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CHAPTER XVIII.-A TROUBLESOME CHARGE, 

"A FINE sight o' trouble be be giving up 
there," snorted Old Glegg in fine contempt, 
as he sat with his pipe and his glass in 

the parlour of the Red Dragon. " That cooms of 
folks a-setting of theirselves up a.gin Madam. I 
always did say, and I sticks to it through every­
thing, Madam knows what's what. She's got a 
powerful lot o' grit in her, h11s Madam, 'specially 
considering as she's a woman. But folks will go 
thiiir own way, and a fine mess they got into 
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with it. I reckon Mrs. Mary wishes rarely as 
she hadn't took that there Tom into her cottage, 
What with doctor's bill~, and what with one thing 
and another, thQre'll be a fine sight to pay, and 
it's no thanks as she'll get from that graceless lad. 
He'll be off to his old ways so soon as he can set 
one foot before another." 

"Is he getting any better?" asked Trusbet. 
"So they say, but with them rhoumatics no 

one knows how things will turn. Times they fly 
to the heart, and make an end of a man all in a 
twinkling, like the snuff of a candlo. He'd be a 
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fino corpso woulu 'l'om lloron," ndtlml tho tmxton, 
tho profotisionnl sido of his 1rnturo gotLing tho 
uppor hand: "I Mhouldn't wo1Hlor now lrnt wlmt 
ho moasuro t.i.x foot four or fi vo in his colliu. 
'l'hoy longthon out 1t bit dond you soo, unywuy 
ho\l tako n big oollin to hold un. I novcr 
thought to dig 'l'om IIcron'ii grn.vo, lmt thoro, 
thoro, iu tho midst o' lifo wo uro in douth. 'l'rno 
cnouµ;h-truo onough. All(} partion histiolf looks 
us if ho\l ho the noxt to go. lio\l nevor lm' gut 
through tho wiutor if ho J..mdu't hu.u Mr. Hugh to 
holp un." 

"Bo it l\fr. Hngh us hn.s set all them now­
fouglcd notions gain' ? 11 n~koll nnothor of tho 
group. Glog-g~ wus u grcnt nut!tority on all 
mattors ccclosinstical, and sumo rocent innova­
tions on old wnys had aroused consideruble 
interest and excitoment in the village. Madmn 
had raised no open protest, nncl so long as the 
great houso remained acq11iosco11t, the village was 
diffident about criticising; but there wus a strong 
feeling that oxplu.nation was required, and Glogg 
was the mnn who was supposed to be the oracle, 
if ho could but be persuaded to open his lips. 

Ho screwed 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 answerod with praiseworthy cauLion. 
"If you'd a took in half the meaning of parson's 
sermons over since he's been here, you'd a known 
as ho was aiming at some'L1t. Bless you, I know 
it all along. I've said times nnd again to mysslf, 
we'll have changes hero some o' these fine day!I 
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 dicln't bide quiet altogether, he put on 
Sacrament Sunday once a month, and it used only 
to be throe 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 
wore 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 ancl 
says as that isn't enough, and every Sunday 
should be Sacrament Sunday. 'l'hem young men 
from Oxford, they do get hold of a powerful lot 
o' queer notions. I'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 dinnors, and like 
enough they should. Mr. Hugh, so thoy suy at 
the Hall, says as he'd havo fewer sermons and 
Sacrament al ways; but, lor bless you ! tho farmers 
would never pnt up with that. Why when 
would they get their Sunday nap if sermon wus 
took off? It won't do; it won't ~10. And I'll 
toll Mr. Hugh my own self, if so bo as he asks 
wo ; awl who would bo like to know better?" 

"Folks suy us the ladies of J~rnsoliff aro power­
ful fund o' new-fanglod nutiu11H, 11 romarkctl one of 
the compcmy 1outntivcly, "I've lwerd toll as 
they got u, J\fotl10l1y to Tum whoa he was HO 

wild-liko; but that ho couldn't understand a 
word thut was spoke, and was off his head days 
nnd 11ights together. It do seem Rtrange as they 
ehuulcl 11, took up with un, jnet IIS Madam turned 
un olf the ostnte. It ain't many folks as cares to 
fly in Madam's face; but th(,y don't seem on­
friendly like when thoy do meet." 

Glogg closed one eye in a meaning fashion, and 
laid his finger against the side of his rubicund nose. 

"Madam duetm't wish to quarrel with Mrs. 
Mury, for all she's a bit wrong-headed and wilful­
like. Why, it's plain as anything w:hat the 
Captain goes thero so often for; and they do say 
as she has 11, tidy bit of money now ; much more 
than Ernscliff brings her in. I don't see what 
moi o a woman wants than a husband like the 
Captain, ancl 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 we.s 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 thorA 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 I knows the ways of un. Mr. Hugh knows 
where the money lies as well as the Captain and 
Madam. 'J.'hey 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 so." 

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
spoken, 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 ea1·ly spring had been a sad time for poor 
Tom Heron. Weakened by long abstinence and 
the asceticism he had practised when striving 
aft£ir a better manner of life, he hacl 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 forgi one cold winter's day, pros­
trated him with inflammatory rheumatism, and 
for many weeks his life had been almost despaired 
of. Had he been inhabiting his olcl clamp and 
unsn,nitary house, he would scarcely have risen 
from his sick bod again: but as kind Providence 
would huvo it, ho now found himself in ono of 
the J<]rnsoliff cottages, where the well-being an,l 
comfort of the inhabitants was studied, and 
moreover tho lal1ies of Ernseliff not only callod 
in adequato me<1ioal help, but sent from their 
own taule and kitohen everything needful for 
tho sufferer during his long illness and 1,till 
longer eouvaloi,;ooneo. Auel so with all this holp, 
'rom wns slowly and painfully titru~gliug back 
to lifo again; und m1 ho l1iy looking out thrvugh 
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the open lattico wimlow upon tho awakening 
world of nature, he felt a slight stirring of the 
pulses, and the first faint desire for lifo that ho 
had kuown for many a long week. 

Janet Dawson sat beside him, stitching with 
her characteristic industry at some piece of 
household linen, Strange as it was to see that 
storn face beside him, 'l'om had grown used to 
the sight by this 1ime. 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 illnesi,. 
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 tendauce 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 have feared to attempt alone. 
Molly was as quick and as sensitive as the blind 
so 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 
her. 

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. 
It fair shames me when I think--" 

" Then don't think, ye senseless loon," retorted 
Janet with her customary sharpness, which, Tom 
bad 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 'rom alone with his blind siste~. 

