperament. This attitude,
is not the outcome of indifference, but rather
of another mood of mind, which the national
motto well expresses—Je maintiendrai—“1 will
bhold on.” DPersistent battling with its foes,
persistent endeavour to secure and maintain their
rights, these are the qualities which, far more
than their phlegm, have marked the Dutch
people for more than three hundred years.
Under the leadership of the noble Prince of
Orange and bis successors, they esonght and
obtained religious freedom, and Holland became
the happy asylum where thousands ¢f persecuted
Huguenots found a home, large-hearted ggnerosity,
and an ample sphere for the oxercise of their
talents, whether as soldiers, merchants, manu-
facturers or preachers. To quote the words of
ope of her historians, Groen van Drinsterer,

“Holland became almost a second Fatherland for
Protestants. The Dutch flag became their flag,
the emblem of faith and freedom, the token of
deliverance, the gnarantee against a terrible alter-
native, apostasy or the galleys, apostasy or death.”
Holland, indeed, owes its existence as a state
to the Reformation. From being a mere congeries
of provinces, more or less obscure, a mere appanage
of the Spanish monarchy, it united its forces, and
after eighty years of terrible struggles (1568-
1648) secured independence and mnationality,
and took its place, and an honoured one, in the
great European commonwealth. And through
all the long period of conflict, and in presence of
the dangers with which it has so often been
beset, its cry has always been Je maintiendrai.
But the position and independence of the
country being secured, much of the energy of
the nation was diverted to theological questions,
and many who bad contended nobly for freedom
of conscience and worship, became intolerant
towards their countrymen who ventured to differ
from them on abstruse doctrinal questions. At
the outset, Lutheranism had been welcomed, but
it was gradually superseded by Calvinism, which
somehow proved to be better suited to the
character and feelings of the people. As soon as
peace reigned, election, and other correlated
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and were equally desirous to seo them again
taught and believed, felt it best to remain in the
Church, in the hope that at no distant day it
might again become an orthodox institution, and
a powerful instrument for the diffusion of truth.
So, amid all subsequent controversies, there has
always been within the borders of the Reformed
Church a considerable phalanx of staunch Cal-
vinists—a phalanx, which of late years has
received lerge accessions. This is due to Dr.
Kuyper, at present one of the most noted person-
ages in Holland.

As a clergyman, Dr. Kuyper's first parish was
a village in the Betuwe district, near Arnheim.
Here he was struck by finding that, after several
centuries, Calvin’'s doctrine still survived, and
was regarded with reverence by his parishioners.
This led him to study the works of Calvin and of
other reformers of the same school in a different
light to that in which Professor Scholten at
Leyden had been wont to present them, and thus
he was brought to the conclusion that Calvin had
founded a Church, and by stern church laws had
imparted blessing and peace to many souls.
After brief pastorates at the Hague and Amster-
dam, Dr. Kuyper felt himself called to devote his
whole strength to the promotion of the anti-
revolutionary cause, and so he became editor of
a daily and also of a weekly paper. To theso
duties he has now added the care and direction
of a Free University which he has founded in
Amsterdam. How far this last movement will
succeed, remains to be seen. There are about
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eighty students, but they are not all studying
theology. His aim is to make it, what it now is
not, a true university with its several facultics of
law and medicine, as well as theology. Should he
succeed, it still remains doubtful whether it will
over attract any large number of young men.
Ultra-Calvinism, as his tendency may be called,
does not find favour with many of the Dutch
clergy, althou;ih it is popular among some classes
of the people, chiefly the poor. Could Dr. Kuyper
have induced the Christian Reformed Church to
unite with him he might have had some hope
of moving the whole country.! Instead of that,
many of his followers have forsaken him and
joined that church. He has five churches in
Amsterdam, and though the attendants are almost
all servants, or people of the humble class, yet it
is said that much money is raised. His hope
was that the earnestly religious portion of the
Protestant community would see in him and his
friends the true Netherlands Reformed Church,
and would gather around him, thus enabling him
to get the whole church together with ita funds
into his hands—a desire, it may be remarked, of a
somewhat revolutionary character; and yet he
styles himself and his friends the anti-revolution-
ary party. Dr. Kuyper’s position is now that of
a Dissenter,. and though claiming to be the
defender of the true faith, he does so under the
great disadvautage of being in the eyes of the
nation at large a schismatic.

