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CHAPTER I,-IN BRIGHTON LODGINGS, 

" IT doesn't matter! That's to say, it can't be 
helped. I wouldn't have dono the same in 
your place, Sissie. But perhaps you wero 

rig)it. I don't know exactly how we should 
have managed. I don't mean to be indebted to 
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him or to anybocly. I have my own way to 
make iu the world; and I mean to make it. I'll 
get on-somehow." 

The words were spoken resolutely, and tho 
speaker, a lad of about soveuteeu or eighteen, 
gave a slight toss to his head, which ehook back 
a loose lock of hair, gh·en to dropping over the 
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brow. It was a g<',Sturo characteristic of Felix: 
Anderson. He was a good-looking yoli.ng fellow, 
not tall but.well-made, with a resolute square jaw. 

" I mean to get on, and I will," he repeated. 
"Anybody can who chooses. I have to begin at 
the bottom of the ladder: but that's no reason 
why I shouldn't ~t to the top some clay. Any­
how, I don't meal). Ot<' be easily beaten. If I take 
this thing now, H.id):u1ly as a stepping-stone to 
something better.' -·1 shall not be a bookseller's 
accountant all my days." There was a·touch of 
egoism in all this, but egoism is almost an essen­
tial part of youth, and the boy was thinking of 
others beside himself. "I wouldn't have written 
to Dr. Bryant in your place,-after the way he 
treated my father and your mother. But if you 
thought it best--" 

"I could not see what else to do. It is hard 
enough to ask help of anybody. For myself I 
would not-only for you and Lettice." 

"Not for me. I can do without him, thank 
goodness! I wouldn't touch a dirty penny of the 
old fellow's with a pair of tongs! Not for any­
thing you could mention," declared Fe1ix:, with 
unnecessary vehemence. "It is different for 
you and Lettico: Not that I couldn't have kept 
you both." . 

"On seventeen shillings and sixpence a week! 
Forty-five pounds a year!" 

"It will be a pound a week soon. Besides, I 
shall make mote somehow. Something woulJ 
have turned up," said Felix, with juvenile hope­
fulness. " And in time you will be able to teach 
again,-not a great deal so as to knock yourself 
up, but enough to be a help. • I mean to have a 
home for you both before long." 

The faded woman, lying on a sofa near the 
fire-faded, though scarcely thirt.y-five in age--• 
knew better. She was too well aware that the 
l)rospective home would not be for her. 

It was a shabby little room: a most ordinary 
specimen of a second-rato lodging-house "par­
lour" in a dull back i;treet of Brighton. Yet 
there was about it a certain rnfinement of air 
and tone. Cecilia Anderson was a lady, both 
by birth and by education: and her personality 
told upon her surroundings. Rows of well­
bound books spoke of better days: and a grace­
ful arrangement of moss and ferns gave evidence 
of somebody's love for beauty. l\Ioreover, the 
three present, though to some extent shabby, were 
also scrupulously neat; an<l. while work lay 
about, it was not flung about: and neither table­
cloth nor carpet was bestrewn with the shreds of 
white cotton, too often seen in the wake of taste­
less females. 

Lettice had not spoken yet. She knew wcJI 
that Felix's opinion, not hers, was tho important 
question, even though her future ruight be more 
acutely affected than his by the correspondence 
between Miss Anderson and Dr. Bryant. Not 
Leino- self-assertive, she was in no haste to thruat 
hcrs~lf into the discussion, but sat quietly, work 
in hand, glancing between the stitches from one 
to the other. 

"What dicl uncle Bryant clo?" sho at length 
asked, in the rather long silence following her 
Lrother's last words. 

"He's not your unclc,-or mine." 
"He is Sissie's,-" with a glance at JlllisE 

Anderson. 
"And what is mine is yours, of course," addecl 

Cecilia Anderson. 
"Oh, well-but you can't make a thing to be, 

when it isn't," rejoined Felix._ "He's no scrap 
of relation to. Lctticc or me, you know-really­
and he must have behaved abominably to your 
mother." 

"What did he clo?" persisted Letti~e. 
" He objected to my mother's marriage. I 

suppose there were hot words spoken-as usual, 
in family quarrels. I am not sure about the 
'behaving abominably.' He tried to prevent 
what he did not think would be for her happi­
ness. My mother had her way-and there was 
no further intercourse between them." 

" And you to write to him-after all these 
years---" 

" That is it ! So many years and yearn ago ; 
-before I was born! My uncle must be quite 
an elderly man now. I don't think one ought to 
make too much of things spoken so very long 
since! He thought he was in the 1·ight,-and 
he did not really know our father. At least, he 
never learnt to love him. 'l'hat is what I mean. 
It is all over now ; and one has to forget some­
times. And .he is my uncle. Betttlr to be helped 
by him than by strangers." 