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

lt was not as though his conversion had been a 
mere passin" pl1ase of feeling, engendere_d by his 
tenor 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 dcop 
hold upon his mincl, and had stood the tcf:lt of a 

whole year. Thero had always been much that 
was fine and even noble in 'l'om Heron's nature 
but his circumstances and surroundings had bee~ 
against him, and that mystery of inherited wild­
ness which ran through bis very veins, had 
helped to make of him the reckless ne'er-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 repented earnestly, and had struggled 
fiercely against temptation and vice. He had 
believed that he had conquered. He had believed 
that his old sins had cearnd to have power upon 
him. He had not been happy-but this he had 
looked upon as the natural consequence of his 
constant self-denial, and of his conscientious with­
clrawal from the society of his fellow-men. He 
had been almost proud to show the world 1bat be 
could live bis 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 t.bink birurnlf 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 sav€d­
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 sucli' 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 Jay 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 belieYed 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 for the atoning blood of Christ. 

And so he fell into a state of pi ofound melan­
choly, from which nothing seemed to rouse him. 
Janet Dawson went back 1o 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 nothiDg 
seemed to produce any effect upon him; Mr. Hugh 
from Rookwood and Mr. Latham the clergyaan 
visited him, and did all they could to lighten the 
burden of his sorrow ; but their words newr 
seemed to reach him, and though he no longer 
repulsed their friendly overtures, it did l.lot ap­
pear as though their teaching had any beyuncl the 
most transitory effect upon his mind. 

Yet, with all this against him, his b0dily health 
improved; and as fOOn as the milder weather 
had fairly set in, he was ablo to crnwl llowu 
the narrow staircase into the little living room 
below, which Molly kept in beautifol Qrdor; and 
somotimos by the aid of a ~tick nnd the child's 
shouldor to creep round the little garden which 
was l1right witl1 spring flowers. 

"It i1:1 Jos who keeps it nll so nie<'," explaiuc,1 
T ~ 
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Molly, "Jos n1Hl l\Iiko between them. 'l'hcy aro 
so kind to mo. '!'hoy eomo almost ovory clay 
and do so many things fur mo." ' 

'l'om sighed: he wondered why people wore 
kind to him. He felt so little worthy of kind­
ness. But 1\lichael Portway and Jos Dawson 
wore friends of whom he was not ashamed. 
They had never been led into the excesses of 
which he had been guilty. He could trust them 
as he could trust few besides, whilst they plainly 
showed that they wore 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. 
~e passed his days in hopeless brooding, and his 
mghts were disturbed by shirting dreams and 
fevered fan?ies. 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, ,vith his head buried in his hands 
not thinking exactly, still less readin.,. o; 
studying, but brooding iu dark despair ove~ 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 
oihe cottage to find Tom alone there. She had 
. discovered by this time that to take him by 
-surprise woula be the only way of obtaining an 
interview with him. His shame and shrinking 

• were so 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 elear glance of her sweet eyes, knowing 
himself the vile creature he felt himself 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 

,had 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 
Jast 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 ho had long looked up to him as to his 
father in God. One of his most bitter troubles 
new was in the doubts which assailed him as to 
the truth of the cloctrines taught by his late 
leaders, since when last he had seen them they 
had been at fierce enmity between themselves. 
To see Mr. Wesley had been the dream of his 

rccentJife: 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 
Ernsclilf, 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. 
I believe 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?" 

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

"I 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 
perplexed 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 
besides: 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 we,rk 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 
na-ture to raise disputes, and to grow bitter o,er 
small differences, forgetting that at heart we all 
own one God, ooe Saviour, and are taught by ono 
Holy Spirit." 

This certainly was a new idea to Tom, ana 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 convince<l that none but a Methodist could 
bo of any help to him: and accordingly a few 
weeks later all Sax was electrified with astonish­
ment by the news that l\Ir. John Wesley had 
spent a night at Ernscliff, that l\Ir. Latham haJ 
met him there and had spent the whole evening 
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in talk, and that Tom Heron had been visited in 
hi~ own cottage by the groat preacher, who W88 

gomg on the morrow to take him away with him 
for some special work amongst his own people. 

It W!B Michael Portway who brought this 
astounding piece of news to Sax. Mike said he 
had been pre~ent 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 
~onder~ul words, and it W88 plain that a great 
1~press1on had been produced upon his own 
mind. He reported that Tom had appeared like 
a new creature ever since he knew 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 persons, 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, however, 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. 

Almost the whole village was g.'\thered to­
gether around the open space ab011t the forge 
next morning, when the my ar08e that the 
expected travellers were coming. '.fom 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 h~ 
eylll!, though it was tempered by many other 
feelings harder to analyse. Beside him was a 
small, spare man, also well-mounted, with a 
striking face and very penetrating eyes. The 
crowd, muttering the name of Mr. Wesley, fe]l 
back and stared unrestrainedly. 

Samson stepped forward and spoke a heartfelt 
blessing upon his nephew, to which his com­
panion responded by a fervent" .Amen." Some of 
the people gathering courage pressed nearer and 
asked him to address them, but Wesley on]y 
looked round him with a smile. 

"My friends," he said, "those of you who need 
teaching, go yon to church and hear it from your 
own clergyman. I have no message for yon that 
you will not hear as well or better from his lips. 
Go to chuxch-go to church, every man of yon. If 
all the parishes in this land were B11pplied as Sax 
is, 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. 

_____ ....__.,........ G2) V......__A•-----

RELIGIOUS LIFE .AND THOUGHT IN HOLLAND. 

ON medals struck in honour of William, Prince 
of Orange, was often to be seen the legend 
883rnB tranquillua in undi.a-" 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-" I will 
hold on.'' Persistent battling with its foes, 
persistent endeavour to secure and maintain their 
rights, these are the qualities which, far more 
than their phlegm, ha,·e marked the Dutch 
pc.--ople for more than three hundred years. 
Under the leadership of the noble Prince of 
Orange and his BUccesson, they sought and 
obtained religious freedom, and Holland became 
the happy asylum where thousands Qf persecuted 
Huguenots found a home,large-heartedg6"nero11ity, 
and an ample sphere for the exercise of their 
talents, whether as soldiers, merchants, manu­
facturers or preachers. To quote the words of 
one of her historians, Groen van P1·in11terer, 

"Holland became almost a second Fatherland for 
Protest.anti!. The Dutch flag became their flag, 
the emblem of faith and freedom, the token of 
deliverance, the guarantee against a terrible alter­
native, apostasy or the galleys, apostasy or death." 

Holland, indeed, owes its existence as a at.ate 
to the Reformation. From being a mere congeri01! 
of provinces, more or less obscure, a mere appanage 
of the Spanish monarchy, it united its forces, and 
after eighty years of terrible strnggles (1568-
1648) secured independence and nati•mality, 
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 mai,diendrai. 