! Since the above was written, this union has been ac-
cepted, in principle, by the two respective Synoda.

At Slumber @ime,

HEIR slecp-fringed eyelids all baplized ancw
With peace sublime,
The Beulah-land of dreams they wander through,
At slumber time.

Their first few waking steps we count and know,
But who shall say

How far through bliss the litlle pilgrims go,
At set of day?

Or what high sccrefs, past our grown-up speech,
Their angels tell,

By the swilt emiles, whose impulse none may reach,
Betokened well ?

God watches, mother-like, with tircless eyes
Their elumbers sweet

Yea, the whole helpless world, a cradle lics,
Beside His fect.

But eince One filled, for ug, in utmost love,
A manger bed,

With specinl tenderness He bends above
Each baby head.

And, sometimes, He doth stoop where watchers weep,
And softly say,
“Lest any hurt if, I, the Lord, will keep
It night and day.”

O curth, so emptied by one tiny grave
Of all but woe!

O little life, love would have diod to save
Beyond the foe!

Not waking, orphaned from tho sleep of death,
*’Mid facos now,

But gathered o the Hcart that comforteth
As mothers do.

Safe, come whal may, God-shiclded, undefiled
Where none molest, )

Who would not nestle, ne a litile child,
Upon Hia breast?

MARY ROWLES JARVIS.









A BUNDAY SCHOOL IN A ROCK-CAVE.

November, 1881, wrought still groator havoo, Tho
window and seaward wall of masonry boing
broken down, the waves swopt all tho contonts of
the cave out to sca, carrying away ovon tho
massive oak table. Nothing was loft but the
shattered lamp susponded from tho roof. Tor
days aftorwards, whon tho storm lad lulled, the
tides throw up, at difforent and distant parts of
tl}q bay, the spoils from the cave, which woro
diligontly searched for, and most of thom re-
coveroq. The oak table was fortunately found,
but split into two pieces, and being brought back
with joy, was riveted togethoer, and replaced.

Into this cave, every Sunday ovening, thero
come from scattered homes among the mountains,
men, women, and children, for there is no church
near, and only at rare intervals a service is held
by the parish minister of Ardchattan in the
school-room at Selma. The service in the cave is
of somewhat irregular character, consisting of
%ra.yers in Gaelic and English, reading of the

ible,and a short earnest address, with catechising,
and abundance of hearty singing, eithor original
Gaelic hymns, or versions of old familiar English
hymus and spiritual songs. “ Rock of Ages,” and
“There are lights along the shore,” are special
favourites. Theo cave is seated for thirty comfort-
ably, but on some occasions fifty bave been
crowded in, and overy corner filled with eager
listeners and devout worshippers.

Of the poet-priest this is not the place to
tell much, but a word must be said agout his
early history, and the motive that urged him
to his useful work, Descended from old high-
land ancestors, his grandfather, & farmer, and his
father, a parish schoolmaster, John was sent to
Glasgow to be trained for commercial life. His
health failing, he returned to his people, and
opened a small shop or store. While he was in
Glasgow tho disruption of the Bcottish Kirk took
place, and John “went out,” along with most of
the highlanders. In due time he was ordained
an clder of the Free Church, but he needed no
official position to do good as he saw opportunity.
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This led to his opening the Sunday school. No
one ocould objoct, where the popnlation was
so scanty and so scattered. 'The “ Highland
cloarances,” of which we have heard much at a
distance, stirred the patriotic feeling of Campbell,
os thoy did long choro the s}virit of Henry
Iirskino, who wrote the poem “The Emigrant,”
and of Thomas Camphell, and other Scottish
bards. One of the poema of the poet of Ledaig is
woll known to highlanders, hoth at home and
among tho oxiles in Canada, Australia, the
United States, and wherever the (Jaels have
gone throughout the world.

. The following verses have peculiar significance
in our own day, whon the sorrows of the Crofters
are again before the public.