"I wonder why Dt. Bryant didn't like your 
mother to marry papa," Lettice conjectured 
dreamily. -"Did anybody mind om· mother 
marrying him ? " 

"People sometimes take fancies-unreasonable 
fancies. Dr. Bryant was always strong in his 
dislikes, I have been told. Mind, Lattice, you 
know now all that there is any need for you to 
know. You are not to ask any more questions, 
and you are never to discuss the matter with my 
uncle." 

"No." The word came slowly, and Lettice's 
eyes widened into a thoughtful gaze, her needle 
lying neglected. She had a.somewhat childish 
look for her fifteen years : and her small-featured 
pale face scarcely told of the firm nerves or in­
domitable pluck of her brother and half-sister. 
Yet it was a happy face, contented and cheery: 
and the girl, if of more sensitive make than they, 
was capable of resolute effort, and of patient en­
durance, though as yet she had not been greatly 
called upon for the exercise of either. 

Cecilia Anderson was a woman of remarkable 
force and courage. She had been practically a 
mother to Felix and Lettice, since the death of 
their own mother, when Lcttico was only six 
months old: and from the death of their father­
hers and theirs also-whereby they were at oncti 
reduced from ease to penury, sho had borne up 
with unfailing determination. Not only by her 
exertions had she made a homo for tho two 
children, and given them thus far a good educa­
tion: but she had also paid all her father's debts 
--not large, perhaps, in actual amount, but very 
large in proportion to Cecilia's moans. Shti knew 
no rest till they were liquiclatell: nnll she would 
have clone twico as much in lovo to her fotlicr's 
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memory. He had not been a gifted man, or an 
estimable man, or a man of high principle: bnt 
he had had the power to make all women belieYo 
in him. 

Cecilia was culti,·ated in no common clogreo; 
thoroughly well-taught, and well-read: a goo,1 
French and German scholar: a good musician: 
a passable artist: and with these powers she 
possessed also an unlimited capacity for work. 
K,J doubt her handsome face, her refined and 
dignified manner, helped her to make way. 
Until recently her time had been for years more 
than full: and the incessant toil had been sulE­
ciently repaid. 

But of late a change had come. She had begun 
slowly to drop out of the ranks of the always 
employed, and to find large gaps in her time, once 
entirely occupied. Competition in a place like 
Brighton is very keen: and perhaps she was 
wearing out physically under the long strain, not 
able to teach so well. She had often sat up for 
hours at night, correcting exercises, when her days 
were over-full : and even in her holidays she had 
known no rest with incessant holiday-engage­
ments. Nature will in time take its reYenge. 

One pupil after another dropped away; and 
fresh pupils no longer sprang to supply the 
vacant places. The worry of this told upon her 
severely. She could stand work, but she could 
not stand the absence of work. It was scarcely 
a year since the last of her father't:1 debts had 
been paid; and she had hoped for a time of less 
pressure, when she might lay by a little fur the 
future. Now, this new reverse was come! 

Treading upon the heels of lessening work 
came soon the direful question, how to get on? 
-how to pay rent and bills, how to procure food 
and clothing, how to meet educational expenses? 

Lettice went daily to a school near: one of the 
earli-er modern High schools. Felix, who showed 
signs of considerable ability, had only left school 
this last l\fichaelmas. Cecilia icl0lised Felix. She 
loved Lettice, quietly: but her whole heart was 
bound up in the boy, this young half-brother, to 
whom she had been sister and mother and friend, 
all in ono, and for whose success in life she would 
gladly have flung away her own happiness. Once 
upon a time she had indulged in a wild dream 
of College ; but this dream had faded under tho 
stringent necessity of finding work for him, 
without delay. 

At first she sought the "something" with 
icleas far too lofty of what 111ight be expected; 
since, surely, there were few boys in Brighton 
like her Felix. Employers dicl not view the 
matter with her sisterly eyes, however; and step 
by step she had to descend in her notions, as hope 
after hope faded. 

Had Felix and Lettice been a little more ex­
perienced, they might have read in Cecilia tokens 
of the impending break-down, during the autumn 
term: but they did not. To the last she never 
complained, never gave in, never failed in a single 
lesson. When the collapse came it was sudden 
and entire. In the morning she went out as 
usual : before night she was dangerously ill. 