But the position and independence of the 
country being secured, much of ~he enerQ of 
the nation was dh-erted to theological questions, 
and many who bad oonten_ded nobly fo~ freedom 
of conscienoo and worslup, became rntoJerant 
towards their countrymen who ventured to differ 
from them on abstruse doctrinal questions. At 
the outset, Lutheraniem had bt:en welcomed, but 
it was gradually superseded by Calvi_nisw, which 
somehow proved to Le ootter suited to the 
character and feelings of the people. As soon as 
peace reibrned, election, and other correlated 



278 RELIGIOUS LIFE AND THOUGHT IN HOLLAND. 

doctrines worn the subjects of violent discussion. 
Two parties arose in tho Calvinist camp-tho 
Supralapsarians and the Sublapsarians. Arminius, 
who had studied under 'l'hcodoro de Beza, in 
Geneva, and was at the time a decided Calvinist, 
was called upon by tho Supralapsarians to 
confute their opponents. But in studying these 
abstruse points carefully, he became convinced of 
the untenableness of the peculiar doctrines of 
Calvinism, and accordingly appeared in print as 
an advocate of free grace and free will, and of 
the universality of Christ's redemption. 'l'his 
tergiversation @f Arminius only embittered the 
strife. Alter his death, his friends drew up a 
Remonstrance (hence the name given to a $ection 
of the Protestant body in Holland at the present 
<lay) setting forth their views. Conferences were 

held, and at length the Contra-Remo!1strants, 
certain of victory, urged the convocation of a 
synod. It met at Dort, in 1618, an~ was c~m­
posed of sixty-one Dutch and twenty-01ght foreign 
theologians. No le~s than one hun~red and fi.ft,r­
nine sittings wero held. Many subjects were dis­
cussed but the chief points of controversy were 
the differences between the Calvinists and the 
Arminians. 'I'he most notorious result of the 
protracted discussions was that, largely th~·o1;1gh 
the influence of Maurice, the successor to vV1lham 
the Silent Olden Ila,rnevolclt, the noble stadt­
holdor who held ihe views of Arminius, was 
conder:ined to deaih and behoaclecl-a deecl which 
must for ever stain the memory of an otherwise 
worthy successor of William. The learned Ilugo 
Groiius was also obligocl to floe the country to save 

his lifo, anrl two hundred pastors were deprivarl of 
their livingfl. 'l'he proceedings were a sad illustra­
tion of the odium tlteologicum which has sometimes 
animated men calling themselves followers of 
Christ and advocates of religious liberty. 

Thus questions of creed and doctrine occupied 
the attention of the Dutch at the outset of their 
course a~ an independent people, and having 
embmced Calvinism, they have clung to it with 
pertinacity. Je maintiendrai has been their motto 
in religion as in politics. By this we do not mean 
that Holland has always been the theatre of 
theological discussion. There have been periods 
when doctrinal questions excited small interest. 
The general indiffarence to religion prevailing 
throughout Europe in the eighteenth century 
extended to Holland. It was in Holland that 
Bayle taught and wrote during many years of the 
seventeenth century, and though deprived of bis 
professorship at Rotterdam on account of his 
opinions, yet there can be no doubt that, by his 
"Dictionary," he did much to draw away many 
Dutch thinkers from the truths that lie at the 
basis of Calvinism. Certain it is that when the 
present century opened, the creeds were largely a 
dead letter. They had not been abolished : 
ministers and people alike were suppose.d to hold 
them, but their influence was slight. Religion 
had become a mere form. 

By the time the century entered on its third 
decade, the reviving breath which ha11 qnickened 
so many souls in Switzerland and France had 
passed into Holland, anu with the same result. 
There was a stirring among the dry bones. One 
of the first to feel the reviving influence was the 
poet Bilderdijk. Persecuted on account of his 
fervent attachment to the old doctrines of grace, 
he gathered around him a number of young men 
of talent, of whom two are worihy of special 
mention-Isaac da Costa, and Groen van 
Prinsterer. 

Da Costa sprang from a Jewish family which 
had migrated in 1620 from Portugal to Amster­
dam. Through the teachings of Bilderdijk he 
was led to see that Christianity is the completion 
of Biblical Judaism, and that the real Jew is a 
Christian as regards his hopes. Once convinced 
of this truth, in the attainment of which he was 
much aided by his friend Capadose, he devoted 
all his extraordinary talents to the exposition 
and defence of the Gospel. He published a series 
of lectures in answer to Strauss' "Lifo of Jesus," 
and. for many years laboured in connexion with 
the Scotch Free Church in Amsterdam. 

Of equal power, and of far more extende,1 
influence, was Groen van Prinstercr. While 
acting as secretary to King William I. " tho 
Solomon of the nineteenth century," he was 
pursuing his studies and preparing; for those 
hiRtorical labours which have made his name 
famous. But it is as an ardent believer iu the 
orthodox faith, sot forth in iho creed of tho 
Netherlands Roformecl Church, that we are con­
cerned to present him. In process of time ho 
becamo the loaclo1· of a party tu which ho himself 
"'avo tho name a11ti-revolutio11ary. Fur him tho 
l''rench Ilevolntiun, rogardecl as a system, pro­
claimocl tho rights of man instead uf his llnties, 
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natural reason was substituted for Divine rovola­
tion, the sovereignty of the people for the 
sovereignty of God. M. Groen, therefore, set 
himself to oppose this pernicious system, and 
thus became an anti-revolutionist. For nearly 
fifty years he defended the doctrines of the 
Reformation and maintained Divine sovereignty. 
In parliament he stood for a long time almOF1t 
alone ; but always true to his principles, and 
ready to defend them with an eloquence and a 
zeal th:it never flagged. Ser11pe1· Idem ( always 

friends desired. Their purpose was to effect a 
rndical reformation in the National Church, but 
the returning spiritual life compelled many t.o 
wi1:1h for a separation from the worltlly and un­
believing elements which so largely prevailed 
in it. 'l'he first step in the direction of separa­
tion was taken in 1834, when Pastor De Cok, of 
Ulrum, e. village in the province of Groningen, 
came out with a large section of his people, 
because they could not conscientiously use a 
hymn book appointed by the Synocl, and in which 

GROE~ VAN PRINSTERER. 

the i;ame) might have been his motto. To his 
labours on behalf of Christian education we shall 
have to refer farther on. For the pre~ent we 
desire to remind our readers that in tho doctr_inal 
conflicts which have marked the last fifty or sixty 
years in Holland, Groen van Prinsterer, whether 
living or dead (he passed away in 187G~ has be~n 
a power working to maintain ancl_ brrng_ agai_n 
into favour the Calvinistic faith with which lus 
spirit was so deeply imbued. . 

One of the first results of the revival of 
religious life, largely through the t~aching of 
the men whose names we have ment10necl, was 
a secession from the Dutch Roformecl Church. 
This was not what Groen van Prinstorer and his 

human hymns had been aclded to David's Divine 
Psalms. 