And door to my heart ars tho chivalrous ways,

And the kindly regards of the old Highland days;
When tho worth of tho chicf, and the strength of the clan,
Brought glory end gain to tho brave Highland mean.

But now with mere sheep they have peopled tho brae,
And flung the brave clansman, like rubbish, away;
But should foes we have conquered the struggle renew,
They'd sigh for the boys with the bonnots of bluo.

But patriotism, though beautiful in verse, can-
not withstand the stern necessities of political
economy, and “highland clearances’ must con-
tinue, while the people are poor, and foreign
deor-stalkers are rich. Nothing of such feelings
enters into the teaching of the cave, where the
good man points the way to & bettor land, beyond
all earthly changes.

One word only in conclusion: the story of
Ledaig has got into the ordinary guide-books, and
many tourists will now invade the poet's humble
home. Let them, as his labours are all for the

oor, and freely given, not visit the cave without
eaving o contribution in the offertory-box for
carrying on so beneficent a work. Many a bigh-
land 1ad and lass got their first start in life from
good John Campbell of Ledaig.
JAMES MACAULAY, M.D.
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will, as an octogoenarian, appear to belong

to a goneration thot peopled an oldor
world, sho is still sufficiently popular in the
United States to command many readers for the
autobiography sho has published in that country.
Through a long lifo, and es})colu.ll during moro
than forty years of widowhood, Mrw. Haviland
has lived for others, and her term of servico
promises to lecomeo oxtonded into tho ninth
decade of Lor oventful careor. Tho intorest the
mention of the name excites, Las heen not o little

“ZIIILE to readers of to-day Laura ITaviland

L

hoightenod by the fuol that its owner iy an ox-
direotor of the Undorground Railroad.

Mre, ITaviland’s fathor was Daniel Swith, of
Toastorn Now York, and hor mothor Senoe Blanchor,
of Vormont, the first boing @ ministor in tho
Socioty of Yriouds, and tho othor wnn older.
Aftor thoir marriago this happy couple resided
at Kitloy in Ontario, and thore Laure was
Dorn in 1808, Sho was o livoly and inquisitivo
child, and was oarly improssod by the truths of
roligion on tho ono Lond, and by the iniquity of
glavory on tho other. A fow wocks Lofore com-
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pleting her seventeenth year she was married
to Charles Haviland, junior, and the two set
up housekeeping at Royalton, Niagara county,
New York, but soon after removed to Raisin in
the New Michigan territory, where Mrs. Havi-
land’s parents had already settled. The first
efforts in philanthropy were made on this virgin
soil by opening a school for poor children, whom
Mrs. Haviland educated with her own. At that
time, the date of our own Queen’s accession to
the throne,  there was not a school in our young
state that would open its door to a coloured
person,” remarks Mrs. Haviland, who also found
that her rapidly developing abolitionist princi-
ples, among people who were more anxious to
retain their own peace unimpaired than to give
back to others their birthrights, were anything
but popular. While seeking to impart gospel
blessings to others, the Havilands were rewarded
by the conversion of four of their own children.
While this happy work was in progress in the
spring of 1845 death entered the home, first
taking the husband and father, and then the
youngest child. Thatseemed indeed to be a dark
cloud, but it was not without its silver lining;
for soon afterwards Mrs. Haviland was enabled
to labour more earnestly on behalf of the op-
pressed negroes. From the first she was very
outspoken in her opinions: slave-holding was
nothing less than ‘ the sum of all villainjes.”