The immediate danger laf.lted only a few clays: 
but recovery was fitful and slow. Cecilia nt 

length insisted on hearing the whole truth from 
her doctor: and it was a truth which she hacl 
long suspected. She was the victim of compli­
cated and hopeless disease. She might to some 
extent mlly, and even resume ordinary life; but 
she would never again be stropg, or fit for teach­
ing; und at any time an acut6'rtttack might carry 
her off. 

1 
- V•'·-· 

l\Iiss Anderson said not t"~tlrd of this to Felix 
or Lettice. She thought it over quietly: and 
when again able to sit up, she determined to 
write to the only near relative she possesse:d­
her uncle, Dr. Bryant, alienatccl many many 
years earlier by his only sister's marriage to 
Francis Anderson. 

This decision was hastened by an opening for 
Felix, as accountant in a stationer's shop. He 
would begin at once going daily, to learn his 
business : and after a fortnight would receive the 
sum of 17s. 6d. weekly, with pro3pects of an 
early rise if he gave satisfaction. Cecilia had 
lookecl for something widely different, but others 
told her how fortunate he was ; and the common­
sense of the boy fully acquiesced. Cecilia gave 
in, and wrote to Dr. Bryant, resolved that Felix 
should at least, if possible, be unhampered. 

The reply was prompt. If Cecilia would 
travel down to the west with Lettice, as soon 
as she could bear thejou,rney, Dr. Bryant would 
give them both a home. To meet immediate 
expenses he enclosed a £] 0 note. Tho letter was 
not in style affectionate, but Maurice Bryant 
never had written affectionately. Some people, 
demonstrative in manner, are icy by post; ancl 
some, who never thaw in personal intercourse, 
are unexpectedly genial in correspondence. He 
might loe none the less warm, because he expressed 
himself coldly. 

Ou the whole, satisfaction predominated in 
Cecilia's mind. To be compelled to seek aid 
fro111 anyone was a source of distress: but she 
was not a person of puny make, always in arms 
against imaginary slights, neither was she her­
self demonstrative. Why should she expect a 
show of feeling from others? 

" We will offer you a home ! " Dr. Bryant 
wrote, and she wondered over the plural pronoun. 
She had always thought of her uncle as an old 
bachelor, possibly an eccentric one: but ho might 
have married, without the fact reaching her ears. 
If so,_ the future happiness of herself ancl Lettice 
woulcl depend greatly upon the manner of wife 
he had chosen. 

Cecilia was not a woman of many friends, using 
the worcl in a sense which implies intimacy­
partly in consequence of her innate reserve, 
partly because she held back from possible friencl­
shi ps. She was proud as well as reserved ; and 
she woulcl not cndme to have it said that she 
wont after anybody with an object. Keilhcr 
would she 1Jcrmit towards herself kindness which 
might border on patronage. Even the families 
of lon"'-standing pupils would chop away, when 
the e1~gagomont ended. People admired and 
respected l\Iiss Anderson, but few lovecl her; 
and all her thought and care were concentrated 
in Felix and Lotticc-moro especially in Felix. 

So when those troubles camo, she had no one 
2 E 2 
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to turn to for help• none except the lodging­
house keepei·, Mrs. Crofton, who, like everybody, 
admired and respected her lodger, and who would 
have done anything in the world for Lattice. 
llrs. Crofton did do much; nursing the invalid 
night and day through the worst of the illness, 
and sparing every possible moment from work to 
be in the sick-room. The doctor, summoned at 
hap-h~zard from a neighbouring street, was kind­
ness 1tself: and the clergyman of the parish 
called often ; but though Mrs. Anderson had l.een 
years in this house, she was a stranger to both of 
them. Despite all their efforts to break through 
her shield of reticence, she and they remained 
"strangers yet." Nor was she so grateful as 
she might have been for their exertions on behalf 
of Felix, since the result meant to herself deep 
disappointment. 

"I have been talking with Mrs. Crofton about 
you, Felix : and we both wish you to stay on here, 
when Lettice and I are gone." 

" If I can afford it." Felix did not seem 
enamoured with the plan. Freedom had its 
charms for him, and he might be more free else­
where. 

" She will let you have the top back bed-room 
for half-a-crown a week, and will do everything 
for you. It would be impossible to get a fur­
nished room anywhere else for so little." 

"Ten shillings a month. About six pounds a 
year. I could manage that, of course. But I say, 
Sis--" and the lad flushed up hotly ; " will it 
l'0pay her?" 

" She says so. I did hesitate-and I told her 
it ought at least to be more in the season: but 
she would not listen. She declares that she owes 
us a great deal, and perhaps it is true. We have 
never been behindhand, all these years, in our 
rent; and of course I have done her many little 
kindnesses. By-and-by, it may be in your power 
to repay her more fully." 