Persecution ensued, but in other parishes the 
example of Ulrum was follow~cl. In tim~ !he 
Separatists formed themselves mto the Chnstian 
Reformed Church which now numbers 150,000 
members and h~s n Theological Faculty at 
Knmpen 'with about eighty students_. Thot~gh 
still firmly attached to t~10. ol~ Confoss10n off~1tb, 
and strict in Chnrch d1sc1.phne, there appea1s to 
be a growth in li?~ral ~celi1~g, as there certainly 
is a hearty pa1-t101pat1011 rn most bmnches of 
Chri8thm usefulness. 

l\'Iany members of the National C~urch _who 
sympathisetl with the soceclers on clootnual pvrnts, 
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and were equally desirous to seo them again 
taught and beliove<l, folt it best to romain in the 
Church, in tho hope that at no distant du.y it 
might again bocomo an orthodox institution, and 
a poworful instrument for the diffusion of truth. 
So, amid all subsequent contro~ersies, 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 largo accessions. This is due to Dr. 
Kuyper, at '()resent 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 doctri.ne 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 stem church lawR 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. 'l'here are about 

THEIR sleep-fringed eyelids all baplizcd anew 
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 little pilgrims go, 
At set of d11.y? 

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

Dy the swift smiles, whose impulse none mRy reach, 
Betokened well ? 

God watches, mother-like, with tireless eyes 
Their slumbers sweet: 

Yea, the whole helpless world, a crRdlc lies, 
Beside Jfa feet. 

eighty students, but they arc not all studying 
theology. Hi11 uim i8 to muko it, what it n<,w is 
not, ll true university with its several faculties of 
law and medicine, as well as theology. Should he 
succeed, it still remains doubtful wh<:ther 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 Dntch 
clergy, although it is popular among some claBBes 
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.1 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 its funds 
into hi1:1 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. 

1 Sinre the- above was written, this union has been ac­
cepted, in principle, by the two respective Synods. 

Dut since One filled, for DI.', in utmost love, 
A manger bed, 

With specinl tenderneBB He bends above 
Each baby hend. 

And, sometime~, He doth stoop whe1e watcherHreep. 
And Eoftly say, 

"Lest nny hui-t it, I, the Lord, will keep 
It night and dny." 

0 curth, so emptied by one tiny grave 
Of nil but woe I 

0 little life, Jove would have diod to save 
Beyond the foo ! 

Not waking, orphnncd from tho sleep of death, 
'~I id fncos now, 

But g•therc<l to U,o Heart that cowfo1teth 
As mothers <lo. 

Safe, come what may, Gml-shicl<lc<l, unclcfilc<l 
Where nouo molest, 

Who would not ncsllc, ns a littlo child, 
Upon Hia i>rcabt? 

:!IADY 1:owu;s JAIIVl9. 





A SUNDAY SCHOOL IN A ROCK-CA VE. 

BAN, on the coast of 
Argyllshire, is a town 
delightfnl in itself 
above all places in 
the Highlands, with 
its lovely bay and its 
view of the mountains 
of l\1ull, and is also 
the central point for 
numerous excursions. 

It is reached either by boat from the Clyde and 
the Crinan canal, or by rail from Edinburgh or 
Glasgow, through the most memorable scenes in 
Scottish song and story. From it, as the starting­
point, many tours may be made, each occupying 
only one day-Staffa and Iona ; the Pass of 
Glencoe; Fort William and Ben Nevis; Loch 
A we and the Pass of Mel fort; Bcregoni um, the 
ancient Pictish capital; Dunstaffnage, where the 
stone of destiny once was kept, before it became 
the crowning-place of Scottish kings at Scone, and 
found its final resting-place in Westminste1· Abbey. 

But beyond the grandeur of mountain scenery 
and the interest of historical events, there remains 
in my memory a day of pleasure in visiting a place 
worthier of being noticed from its moral and 
spiritual associations, the rock-cave of Dunva­
lanree,1 where John Campbell, poet and postmaster 
of Ledaig, has for many a year held his Sunday 
school. 

I had long heard of "the Bard of Benderloch." 
Professor Blackie, of Edinburgh. who used to 
spend his summers at his house, Altnacraig, 
near Oban, had made his name known by tran~­
lations of many of the poems of the Celtic minstrel. 
More recently, l\1r. William Jolly, H.M. Inspector 
of Schools, has given in "Good Words," a bright 
and sympathetic description of John Campbell's 
life :i.nd works. Since he himself sent to the 
" Leisure Hour " a poem " On the death of 
General Gordon " I had been a frequent corre­
spondent, and had received every Christmas a 
beautiful bouquet of flowers from his garden. 
Being at Ohan last summer, I was glad to go to 
see the poet and the lovely garden. Best of all, 
I knew that he was an earnest Christian worker, 
and I had met with Highlanders who owed their 
sp iritual life to J ohn Campbell, and spoke of him 
with affectionate regar d. 

To Connell Ferry we went by t rain, and crossed 
Loch Etive t o the north side, which can also be 
reached by ste3,mer direct from Oban. Then 
there is a good level road for two or three miles, 
through the plains of Lora , celeuratctl b)'. O.-sfan, 
now a desolate region of rock and bog, with lml's 
of mollcrn larch plan tation. S.ncldcn ly we come 
in sight of habitationa, and tho post-house of 
L edaig, a l<,wly and humble cottage, almost 
hidden by verdure, ancl in the mitlst of unclerclilf 
gardcn-groull(l, such o.s one might expect to sce 

1 Dun-bhail-an-righ, the <lun, or hill, of the liing's town. 
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in the l,,]o of Wight, or on the s011th coast of 
Devonshire, instead of in the far north facin O' the 
Atlantic. But the genial atmosphere brought by 
the Gulf Stream tempers the winter cold, and the 
lofty cliffs shelter the place from bleak northern 
and eastern winds. No wonder that roses and 
honeysuckles, fuchsias and passion-flowers, and a 
host of semi-tropical plants :flourish, while in 
early summer strawberries abundantly ripen, and 
the fruit trees are laden with their produce in 
autumn. 'I'he cliffs are covered to the very summit 
with trees planted by the poet's hand, and he can 
sit " under his own vine and fig tree." 

My first sight of the old man was when he was 
at work in his garden, and immediately I thought 
of another old man, described by Virgil in the 
finest passage in his Georgics (iv. : Vidi CO?·ycium 
senem), who made a once barren soil smile with 
beauty, and, cultivating many an herb and fruit, 
loaded his table with unbought dainties. John 
Campbell of :Ledaig might have been the very 
man described by the Roman poet, but in another 
clime. We do not know if Professor Blackie had 
the Corycian in his thoughts when lrn wrote, 
"Neither the Queen in all her majesty at 
Balmoral,1 nor Tennyson in all the beauty of 
Haslemere, can boast of a dwelling so poetical." 