The tactics employed by slaveholders who were
in pursuit of runaways were vindictive: but when
these fugitives came into the vicinity of a station
on the Underground Railroad their discovery was
one of the most difficult undertakings possible.
But though the friends of fugitive slaves resorted
to various remarkable out-of-the-way expedients,
they could not surpass the ingenuity of their
pursuers, who not only carried revolvers, but
would personate persons whom they supposed
the “ niggers” were most desirous of seeing, and
would feign sickness, or do amything else that
was likely to allure victims into their trap.
Mrs. Haviland tells a curious story of two men,
father and son, named Chester, who were of this
character; theynot only threatened her life because
she aided in sheltering the slave-wife of a free
man, but wrote letters in the name of a prin-
cipal friend of the fugitive, and the younger
even pretended to be this friend—a well-known
Christian elder—and, with his features concealed,
further pretended to be confined to bed by illness
at a hotel in the neighbourhood. What followed
may be told in Mrs. Haviland’s own words:—

“ After a long walk one day I called at the
former residence of the Chester family, and was
seated in the front parlour. It is hard to imagine
my feelings as I sat in the room where these two
men had lain in death’s cold embrace—men who
had flourished towards my face the six-shooter.
1t was by this kind of deadly weapon the life of
one was taken; and here also, not in feigned but
in real sickness, the last week of the life of the
other was spent. No wonder the blood seemed
to curdle in my veins in contemplating the lives
of these men, and their end.”

‘While Mrs. Haviland thus became recognised
as a friend of any fugitive slave who might
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require assistance, she continued to benefit her
neighbourhood as a philanthropist by maintaining
the Raisin Institute, which, as a school where all
were received on an equality, was not only a
witness against slavery, but helped to create a
wholesome public opinion. The ivhabitants seem
to have been sufficiently far away from the chief
centres of the slave traffic to be quite out of
sympathy with its hardships; and even those
whose natural proclivities tended in an opposite
direction, would be almost or quite converted to
abolitionist views when they witnessed the over-
joyful meeting of a mother and her children who
bad travelled in separate parties towards the land
of freedom. At the same time we are permitted
to see the best side of the system for the over-
throw of which Mrs. Haviland persistently
laboured. There was, for example, in one district
such “a remarkably kind master ” that his slaves
forgot that they were “niggers” at all, “they
thought they were white; ” but notwithstanding,
this is how these field-workers fared at dinner in
harvest-time : —

“ When we entered the kitchen of the house,
twelve men and women slaves just came in
from the harvest-field for their dinner, which
consisted of ¢corn-dodgers’ placed in piles at
convenient distances on the bare table, made of
two long rough boards on crossed legs. A large
pitcher filled as full asits broken top would allow
of sour milk, and a saucer of greens, with a small
piece of pork cut in thin slices, were divided
among the hands, who were seated on the edge
of their table, except a few who occupied stools
and broken chairs—not a whole earthen dish or
plate was on that table. A broken knife or fork
was placed by each plate, and they used each
other’s knife or fork, and ate their humble repast
with apparent zest.”

The well-known Levi and Catherine Coffin
were co-directors with Mrs. Haviland of the
Underground Railroad, the mnorthern terminus
of which was in our own Dominion of Canada.
One party after another would continually be
coming up to need assistance, and as professional
slave-hunters were ever on the scene, stimulated
to scent out the track of fugitives by the large
rewards that were offered, the Vigilance Committee
had constantly to devise new disguises or to in-
vent new stratagems in order to prevent fugitives
from falling a prey to their pursuers. As a rule,
it appears to have answered best to be * care-
lessly careful,” otherwise to be daringly bold in
moments of greatest danger. At ono time the
coraely young mulatto for whom a thousand
dollars reward might be offered, with the promise
of another thousand if the first was not sufficient,
would walk limpingly through the streets of a
town dressed as an old Quakeress, her face being
whitened with flour to make her lovk through
her veil like a delicate invalid.

The slave-hunter and his coveted prize might
even be separated only by the thin partition of
two houses; and, if the pursuit threatened to
become more than ordinarily dangerous, a letter
in a fugitive’s handwriting, sent on to be posted
in Canada long before the toilsome stages of the
journey were completed, would at once cause the
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chase to collapse. In somo instances the slaves
were a8 inventive as their friends, and not a whit
less heroic. Inone notabloe case two young slaves,
James and George, escaped from bondage to reach
in eafoty a Quaker settlement some hundred
miles from their owner’s plantation. Both could
now have readily reached the land of freedom, as
they were on the main line of the underground
route, but only James decided to go on, for George
had a young and beloved wife in bondage, and
he would not escape alone. Having tested the
woykmg of the line to his satisfaction, he re-
mained at the settlement long emough to earn
eighty dollars, and with these he returned to his
old master who received the money with un-
common satisfaction. Soon afterwards George
again disappeared, and this time he was accom-
panied by his wife; of course it was not long
before the two found themselves at the northern
terminus. One named Jack, who had escaped
from Virginia, guided by the north star, was
traced to a house in which he had taken refuge
by a party of pursuers. They searched every
room upstairs and downstairs, even the room
wherein Jack lay concealed in a mattress, and
went off satisfied that he was not there.