"I hate to be indebted to anybody." 
"Yes, I know! "-with full understanding, 

while Lettice glanced uncomprehendingly from 
one to the other. " But Mrs. Crofton is a good 
creature. I would rather be indebted to her 
than to most people. And the room is not bad­
it is neatly furnished, and only one side of the 
ceiling slants. I told her the plan would be a 
comfort to me." 

" Oh, it will do-as well as anything. I just 
have to get along for the present. I don't mean 
to be in a shop all my days-or in a gaITet bed­
room." 

"You won't-I am sure. It would make me 
wretched to think so." 

" I shall not. I'll gat on, somehow. I mean 
to get on. The chance will come to me, and I 
shall use it. You'll seo." 

Would she see? or would she soon be far away, 
beyond reach of this idolised brother? 

The question came acutely, bringing a shadow 
with it. For no brightness lay in the thought. 
:Neither by bringing-up nor by after-conviction 
was Cecilia in any sense a religious woman. She 
had a philosophical way of viewing troubles, 
and a spirited fashion of making the best of 
things : and what was inevitable she would accept 

courageously. But cleath, for her, meant simply 
being cut off from her dearest ones-above and 
beyond all, from Felix ! 'fhe land on the other 
side of the grave was, for her, not a Paradise of 
joy and reunion, but a blank existence of absence 
and forgetfulness. All her energies had been 
expended on this life : all her treasure was lodgec1 
in this worlcl. She had only a faint confidence 
in a vague" Providence" to help her through the 
last struggle, when it should come. 

It was not exactly fear that she felt, looking 
forward. On the whole she counted that she had 
done her duty, and that things would not go 
hardly with her. She hacl kept up a respectable 
show of religion, going pretty often to church on 
Sunday morning, if wet weather did not offer an 
excuse for staying at home-though no rain kept 
her in on other days. She had a Bible in her 
room: not often opened. She had been scrupu­
lously honourable as to her father's debts : 
strictly true in all her dealings: a hard-work­
ing careful and self-denying sister. Could more 
be required? She dreaded having to leave all 
whom she loved: otherwise she was prepared­
or she thought so-to meet the last enemy 
bravely, as she had met many lesser enemies. 

"I wish you would get me another shawl, 
Lettice. I am so chilly." 

Lettice sprang up eagerly: rather too eagerly. 
A certain impulsiveness and rapidity of move­
ment were natural to her; unlike the dignified 
ease which had always characterised Cecilia, and 
unlike the confident composure of Felix. The 
impulsiveness worried Cecilia, who had done 
her best to engraft her own manner upon the 
young girl, hitherto without success. They had 
never "suited one another," so completely as 
Cecilia and Felix " suited : " but Lattice was 
scarcely aware of this fact. She was of a happy 
disposition, .humble as to her own merits, pas­
sionately fond of Cecilia, and always sure that 
Cecilia was in the right. It had become a re­
ceived fact in the little circle, that Lettice, though 
well-meaning and affectionate, was hopelessly 
awkward and dull-a mere foil to her handsome 
and clever brother. Lattice acquiesced in this 
version of affairs as fully as anyone. She never 
expected to be anything else than dull; and that 
her occasional gauclie1·ies should arouse Cecilia's 
vexation was a matter of course. Lattice was 
always more annoyed with herself than Cecilia 
could be with her. 

The hurried start to obey was a mistake. As 
she sprang up, she caught her foot in the rug, 
and stumbled against the couch-then, in her 
desperate effort to avoid coming down upon the 
invalid, she fell sideways towards the fireplace, 
striking her head sharply against the corner of 
the marble mantelpiece. 

"Lattice!" Cecilia said reproachfully-aware 
only of the unpleasant jar she had herself re­
ceived. 

"You stupid child!" exclaimed Felix, with 
brotherly frankness. 

Lattice pulled herself up slowly, and laughed 
-keeping her face turned away. "I'm sorry," 
she eaid in a liyely voice. "I didn't moan-I'll 
get the shawl--" 
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"Don't knock anything down by the way," 
said Cecilia, with some sharpness. 

" 0 no-I'll--" Lettice laughed again, and 
went straight out of the room. 