After a long talk in his house, and inspection of 
his literary treasures, we went out to the garden, 
climbing first the steep height, with its winding 
path, and glorious views over sea and land, and 
then descending and crossing the highway 
towards the sea cliffs, we entered the far-famed 
rock-cave. It seems that for twenty years a 
Sunday evening class was held in a fisherman's 
cottage on the beach, but on one wild night the 
cottage was swept away by the Atlantic waves. 
Then Mr. Campbell thought he would fit up the 
cave, hitherto only used as a poet's musing-place. 
Three sides are walled by the native rock, and 
the . fourth, to the west, with a little window 
looking out to the sea, is partly supported by a 
grow.ing ash-tree, and closed with rude masonry . 
Wooden benches were fi xed, and shelves fixed at 
the back for books. A table in the centre of iho 
cave is formed of the section of a broad oak, 
under which tradi tion says King Robert the Bruce 
rested after the battle near Loch Awe. 

In ordinary weather the cave i safe enough, 
the waves breaking upon the shore, to which tho 
garden-ground slopes down. Bnt when storms 
rage, tho billows <lash up high on the rocks. In 
the storm of 1879, tho samo night wh ich ck sh·oycd 
t he 'l'ay Brillge, with its pas~ing t rai n an,l _all 
Owrcin, tLo cnvo was wn~hctl by tho rnglllg 
liillows, nntl CumpLull was almost dro w11 o<l ami,b t 
tl,o wrcckag-o, wl1011 mmLlo to opon the lloor, t i ll 
his loug nbscnco led foa rs to Lo cn tort:1i11ed, an,l 
help __ ~~~o _ to hi s_ 1·oscno. 'l'ho tt-1:1:i~, l-~ _ Fi_" le~· 

1 u Ilc1gnm ffH]tHtbat 01ws nnimi:-t, seriiquo l' l"'\ '1..' l°tL' ll ~ 
Nocto dom11m, clnpilius mc1ba~ oncrabat iiwmptis. 
Primus vcro rosum, ,,tquo ,rntuwno carpere powa." 
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N?Ycml10r, 1881, wrought still groo.tor ho.voo. 'l'ho 
wmdow and soawl\rd wall of masonry lJoing 
brokon down, tho wo.vct1 swept o.ll tho contonts of 
tho ?avo out to soa, co.rrymg 11,w11,y ovon tho 
mnss1vo oo.k table. Nothing w11,s loft hut tho 
ishattorcd 111,mp susponuctl from tho roof. Fur 
days afterwards, whon tho storm ho.d lullml tho 
tides throw up, 11.t difforent and diNtant partfl of 
tho bo.y, the spoils from the co.vo, which woro 
diligently searched fur, and moist uf thom re• 
covered. The 011,k table was fortunately found, 
but split into two piocos, and being brought back 
with joy, was rivetod together, and roplaced. 

Into this cave, every Sunday evening, thero 
come from scattered }iomes among the mountains, 
mon, women, and children, for there is no church 
near, and only at rare intervals a sery;ce is held 
by tho po.rish minister of ArdchaUah in the 
school-room at Selma. The service in the cave is 
of somewhat irregular character, consisting of 
prayers in Gaelic and English, reading of the 
Bible, and a short earnest address, with catechising, 
and ~bundance of hearty singing, either original 
Gaelic hymns, or versions of old familiar English 
hymns and spiritual songs. " Rock of Ages," and 
"There are lights along the shore," are special 
favourites. Tho cave is seated for thirty comfort­
ably, but on some occasions fifty have been 
crowded in, and ovary 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 about his 
early history, and the motive that urged him 
to his useful work. Descended from old high­
land ancestors, his grandfather, a farmer, and his 
father, a parish schoolmaster, John was sent to 
Glasgow to be trained for commercial life. His 
health failing, he 1·eturned to his people, and 
opened a small shop or store. While he was in 
Glasgow the disruption of the Scottish Kirk took 
place, 11,nd John "went out," along with most of 
the highlanders. In due time he was ordained 
an elder of the Free Church, but he needed no 
official position to do good as he saw opportunity. 

Thi11 lod to hi11, oponing the Sunday school. No 
ono ooultl obJect, where the popnlation wo.e 
so scanty and 110 scattered. 'l'he " Highland 
clearances," of whioh we have heard much at e. 
dilltance, etirrod the patriotic fooling of Campbell, 
as thoy <lhl long before the er,irit of Henry 
Erllkinc, who wrote the poem "The 1,;migrant" 
and of 'l'homa11 Campl,ell, and other f:lcotti;h 
hardH, One of the poem11 of the poot of Lodaig iR 
woll known to highlanders, both at homo and 
among tho oxilee in Canada, Australia the 
United Statc11, 11,nd wherever the Oaels 'have 
gone throughout the world. 
. 'l'he following verses have peculiar significance 
m our own day, when the sorrows of the Crofters 
are again before the public. 

And doo.r to my hco.rt o.N tho chivo.lroua ways, 
And the kindly rogarcls of the old Highla.nd do.ye; 
When the worth of tho chief, o.nd the strength or tho clo.n, 
Dr.iught glory o.nd go.In to tho bro.ve Highlo.nd mo.n. 

Dut now with mere sheep they ha.ve pcoplecl the brae, 
Anrl flung the bro.ve olo.nsmo.n, like rubbish, o.wo.y; 
But should foes we ho.ve conquered the struggle renew, 
'l'hoy'd sigh for the boys with the bonnets of bluo. 

But patriotism, though beautif•l in verse, can­
not withstand the stern necessities of political 
economy, and "highland clearances" muat con­
tinue, while the people are poor, and foreign 
deer-stalkers are rich. Nothing of such feelings 
enters into the teaching of the cave, where the 
good man points the way to a better land, beyond 
all earthly changes. 

One word only in conclusion : the story c,f 
Led11,ig has got into the ordinary guide-Looke, and 
many tourists will now invade the ,poet's humble 
horue. Let them, as his labours are all for the 
poor, and freely given, not visit the cave without 
le11.ving a contribution in the offertory-box for 
carrying on so beneficent a work. Many a high­
land lad ancl lass get their first start in life from 
good John Campbell of Ledaig. 

JAMES MACAULAY, M.D. 

------==~~~Jo<=-------

LAURA HA VILAND'S LIFE-WORK. 