Slave-hunters and slave-owners would hardly
believe that members of the injured race had
feelings like ordinary white people, but experienca
was frequently proving otherwise. A woman who
was sold away from her seven children became
such a spectacle of overwhelming grief, that one
who lived only eight miles away bought her in
order that she might see her family occasionally ;
but relief came too late : the literally heart-broken
mother died about a month later.

It is no wonder that Mrs. Haviland incurred
some risk while engaging in such a service.
Friends repeatedly warned her of threatening
dangers; and at one time a price of three thou-
sand dollars was said to be put upon her head.
But she went forward without flinching, being
at all times strengthened by waiting upon the
Lord in prayer.

At times when fugitives were supposed to be
in a town, watchers, who were liberally paid,
would be posted at street-corners; but if the sun
was shining these could commonly be eluded by
driving boldly by them, and if it were dark the
conductors did well to hold their lanterns full in
the enemy’s face as though they themselves
were looking for somebody. While conscience
approved, it was altogether an exciting business,
with just enough of peril mixed up with it to add
zest to its adventures.

One of Mrs. Haviland’s chief duties still con-
tinued to be the educational work at the Raisin
Institute ; she was also o comforter of the sick,
and a visitor of the poor; and if need arose, she
did not shrink from facing the perils of the road
with bands of fugitives. The adventnres on such
occasions, both by night and by day, showed that
it was a service of danger from natural causes as
well as from enemies in pursuit. During one such
journey from Cincinnati to Toledo she gathered
some supplics for Calvin Fairbanks. This martyr
to the cause was lodged in a Kentucky gaol for
the crize of aiding the slave, and, such prisoners
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being treated none too tenderly, this represented
another danger which lad to be seriously taken
into account. As regarded the travelling itself
under such circumstances, it never lacked excite-
ment. For cxample, on the occasion just referred
to, *“ As there was a full of snow a foot deep, the
friends concluded to take us across a swamp,
which would save u number of miles; and as
tl_lere were indications of a thaw, one man offered
his team and double sledge if a certain coloured
man would go that night and drive it. . . . We
wore soon protected from the prospective incle-
ment weather, with a buffulo-robe presented to
myself, and quilts around the rest of our party.”

Across this wild tract, which would at least
have the advantage of being free from pursuers,
the party travelled until three in the morning,
when they ¢ came to a largo half-finished frame-
house, brilliantly lighted, and the owner seemed
to be preparing his team for leaving. . . . They
were very kind, and insisted on our resting till
daylight, and making a warmn breakfast. The
invitation was accepted with gratitude. I spent
my time in conversing with our kind hostess,
while my company slept an hour.”

By nine o’clock on the following morning the
adventurous party found themselves at Car-
thaginia, and, happening to meet a coloured
woman, who at once perceived what was in the
wind, she directed them to the house of a friend.
“I know you, though I never saw you before,”
this friend remarked to Mrs. Haviland, who adds,
‘“ we followed him to his very comfortable home,
and were soon seated at a luxurious table.”
Immediately after this pleasant and encouraging
adventure the frost suddenly broke up and added
perils to the way. *Streams with floating ice
made fording difficult, especially -Mosquito
Creek,” says the narrative; *but our driver and
Simon measured the depth of water, and with
rails pushed the floating ice from the ford,
to enable me to drive through.” Such was
travelling in the United States in 1852; but
during the thirty-six years which have elapsed
since that date what changes have come over the
scene. After entailing the penalty of civil war,
slavery itself has been abolished, and the iron
road now enables the traveller to pass with ease
over vast tracts of country.