" Did you ever see such a child? " asked 
Cecilia. " And she doesn't care in the least! " 

Lettice fled to the top of the first flight, and 
there stood still, holding the balusters. Resolu­
tion failed for the moment to carry her further. 
The blow had been severe enough to half-stun 
her, though not to overcome her courage, and 
!ears streamed from her eyes with the pain-an 
rnvoluntary overflow: muscular, not mental. 
Lettice would have scorned to cry for such a 
cause: but she was stupefied, and five minutes 
passed unmeasured. Then the parlour door 
opened for a shout: 

" Lettice ! what are you after ? You little 
slow-coach! Sissie wants her shawl." 

Lettice rushed to Cecilia's bed-room door, and 
called out, " Yes, yes, I'm coming." 

"Make haste! what an age you have been!" 
Lettice caught up the shawl and ran down­

stairs. When she entered the other two were 
again in earnest conference, and they scarcely 
noticed her. Cecilia only remarked carelessly, 
"I do wish you would learn to be a little more 
attentive, Lettice;" and went on with what she 
was saying. Lettice attempted no defence. She 
sat down, not in her former place, but well in 
the shade behind the couch, and made believe to 
be at work again. 

A tap at the door was followed by the an­
noun cement-

"Please, ma'am, Mr. Kelly wants to see you!" 
" Mr. Kelly ! 0 dear ! " 

"He've been a lot of times, ma'am, when you 
was too ill: and he said maybe you'd be able 
now." 

" Well, I suppose he must come in for 
once. It is to be hoped that he will not stay 
long." 

Fdix crossed over to where Lettice sat. "I'm 
off," he whispered. "I'll be back in an hour. I 
say-you didn't really hurt yourself? I saw you 
got an uncommonly hard bang." 

"Oh, it's nothing-" and she smiled. 
"Not bad now." 
"No, it's getting better." 
" Sis didn't notice, so I said nothing. She'd 

only lie and bother. You'll be all the colours of 
the rainbow in a day or two." 

Felix dashed across the room, intent on escape; 
and Cecilia's eyes followed him with hungry 
looks. She could hardly bear to have him out of 
sight, now that the parting was so near. Part­
ing! for how long? Suppose the separation were 
to be final ? Suppose she should never meet 
the boy again in this world ? If not in this world 
--but beyond, all was blank. Such questions 
haunted her continually : and they came now 
with a sudden vehemence which, for the moment, 
caused forgetfulness of all beside. She forgot to 
look up and welcome the clergyman, advancing 
dubiously, after a collision with Felix in the 
doorway. She entirely forgot the presence of a 
silent girl in the shade behind her couch.· All 
Cecilia's force was for the moment needed to 
grapple with the inrush of sad thoughts-the 
desolate realisation that she had soon to leave the 
one whom most in all the world she loved; and 
that the leaving might be final. 

GEORGE BOWEN. 

ON February 5, 1888, there quietly fell asleep, 
unattended by any earthly hands, George 
Bowen, for more than forty years missionary 

in Bombay. 
He was born at Middlebury, Vermont, in the 

United States of America, on April 30, 1816. 
Hit> father, who was a member of the Protestant 
Episcopal Church, was of a literary turn of mind, 
and collected a good library, but was anxious that 
his son George should succeed him as a dry-goods 
merchant. And with that end in view George 
entered his father's counting-house at the age of 
twelve. From that age he had no further educa­
tion beyond such as he gave himself. While still 
a youth he read with eagerness such books as 
"Plutarch's Lives," Rollin's "Ancient History," 
Xenophon's "Cyropredia," Hume's "History of 
England," "Memoirs of Due du Sully," Wash­
ington Irving's Works, "Locke on the Under­
standing,'' Dugald Stewart, "Arabian Nights,'' 
Scott's Novels, and Shakespeare. He learnt 
French, Italian, and Spanish in his spare evenings, 
and varied these studies with listening to Italian 
operatic music, of which he was very fond. 
Finding a mercantile life distaiiteful, with t·he 

grudgingly-given permission of his father, he 
left it in October, 1854, with a view of devotino­
himself entirely to literary work. 0 

Charmed with the style of Gibbon, whom he 
greatly admired, he was led shortly before this 
to the opinion that Christianity had no well­
founded claims as a Divine institutio11, and 
became, as he styles himself, an unbeliever. 

The peace which Christians professed to get 
from their religion he regarded as a confession of 
their weakness in needing suoh a support; while 
he prided himself upon his own independence 
and self-sufficiency. He was considered by those 
who knew him to be a very moral man, but he 
himself declared that he would not " for all the 
world have consented that certain facts shouhl be 
divulged to roan." 