'\ 1 TIIILE to readers of to-day Laul'II, Ifovil11,nd 
V\ will, a!l an octogon11,rian, appear to belo11g 

to a genemtion th11,t peopled 11,n older 
worlil, sl1e i1:1 still sufficiently popular in the 
United 8tate11 to command many re11,<lerfl for the 
autol,iogrnpl1y Hlw hafj publi11bed in tha.t country. 
'J'lm,ugh 11 long lifo: an_tl especially during )noro 
tha11 forty ycarfl of w1tlowhood, MrH. lfov1l1l~<l 
has livc,d for otl10r11, a.nd her term of sorv100 
promiHoH to 1,ocomo extended into tho ni11th 
decade of her evrmtful cru·eer. 'l'ho interost the 
mention of the n11,me excites, l1nH ]Jeon not a little 

I. 

hoightenocl by the foot that its ownor i,i nu ox­
direotor of the Umlorgrouml Huilroml. 

Mrs. Ifovilund'1,1 fothor wus llriniol Smith, of 
Eniitorn Now York, nml hor mothor 80110 lllanuhor, 
of Vermont, tho fir1:1t lJuiug n minir1tor in tho 
Society uf l<'riomlH, aml tho otlwr 1111 ohh,r. 
Aftor their mnrriugo thiH lrnppy couple rc~i,k,l 
11t l(itluy in O11t1nio, mHl thoro l,aurn was 
l,orn i11 1808. 8ho w11s 11 lively 11ml i11quir1itivu 
ohiltl, !lll(l WllH early improl!sod hy tlw trutltH 11f 

roligion 011 tho one hand, 111\ll l,y tho i11il1uity of 
slnvory un the ul110r. A fow wol'kH boforo culll· 
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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, whr,re 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 ow11 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 Havila11ds were rewarded 
b.v the conver.,;ion 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. That seemed indeed to be a dark 
cloud, but it was not without its sil.er lining; 
for Eoon 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 le~s than " the sum of all villainies." 

The tactics employed by slaveholders who were 
in pursuit of runaways were vindictive: but when 
these fugitives came i11to the vicinity of a station 
on the Underground Railroad their discovery was 
one of the n10st 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 
woultl feign sickness, or do a:raything 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 eat in the room where these two 
men had lain in death's cold embrace-men who 
had flourished towards my face the six-shooter. 
It 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 

require assistance, she continued to benefit her 
neighbourhood as a philanthropist by maintainincr 
the Raisin Institute, which, as a school where all 
w~re receiv~d on an equality, was not only a 
witness agamst slavery, but helped to create a 
wholesome public opinion. 'fhe iuhabitants seem 
to have been sufficiently far away from the ehief 
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 
had 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 l1is slaves 
fo!·got 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 crosi;ed legs. A large 
pitcher filled as full as its 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 northern 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 largo 
rewards that were offered,:the Vigilance Committee 
had constantly to devit1e 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 one time the 
comely 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 look 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 fiwitive's handwriting, sent on to be posted 
in Can~da long before the toilsome stages of the 
journey were completed, wouhl at once cause the 
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chase to collapse. In some instances the slo.ves 
were as inventive as their friends o.nd not a whit 
less heroic. In one notable case t~o young slo.ves, 
~ames and George, escaped from bondage to reaoh 
m 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 w?uld not escape alone. Having tested the 
working of the line to his satisfaction, he re­
~ained at the settlement long enough to earn 
eighty dollars, and with these he returned to his 
old master who 1·eceived the money with un­
co~mon_ satisfaction. Soon afterwards George 
agam disappeared, and this time he was accom­
panied by his wife ; of course it was not long 
before the two found themsE1lves at the northern 
terminus. One named Jack, who had escaped 
from Virginia, guided by the north star, was 
traced to a houRe 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. 

~lave-hunters and slave-owners would hardly 
behave that members of the injured race had 
feelings like ordinary white people, but experienc11 
was frequently proving otherwise. A womau 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 somel,ody. 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 cbiof duties still con­
tinued to be the educational work at the Raisin 
Institute; she was also a comforter of the bick, 
.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 adventures on suoh 
occasious, both by night and by day, showed that 
it was a service of danger from natural causes ns 
well as from enemies in pursuit. During ono such 
journey from Cincinnati to Toledo she gathored 
some supplies for Calvin Fairbanks. This martyr 
to the cause was lodged in a Kentucky gaol for 
the cri:-.10 of aiding the slave, and, such pri1:1oncrs 

being treo.ted none too tenderly, this represented 
~nother danger which 111.d to be seriously taken 
mto account. Ae regarded the travelling itself 
under such circumstances, it never lacked excite­
ment. For example, on the occasion just referred 
to, "As there was a foll of snow a foot deep, the 
frie_nds concluded to take us acrOBB a swamp, 
wluch would Ravo 11, number of miles; and as 
there 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 woather, with a buffalo-robe pre11ented 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 warm 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 educational 
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, reforring 
to this town she says: "Thero were fifteen 
families of the lower class of Iritih who li,·cd 
in shanties near the oanal that ran within a fow 
rods of our schoolhouse. As the most of our 
scholars passed them, or would ha Ye _to go l_ialf a 
mile farther, we got from ono man m part1cula1: 
a systematic cursing . . . this regular set of 
curses woro fur mo evory time I passell when ho 
was in his cabin, and frequently a number of 
othors standing by wouhl join him." 

It would not have 1m1:1worod to oppo11e thi"' 
kind of opposition by forco or by tho tll"lll of tl~n 
law; nothing rnmuincd but to overcowe eYII 
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with good. On o, ccrtnin Saturday, when these 
Irish had done their work for tho week and 
were 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 ill wrong; 

• God made us all M it pleased Him, and it i11 not 
for us to find fault with our Heavenly Fathe1·, 
who loves all human families alike. As we 
acknowledge the Fatherhood of God, we llhould 
also acknowledge the brotherhood of man in all 
nations and claBSes." 

These words drew forth the approval of all the 
company, and the ringleader in opposition 
exprei,sed sorrow that he had not known the 
lady better. "Even my systematic cursor 
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 tlie Refugee 
Association, and here it was determined to labour 
for a time, the field of enterprise being a very 
inYiting one to a person of abolitionist pro­
clivities. Suitable buildings for school and for 
worship had been erected, while the quondam 
slaves "had built for themselves small log­
houses, and cleared from one to five acres each 
on their heavily-timbered land, and raised corn, 
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 
engacred in this kind of service. One woman, 
who 0 was almost a nonagenarian, clapped her 
hands and leaped into thi, air as she crjed, "I',~ 
young again, glory to Jesus I I's sixteen! 
8tanding by, John Fairfield declared tha~ he was 
well repaid for all the dangers and fatigues of 
the journey. . 

'!'he school which Mrs. Haviland opened here 
was _Yery successful, the place of meeting being 
crowded with scholars of all a"es. " Many fre­
quently came five or six miles with their ox-teams 
to attend these meetings with their families," 
i;he says. "Every man, woman, or child who 
could read a verBe in tho Testament, even with 

assistance, took part in reading the lesson, and 
liberty was given to ask questions. A more 
earnest, truth-seeking congregation we seldom 
find." 