In her evangelistic work and eduocational
enterprise Mrs. Haviland often found it necessary
to overcome prejudice; and, in this respect her
success affords an encouragement to others who
may encounter opposition and persecution. Part
of the work was done at Toledo, and, referring
to this town she says: *Thero were fifteen
families of the lower class of Irish who lived
in shanties near tho canal that ran within a fow
rods of our schoolhouse. As the most of our
scholars passed them, or would have to go half a
mile farther, we got from one man in particular
o systematic cursing . . . this regular set of
ourses woro for mo every time I passed when ho
was in his cabin, and frequently a numbér of
others standing by would join him.”

It would not have answorod to oppose this
kind of opposition by forco or by the arwm of the
law; nothing remained but to overcome evil
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with good. On a certain Saturday, when these
Irish had done their work for the week and
wore sitting on the grass outside their doors,
Mrs. Haviland approached to speak with them.
*“ People are too apt to despise other nations and
classes of men,” she said. * All this is wrong;
- God made us all as it pleased Him, and it is not
for us to find fault with our Heavenly Father,
who loves all human families alike. As we
acknowledge the Fatherhood of God, we should
also acknowledge the brotherhood of man in all
nations and classes.”

These words drew forth the approval of all the
company, and the ringleader in opposition
expressed sorrow that he had not known the
lady better. “Even my systematic curser
was among my best friends after that,” says
Mrs. Haviland, “and my scholars as well as
myself were treated with the utmost respect ever
after, while two of them sent for me when very
sick and not expected to live, one of whom
died a few days after . . . I read to her some of
those precious promises of our Saviour, from
which she drew great consolation.”

In 1852 Mrs. Haviland paid a visit to the
great border town of Detroit, opposite the Cana-
dian town of Windsor. About eight miles inland
from the last-named town there was a colony
of fugitives who were looked after by the Refugee
Association, and here it was determined to labour
for a time, the field of enterprise being a very
inviting one to a person of abolitionist pro-
clivities. Suitable buildings for school and for
worship had been erected, while the quondam
slaves “lad built for themselves small log-
houses, and cleared from one to five acres each
on their heavily-timbered land, and raised corm,
potatoes, and other garden vegetables. A few
had put in two or three acres of wheat, and were
doing well for their first year.” :

The happiness of these poor simple people on
the free soil of the great Dominion exceeded any
one’s power of description; it was to them the
beginning of life again, or, as might be said, the
beginning of their true life. They were anxious
to learn to read and write; they vied with each
other in farming and in building; and those
who had been united only *“in slave fashion,”
were re-married according to the Christian mode.
The most exciting times were those when new
companies arrived from the slave states. On
one memorable occasion a party of nearly thirty
all came in at once, headed by the heroic
conductor, John Fairfield, who was constantly
engaged in this kind of service. One woman,
who was almost a nonagenarian, clapped her
hands and leaped into the air as she cried, “I's
young again, glory to Jesus! I's sixteen!”
Standing by, John Fairfield declared that he was
well repaid for all the dangers and fatigues of
the journey.

‘I'he school which Mrs. Haviland opened here
was very successful, the place of imeeting being
crowded with scholars of all ages. ‘ Many fre-
quently came five or six miles with their ox-teams
to attend these meelings with their families,”
she says. “Every man, woman, or child who
could read a verse in the Testament, even with
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assistance, took part in reading the lesson, and
liberty was given to ask questions. A more
;:iumest, truth-seeking congregation we seldom
nd.”

The people manifested complete confidence in
Mrs. Haviland. She not only tanght them in
school, but advised them on business matters,
and wrote letters to their friends. The progress
the scholars made was not only satisfactory, but
surprising to such as were unaware of the negroes’
aptitude for leaining; and their simple earncst
faith in the Gospel truths was a pattern that
cducated whites might profitably imitate,