His nature at the time was strangely impulsive 
and unreasonably chivalrous, as is evidenced by 
his sending a threatening letter to the President 
of the United States, and by his standing god­
father "for the oddity of the thing" to the child 
of an Italian patriot who had sulforecl much in 
his efforts to liberate Italy from the Austrian 
yoke. 
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In 1836 he started for Europe and spent so!llo 
years in travel; now entering into the gaieties 
of r,1ris, and now spending bis time in devouring 
Gerwan and French books. He states that iu 
1858 he read eighty German volumes in six 
l.llouths, translating some of them into blank 
verse. After visitiug Upper Egypt, Palestine, 
Turkey, Greece, Italy, he returned to New York 
in 1840. 

The taste for German, French, Italian, ancl 
Spanish works of fiction, poetry, philosophy, ancl 
history did net cease when he returned home, for 
he continued to devour them with avidity. He 
appears from his journal to haYe advocated at 
one time the theory of the transmigration of 
souls, ancl speaks on his twenty-sixth birthday of 
it being " another flea-hop through eternity." 
At another stage in the mental career of this 
singular man he is found greatly admiring 
Thomas a Kempis's '' Imitation of Christ," while 
on yet another occasion he speaks with approval 
of Spinoza's and Goethe's pantheism on the 
ground that it shifted all the corruption of 
humanity upon God. 

In 1842 the death of the beautiful and accom­
plished lady to whom he had become affianced 
proved to be the letting in of the first rays of 
light into his soul. The death of the object of 
his affections, together with a perusal of Fichte's 
work translated into French, "La destination de 
l'homme," banished from bis mind all doubt as to 
the immortality of the soul. 

On her death-bed the young lady was enabled 
to give evidence of tho pardon of her sins. She 
left to George Bowen her Bible "with words of 
benediction on the clasp and au injunction from 
her to read it daily and also to attend the house 
of God." The entry in his diary after her death 
was as follows : " There remains nothing now 
but the constant, perennial, 4ourly necessity of 
such preparation as shall ensure the _earliest 
meeting in that exalted sphere to which she 
has gone." This Bible he valued at first simply 
because it had been the means of consolation to 
her. He read it indeed, but without any idea 
that it was a revelation from God; at the same 
time he began to attend some Episcopal Church 
every Sunday. 

About March 24, 1844, he one night gave 
expression to the followin_g soliloquy_: "If there 
is One above all who notices the desires of men, I 
wish that He would take note of this fact, that 
if it please Him to make known His will 
concernin"' me, I shall think it my highest 
privilege to ~o that.will w~atso~ver i~ may be 
and whatever it may mvolve. Little did George 
Bowen think how i;oon this wish woultl be put to 
the test, or how wonderfully he would be helpetl 
by Divine grace to fulfil its terms. . 

Four days afterwartls he went to the Mercantilo 
Library at New York and askell for raley's 
"Xaturn.l 'l'heology." On reaching home he was 
mortifietl to fiucl that the " Evidences of Chris­
tianity" lJy the same author hacl by mistako 
beeu given to him. Unwilling to traverr;o again 
that clay the two miles that separatecl him from 
tho LilJrary, ho retained tho book, but with tho 
remark, "1 caunot waste my time on a book that 

ti-ics to show that the Bible is from Goel, for I 
know well enough that it is not." 

However, on turning over the pages his eye lit 
on the first sentence, which is as follows: "I 
deem it unnecessary to prove that mankind stood 
in neecl of a revelation, because I have met with 
no serious person who thinks that, even uncler 
the Christian revelation, we have too much light 
or any degree of assurance that is superfluous. 
Let it be remembered, too, that the question lies 
between this religion or none; for if the Christian 
religion be not credible, no one with whom we 
have to do will support the pretensions of any 
other." Greatly struck with this, and pleased 
with the style ancl candour of the author, he read 
on a few pages, but as he found he was beginning 
to take an interest in the subject, and was fearful 
lest he should become a believer in Christianity, 
he shut the book. Shortly after this event he 
went to visit a friend in the country, and fell in 
with Doddridge's " Rise and Progress of Religion 
in the Soul," which he read. He returned home 
cleterlllined to find out at any cost the truth 
about the Christian religion. And so set himself 
in earnest to read Paley's Evidences. When 
he had read half through the book a change 
began to come over him, and in heaven the joyful 
news was sounded forth" Behold, he prayeth," for 
there went up from that hitherto proud, but now 
seeking heart, the touching cry," Help Thou mine 
unbelief." From the perusal of this book George 
Bowen arose convinced by the Divine Spirit of 
the truth of the Bible. It will be interesting 
to insert at this point his opinion of the 
book which was made suCJh a blessing to him. 
Paley's Evidences, he remarks, "has been the 
means of bringing many unbelievers to the 
knowledge of the truth. Wo say not that it is 
the book best adapted to all phases of scepticism, 
we do no-t think it is; but to an out and out 
unbeliever, of a logical turn of mind, we believe 
it well adapted." 