'l'he people manifested complete confidence in 
Mrs. Haviland. She not only taught them in 
school, but advised them on bu11inees matters, 
and wrote letters to their friends. The progress 
the scholars made was not only satisfactory, but 
surprilling to such all were unaware of the negroes' 
aptitude for learning; and their llimple earne:st 
faith in the Gospel truths was a pattern that 
educated 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 llome 
of the life-narratives were of tragic interest, and 
among these was the striking case of William 
Hamil ton. 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 defensive, 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 aud, 
although Anderson escaped to Canada, the whole 
South appears to have 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 ter1ible conflict which many shrewd 
observers had foreseen, and which shattered, past 
all repair or rebuilding, the fabric of slavery in 
the United States. 

~~ 

TnE OuLLISK AT ON, OF GENESIS, OR liEUOPOLIS.-Mauy 

descriptions he.ve been written of this solitary obeli,k, one 
of the grandest of Egyptian a11tiquarian relics, but no one 
ha.e given a. more picturesque or euggestiYo uccuunt th,m 
Dean Stanley, in hie "Sine.i 0.11d Pulestine.'' 

"The obelisk in front of the temple oi the Sun has stood 
for 4000 years. It is the oldest in Egypt, and therefore 
in the world. It we.s raised about e. et:ntury before tho 
coming of Joseph; it hns looked down on his me.rringc with 
Ascnnth, cluughtcr of the High Priest of the Temple; it hue 
seen tho growth of Moses; 1t is menlioned by lforouitus; 
Plato eat unuer its shadow; of nil obelisks which sprang up 
around it, it alone hus kept its fil'llt position. One by one it 
has eccn its sons nntl brothers Jcparl to grce.t destinil-s cbc­
whcre. Frow these guruens ClllllO tho obelisks of the Li\lcl'un, 
of the Vatican, and of the Porta dd Populo; and this 
ycuera.Lle column is now almost lhe only lnndwark of the 
b-rcut ecut of tho wio,lom of E~ypt." 



IMMORTELLES. 

UllAl'TER I 

HE little fo.ce pr~ssed lost of tho field am] go.rden spoils they had been o.t such 
close to the window p11ins to gather for the suffering little ones in the great 
looked p11lo nnd oity. 
shadowy in the "Another contribution, Carver?" asked a sweet voice 
softened light of at his elbow. 
the summer even- He turned quickly and respectfully lifted his hat. 'fhe 
ing. Rose Carver Indy, tall and handsome, with a singularly winning expres-
wns an invalid. sion in her soft dark eyes, was a Miss Wards, his little 
Her world was the daughter's Sunday-school teacher. "They are from Rosie, 
l'OOlll in which she Miss Annette. She says they are to go to some little girl 
lay, the frien:ls who who is needing something nice very badly. She we.a 
peopled it were her terribly afraid they might be too late." 
father and mother, " No, they are just in time. I am going to town to-
her f?unday-school morrow, nnd will take cbo.rge of them myself. Tell Rosie 
teacher, and her with my love that they will be safer with me than packed 
cousin Jack. This in the boxes which look too full already." 
evening she was us Faithfully Miss Wards fulfilled her promise, and the 
usual watching for roses received her tenderest care. Nevertheless, when the 

her father's return from his work. But be was late, very next morning she stepped out of her :fly at th.: hospital gate, 
late to-night, and she bad been waitillg now for what and the wind gently blew aside the silk paper covering her 
seemed to he1· a very long time. basket, she noticed regretrully that already the deli<:ate 

The town clock struck seven. The little girl stared in freshness of more than one fine "Gloire " was slightly 
dismay, and the tears, ago.inst which she had been strug- tarnished. 
gling bravely, came now with o \'ush. They were hurriedly "Oh, plea.se, may I look?" tiniidly asked a little girl 
wiped away however, for just tbnt moment a tall figure hovering near. She was only o. poor city waif, but Miss 
with quick, :firm step tumed the corner of the village street, Wards, smiling kindly, at once lifted the basket to the 
crossed the little strip of garden in front of her window, and child's face. The little one drew a long breath. "Who 
entered the cottage. are they for?" she asked, not rudely, bnt with .a world of 

"Well, Rosie, I thought I should never get away tltis longing in her tone. 
evening. But here I am at lMt, and I did not fo~get your "For some sick child in the hospital," replied Miss Wards. 
:flower service either. Here are some of your nameEakes "Then they're not for me, for rm not sfck. I wish I 
for you," and he put into his little girl's hand a fine bunch wns I" murmured the little girl, putting her bands behind 
of" Gloire de Dijon." her, and gazing now at the roses, now at the lady's face. 

"Oh, thank you, thank you, father I How kind of you Miss Wards looked at her. She might have been twelve 
to remember--" she broke off and hid her face among the years old, but her care-worn little face with its sharp shrewd 
roses to hide her trouble. features seemed more, and would have bad a look of pre-

.But Robert Carver had quick eyes where his little mature old age but for the child-like e:5:pression of the 
daughter was cor.cerned. "What i~ it, pet? Will they not pathetic grey eyes. '' For some little girl who is needing 
do? I know some of them are o. trifle full-blown, but they something nice very badly," Rosie hod said. Moved by a 
were the best I could get." sudden inipulse Miss Wards put the :flowers in the child's 

"Father, it is not !hat; they are lovely. But you see it hnnds. "You must have them, dea.r," she said with gentle 
is 80 late. I am afraid the :flower service will be over, o.nd pity. "I think they were mea~t for you." 
cousin Frank hasn't come as he promised to take my :flowers, At the same moment the hospital porter, in answer to the 
somethina- mw;t have hindered him, nud --" cabmo.n's ring, flung open the great gate. With a pleas,mt 

"If th
0

at's all that's wrong, we'll soon put it right," nod nnd smile to her little friend Miss Wards passed wsiJe, 
cheerily replied her fo.~her. "Here, ruolher," he co.lied, ll8 the gate swung back on itti hinges, and the child was left 
his wife, a motherly-looking woman entered from the bnck alone with her roses. True to the quick instinct of a city 
kitchen, "you'll keep supper hot for n bit, won't you? I'm Arnb she slipped her trensures into her rng<,;ed apron, aud, 
just going to tidy myself ancl take Rosie's :flowers 1·ound to clu!ohing the ends tight, looked furtively up and down tho 
the school." street. No danger seemed near, l\llll she stood still for a, 

While her father was getting ready, Rosie, her thin minute or two tryiug to realise the joy of her new po,ses-
fiugers trembling with eo.ger ho.ate, arranged her bouquet, sions. "How good it was of her to give them to mo ! 1 
o.ud, with her mother's help, carefully att11ched to the stalks wonder how she guessed that I waut to be a tlower-girl aud 
o. pretty text-card on whi<1h w~re painted the words: " The make my fortuue selling sweet violets and roses? TLis 
flower fade!h, but the word of our God shall etnncl for will mnke a grnud beginning, wou't it? But, oh dear! " 
ever." softly touching one of tho oreamy leaves with he1· finger. 