Some of the people could, of course, tell very
moving stories ; and there were some who recog-
nised in Mrs, Haviland a friend who had formerly
aided them to escape from bondage. Then some
of the life-narratives were of tragic inferest, and
among these was the striking case of William
Hamilton. He had a wife and four children to
whom he was greatly attached, and when his
master, in order to discharge a heavy debt, sold
him away from these, he refused to go. At last
they came to threats of violence, but, flourishing
a dirk with which he had armed himself, William
stood on the defemsive, while his master, with a
number of attendants, a rope in his pocket, and a
bowie-knife in his hand, called upon him to yield.
At length the slave-owner rushed forward, but
met the weapon of William before he could use
his own. If a man had killed a slave in this
way he would have been complimented, but, as
it was, the affair was magnified into murder aund,
although Anderson escaped to Canada, the whole
South appears to bave been agitated, and to have
made extraordinary efforts to gain possession of
him. But the authorities till the last refused
to give up the fugitive.

‘When the civil war broke out, Mrs. Haviland
suspended her work at the Raisin Institute, and
became an angel of mercy to those who suffered
in the terrible conflict which many shrewd
observers had foreseen, and which shattered, past
all repair or rebuilding, the fabric of slavery in
the United States,
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Tue OvtLIsK AT ON, OF GEXEsIS, oR HELIOPOLIS.—Many
descriptions have been written of this solitary obelisk, one
of the grandest of Egyptian antiquarian relics, but no one
has given a more picturesque or suggestive account than
Dean Stanley, in bis * Sinai and Pulestine.”

“The obelisk in front of the temple of the Sun has stood
for 4000 years. It is the oldest in Egypt, and thercfore
in the world. It was raiscd about a century beforc tho
coming of Joseph; it Lae looked down on his marriage with
Ascnath, daughter of the High Priest of the Temple; it has
scen the growth of Moscs ; 1t is mentioned by Heroditus;
Plato sat undor its shadow ; of all obelisks which sprung up
around it, it nlone has kept its first position. One by one it
Las seen its sons and brothers depart to great destinics clse-
where. From these gardens cawo tho obelisks of the Laterun,
of the Vatican, and of the Porta del Populo; and this
venerable column is now almost the only landmark of the
great peat of the wisdom of Egypt.”
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“ Now, then, Winnie Markham, what’s that you're a-hidin’
of there? You'd better tell, or it'll be the worse for you,
that's all,” and one of Winnie's aversions, a boy, dnshed
across the street, and laid violent hands upun her apron.
% Pool | only flowera!” and with a contemptuous grimace
he maliciously wrenched them eut of her grasp, and tossed
them into the muddy street, then hurried off with a mock-
ing laugh, as he eaw a policeman approach within hail.

She did not cry, but her lips quivered as she picked up
the shattered remains of her precious bouquet. It wos
completely spoilt. The ground at her feet was atrewn with
fallen leaves, and the roscs left wpon their stalks looked
none the better for their rude contact with the dirty flag-
etones. As she sorrowfully turned them about, her face a
shade paler even than its wont, her eyes fell upon the text-
card unnotliced hitherto. “The fower fadeth, but——"
she read, then came a muddy smear which entirely
obliterated the next words; only the last three could be
deciphered : “stand for ever.” *Ob, il I could only read
it1” she murmured, trying, but in vain, to rub off the stain.
It must be the name of sowe kind of flowers that don’t
wither, ones that lasts for always. I’ll search and search for
them, for I know everybody would buy flowers that stand
for ever. But I'll never find them, for I can’t read the
name one bit, and I don’t know who wrote it, and ——""

What happened next was the work of a moment. Two
young men in rough horse-play dashed suddenly round the
corner of the street, and, before they were able to check
themselves in their mad career, or Winnie, absorbed in her
flowers, could start aside, she was strock against with such
force that she lost her balance and fell heavily to the
pavement, where she lay insensible. Sorry enough for the
mischief their heedlessness had wrought, the lads carried
her at once into the hospital.

When Winnie recovered consciousness she found herself
lying in the accident ward of St. Luke’s, with several
persons standing about her bed. Her head felt confused,
and everything seemed strange, but a faint smile flitted
across her pale lips as she recognised in the face bending
over her the lady who had given her the roses.

<« She is not much hurt, Miss Wards,” the surgeon was
saying, “ only stunned by the fall. Poor little thing. We
must keep her for a day or two. I wish we had an excuse
for doing more.”