When Bowen had finished the study of Paley's 
Evidences, he turned again to the chapter of 
Gibbon which had led him so much astray, ancl 
was able now to see clearly the extreme weakness 
of its arguments. From that time he devoted 
hiinself to the study of God's word. He read it, 
however, with the idea that it did not contain 
the doctrines which people professed to see in it, 
and with a determination to find out for himself 
what it really taught. The teaching revealed to 
him first of all that he was a sinner, and next 
that there was for him the Saviour he needed. 
That Saviour he took as bis own, and becamo 
honceforth a true and devoted servant of Christ. 

Shortly after his conversion, ho joined the 
Mercer Street Presbyterian Church. Ho was 
baptised on Juno 9th, and partook tho same clay 
for the first time of the Lord's Supper. Dr. 
Skinner, his pastor, having learned his clcsiro to 
become a missionary, advised him to enter the 
Union Theological 8emiuary. Ho at once began 
to apply himself to tho study of Grook, and a 
college frioncl says that, though older than the 
rest of the stmlents, and without the preliminary 
scholastic crlucatiou which they had enjoyed, his 
Grnok and Hebrew examinations were among· the 



GEOUGE BOWEN, 423 

best in the seminary. 'l'hoso who have read 
l\Ir. Bowen's works will have noticed how fresh 
and unconventional arc the thoughts there 
expressed. His college friend, Dr. Robert Aikman, 
remarks that the same feature was characteristic 
of his student days, and accounts for it by tho 
fact that np to that time he had read no theo­
logical works, but had confined his studies in this 
direction to the Bible; and that he brought to 
bear upon it his keen unbiassed though sanctified 
intellect. 

While at college George Bowen grew very 
rapidly in grace. He was led to devote himself 
with more whole-hearted consecration to the 
service of God, and strove to get into the habit 
of constantly realising the personal presence of 
the Saviour with him. So that in company with 
several of his friends, he one day remarked : 
"I have at this moment a more vivid sense that 
Jesus is in the room here than I have that either 
of you three are." 

While pursuing his studies, he engaged in 
Christian work, taking a class in the Sunday 
school, and visiting a district as a tract 
dist1ibutor. 

He had up to his conversion been a victim of 
the habit of using profane language, this he was 
enabled to overcome. He gave up smoking also, 
to which be had been greatly addicted; and 
became an abstainer from intoxicating drink, 
while he was also the leading spirit in the college 
prayer and experience meetings. 

Having :finished his college course on April 
19, 1847, he began his public ministrations by 
preaching three times. Be was ordained to the 
ministry on July 4th, in the Mercer Street 
Presbyt~rian Church, and having been accepted 
by the American Board of Commissioners for 
Foreign Missions, he set sail the same month for 
Bombay. 

In going forth as a missionary ho made up his 
mind on two points, that he would never marry, 
and that he would never return to America. 
Such resolves as these are generally most undesir­
able. In this case however they were both 
faithfully acted upon. 

He arrived in Bombay on January 29, 1848, 
and began at once to study the vernacular 
language, acquiring it with very great facility. 

After being in India a few months he heard of 
the death of his father. This event left his 
mother and sisters entirely unprovided for. Be 
felt it right however to remain at his work in 
India, but contrived to put aside some four pounds 
a month out of his small salary for their support. 

In the month of August of this year a serious 
illness befell him, which he himself thought 
likely to be fatal. On recovering he was ordered 
to leave India immediately, but nevertheless he 
determined to stay at what seemed his post of 
duty. During these months of his sojourn in 
India he exercised his mind very largely about 
plans of missionary work, and was impressed with 
the idea that his labours would be greatly helped 
if he adopted a much simpler mode of life than 
tliat of most missionaric~, and more after the 
style of the ordinary natives. Ho even wont so 
far as to write a letter to tho other miesionaries 

working in India, urging upon them thcso 
views, His motive in adopting this plan is thus 
expressed in his diary. " Hy the grace of God I 
will put myself in a position where all men 
shall see that I am the disinterested rnrvant 
of Christ. By the help of God I will honour 
the gospel and conform myself to it with all 
strictness." 

'fhis plan of procedure George Bowen carriecl 
out for many years, but eventually he expressed 
his disappointment at the result of this mode 
of living, in its effect upon the natives. 