'fho simple service wo.s O\'er, and the teachers were busy "how eh11ll I keep them from witheriug? Flower:1 fa,lo so 
packing up the dowers to be sent otf by rail to o eiok child- soon. And then there nro the boys, they will try t<> enutoh 
ren's hosP,ital in Londoa, when Qar1·er reached tho olnss• at them. I wish there were no boya iu the world. I ho.to 
room. Ho Htood o.t tho door for o minute, watching the them, I clo. I wonder why Goel made boys. I wisb. He 
pretty Hight, and glancing rather wistfully at tho groups of ho.dn't. 1f I waited for a bit I might ~e the lady again 
healthy, rosy children that stood nbout, coger to see !ho Sho is so sweet, just like one of the roses--" 

287 
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"Now, then, Winnie lllarkham, what's that you're 11-hidin' 
or there? You'd better tell, or it'll be the worac for you, 
that's all," and one of Winnie's aversions, a boy, dnahed 
acl'OIIB the street, and laid violent handi upon her apron. 
" Pooh I only flowers I" and with a contemptuous grim11co 
he maliciollBly wrenched them eut of her grasp, aud tossed 
them into the muddy street, then hurried off with II mock­
ing laugh, as he aaw a policeman appro11ch within hail. 

She did not cry, but her lips quivered as she picked up 
the shattered remains of her precio11B bouquet. It wo.s 
completely spoilt. The ground at her feet WCI.II strewn with 
fallen leaves, and the roses left upon their stalks looked 
none the better for their rude contact with the dirty flag­
stones. AB she sorrowfully turned them about, her face a 
shade paler even than its wont, her eyes fell upon the text­
card nnuoliced hitherto. " The flower flldeth, but--" 
she read, then came a muddy smear which entirely 
obliterated the next words; only the last three could be 
deciphered: "stand for ever." "Oh, if I could only read 
it I ~ she murmured, trying, but in vain, to rub off the stain. 
"It m11Bt be the name of eowe kind of flowers that don't 
wither, ones that lasts for always. I'll search a.ud 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 
comer of the street, and, before they were able to check 
themselves in their mad career, or Winnie, absorbed in her 
flowers, could et.a.rt a.side, she waa strnck against with such 
force • that she lost her balance and fell heavily to the 
pavement, where she lay inseusible. Sorry enough for the 
mischief their heedlessness bad wrought, the lads carried 
her at once into the hospital. 

When Winnie recovered consciousness she found herBelf 
lying in the accident ward of St. Luke's, with several 
persons standing about her bed. Her head felt confused, 
and everything seemed strange, bnt a faint smile flitted 
across her pa,le 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 eurge:in was 
saying, "only stunned by the fall. Poor little thing. We 
mwt keep her for a day or two. I wish we bad an excuse 
for doing more." 

"Mr. Miller," ea.id Miss Wards in an undertone, drawing 
the doctor a.side, "that child intere,ts me. I intend to be 
in town again next week, and if you judged it ea.re then for 
her to travel, I should like to take her back with _me to 
Fordingbridge. I daresa.y it will not be difficult to find 
some one there who would he glad to mother her for a few 
weeks." 

The doctor expressed unqualified approval of this echeme, 
and so it came to pass that one sunny May afternoon Winnie 
Markham, somewhat bewildered with this unexpected kind­
nes•, found herself an inmate or J;Ieathercliff, the residenco 
of Miss Wards' father, in the conntry town of Fordiug­
briJge. 

The following 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 lo 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 asleep on the 
window-settle where she had curled herself up lo re11t 11ftcr 
a long mmble in the He11therclitf garde11s, which, to the 
little city waif, seemed o. perfectly unending fairyland of 
delights. She was sleeping so soundly th11t the BUbdued 
murmur of voices did not disturb her, it only minglod 
pleasantly with her dreams of bircls 11nil flowers. A geotlo 
band on her forehead rouscd her nt length. "Winnie, 

dear," snid Miss Warrls, "this is my old nurec, Mrs. Carver. 
I should like you to know her. Won't you wake np and 
spcnk to her 1 fi!he is wondering whether you would like to 
go by-11nd-by lo stoy with her for a while, and help her to 
take care of her little Rose." 

Slowly Winnie uncurled herself, robbed her eyes harrl, 
and took o. long look at the stranger. Apparently sotisfled, 
she edged closer. "Is your rose withering?" she asked, 
something puzzled by Miss Annette'• qnestio:i. 

Mrs. Cnr'l'er started. Without replying, she tamed her 
head quickly away to hide a sudden r118h of tears. Im­
mediately a little hand WBB laid eoftly upon her arm. 
•· I've made you cry ; I wish I hadn't." 

Stooping hurriedly, the mother kissed the child. "Puir 
beirnie I" she murmured. Mrs. Carver was Scotch, and a 
long residenco in England had not robbed her tongne of 
the expressions fumiliar to her childhood's days. Ta.king 
Winnie's baud in hers, she said in her gentle voice: "It' 
yo1:1 would ea.re to come some day and bi<le with us for a 
while, Rosie and me would like it fine." 

"I should like rnry 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 yon again?" 

"Oh yes, dear. Rosie is Mrs. Carver's little girl o.nd my 
Sunday scholar. She is sick just now, and I go to see her 
often. I did not mean to give you up so soon, but, if nurse 
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. 

N?. XVI. 

Who brought Nathanael to the Saviour's feet? 
Who for his father m11de some savoury meat? 
Who told king David all the prie!!ts were slain? 
A queen of Ethiopia's wirle domnin : 
What judge in Israel died at ninety-eight? 
Wba t priest " before the altars" mi,t his fate? 
Chief of the singers who to David come : 
Chief of the porterB; 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 beard some unexpected news, 
Cried out in rage-"Wbat do these feeble Jews?" 

Take finals end initals now, aud say, 
Who are the "blessed," filled with heavenly graoe; 
Those shnll be cnll.id God's children do.y by day. 

And these shall eee Bis foce. 

SCRIPTURE EXERCISE. 

NO, m. 
To whom did David say 
"Lot me not fall, I pray, 
Into m11n's hand to-day"? 
Who henrs the prophet speak­
" God waits for ,·ou to seek 
Let not your hn~ds bo wenk.., 
Of whom does Jncob say 
" He shnll be ju<lgo, one day, 
A serpent by tto way." 

L. T. 

Set down these nnmes; Orn letters spell tho three; 
lniliol letters give lho Orsi, you sec; 
'fhe Ona I letters spell the fhml uamo; 
The cenlml one rel\lls cYcry way the ,ome. 

L. T, 