« Mr. Miller,” said Miss Wards in an undertone, drawing
the doctor aside, “ that child interests me. I intend to be
in town again next week, and if you judged it safe then for
her to travel, I should like to take her back with me to
Fordingbridge. I daresay it will not be difficult to find
some one there who would be glad to mother her for a few
weeks.”

The doctor expressed unqualified approvalof this echeme,
and so it came to pass that one sunny May afternoon Winnie
Markham, somewhat bewildered with this unexpected kind-
ness, found herself an inmate of Heathercliff, the residence
of Miss Wards’ father, in the country town of Fording-
bridge.

The followiog morning, as Miss Wards was busy writing
in the library, a maid came in search of her. “If you
please, Miss Annette, Mrs. Carver would like to see you
about some needlework, if it is convenient for you now.”

Miss Wards found Rosie’s mothor waiting for her in the
servants’ hall. There, too, was Winnie aslcep on the
window-settle where she had curled herself up to rest after
a long ramble in the Heathercliff gardens, which, to the
little city waif, seemed a perfectly unending fairyland of
delights. She was sleeping so soundly that the subdued
murmur of voices did mnot disturb her, it only mingled
pleasantly with Ler dreams of birds and flowers. A geatlo
hand on her foreliead roused her at length. * Winnie,
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dear,” said Miss Wards, “ this is my old nurse, Mrs. Carver.
I should like you to know her. Won't you wake np and
speak to lier?  Bhe is wondering whether you would like to
go by-and-by to stay with her for a while, and help her to
take caro of her little Rose.”

Blowly Winnie uncurled herself, rubbed her eyes hard,
and took o long look at the stranger. Apparently satiefied,
ghe edged closer. ‘Is your rese withering?” she asked,
something puzzled by Miss Annette’s question.

Mrs. Corver started. Without replying, she tored her
head quickly away to hide a sudden rush of tears. Im-
mediately a little hand was Iaid softly upon her arm.
“I've made you cry; I wish I hadn’t.”

8tooping hurriedly, the mother kissed the child. * Puir
bairnie |” she murmured. Mrs. Carver was Scotch, and a
long residenco in England had not robbed her tongue of
the expressions fumiliar to her childhood’s days. Taking
Winnie’s hand in hers, she said in her gentle voice: “If
you would care to come some day and bide with us fora
while, Rosie and me would like it fine.”

“I should like very much to stay with you,” Winnie
promptly replied. “I might go just now, only,” with a wist.
ful look towards Miss Wards, “shall I not see you again?”

“Oh yes, dear. Rosic is Mrs. Carver's little girl and my
Sunday scholar. She is sick just now, and I go to see her
often. I did not mean to give you up eo soon, but, if narse
would like to take you to-day, I suppose I must not say a
word, for I know how glad Rosie will be.”

SCRIPTURE ENIGMA.
N9. XVIL

‘Who brought Nathanael to the Saviour’s feet?
Who for hia father made some savoury meat ?
Who told king David all the priests were slain?
A queen of Ethiopia’s wide domain:

‘What judge in Israel died at ninety-eight?
What priest « before the altars” met his fate?
Chief of the singers who to David ceme :

Chief of the porters; tell his father's name.

A priest confessing Israel’s sin with tears:
Tenth son of Heman one of David’s seers.

Who, when he heard some unexpocted news,
Cried out in rage—* What do these feeble Jews?”

Take finals and initals now, and say,
Who are the “blessed,” filled with hecavenly grace;
Those shall be called God’s children day by day.

And these shall cee His face.
L T.

—_———

SCRIPTURE EXERCISE.
NO, MI.

To whom did David say

“Let me not fall, I pray,

Into man’s hand to-day”?

Who hears the prophet speak—
“God waits for you to seek
Let not your hands be weak.”
Of whom does Jucob eay

“He shall be judge, one day,
A serpent by the way.”

Set down these names; five letters spell tho three;
Inilial lettors give tho first, you sce;

The final letters spell the fival name;

The ceniral one reads every way the same.