In car~y~ng out this 1rnrpose of a simpler 
manner of hfe, he gave up the salary of about two 
hundred pounds, which the American Board of 
l\iissions was paying him, and left the mission 
house where he had been living, in order to occupy 
a room i.n a part of Bombay inhabited entirely by 
Portuguese and natives. He writes thus, after 
this change was completed. "At length, thanks 
be to God, I am in that situation which I have so 
long desired to be in. The Lord did not more 
truly guide me to India than He has guided me 
to this humble spot. Were the Apostle Paul in 
Bombay, I should be far morn content in receiv­
ing him whern I now am "than where I have 
hitherto been. On opening my Bible the first 
text that met my eyes was, • Now there was 
found in it a poor wise man, and he by his 
wisdom delivered the city.' " 

In order to support himself he engaged lll 

private tuition for a few hours a week. 
He laboured incessantly in preaching the 

Gospel to the native~, ~pending hours of the 
night in prayer for a blessing. He often fasted 
for long periodll, and sometimes gaTe away all 
that he possessed. 

In 1851 George Bowen issued the first number 
of the "Bombay Guardian," a paper which, with 
but a short interval, continued under his able 
editorship up to the end of his life to advocate 
wit.h great ability the cause of evangelical truth. 

Arthough he had ceased to receive any salary 
from the missionary society, he continued his 
connection with it until 1856, when he thought 
it better to bo entirely independent. . 

Thus he laboured on quietly in Bombay, 
Eeldom going into society, but when he did do so, 
charming every one with his musical talent, as 
well as with the wise and helpful words which 
dropped from his lips. 

After some time Le became the Secretary of the 
Bombay Heligious 'l'ract Society; and took up his 
abode at the depot. The work, which was ill 
addition to his other duties, he undertook as a 
labour of love, though not altogether with success 
as regards management. 

In literature he was quite at home. Ho w10to 
many tracts and pamphlots, and his three books, 
"The Amens of Christ," "Daily Meditations," a.nd 
"Love Revealed," especially tho last, aro rich 
with the unction of doep pioty, and holy 
Christian oxporionce. Any 0110 reading his works 
will find them "a feast of fat things, a feast of 
wine on the lees, of fat things full of marrow, 
of wine on the lees woll rofinod.'' 

When, in 1871, tho Hov. ·William, now Ilii<hop, 
Taylor, began work iu Inllia, George Bowen sup-
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ported him Yery heartily. He became one of tho 
leaders of the Methodist Episcopal Churoh, and 
was on several occasions appointed president of 
the annual conferences of that body in India. His 
last public nets were in connection with this office. 
Having been elected President of the South 
Indian Annual Conference of the Methodist 
Episcopal Church, in January 1888, he preached 
a remarkable sermon on "Union with Christ." 
He spoke on the same day in Marathi to a large 
number of school-children; and after presiding at 
the conference, returned as usual to Bombay. 
The next day he took part in a farewell service 
to a retiring minister, but contracted a chill from 
which he never recovered. 

On Sunday morning, February 5th, " the nurse 
ou entering the room was startled by his appear­
ance, and en drawing near found he was dead." 1 

Thus at the age of seventy-two he entered into 
hi:;; well-earned rest. 

His forty years of life in India were full of 
earnest, whole-hearted work for God, and yet it 
has been remarked as a somewhat singular fact, 
that but few conversions can be traced to his 
y,ersonal efforts. One who knew him well states 
that he asked him on one occasion if he did not 
feel discouraged ; his reply was, "Thank God I 
can only say I have never experienced such a 
feeling. The thought 'In Thy favour is life,' 
swallows up all others. It is enough for me." 
(Preface to Daily Meditations.) His life-work 
appears to have been to live "soberly, godly, 
and righteously,' in that city where he was 
called to dwell. By his devoted and simple 
habit of life he won universal respect, and 
became the valued counsellor of workers of all 
churches, who constantly resorted to him for 
advice. Amidst many whole-hearted men and 
women who are spending and being spent in the 
Master's service in that great couutry, it was 
reserved for George Bowen to be called " the 
Saint of India." 

The Times of India, of February 11th 1888, in 
recording his death, thus spoke of him:-

" George Bowen wo.s known to most as o. missiono.ry who 
chose, for the furtherance of the co.use to which he ho.cl 
devoted himself, o. style of life marked by extreme self­
sacrifice and prudence ; by many he was regarded as a kind 
of Christian faqir. From his humble dwelling he issued 
every morning on missions of love to those needing ChriE­
tinn guidance and consolation, o.nd on visits to his Christian 
friends and follow-workers. He might be seen returning 
with quick step when the sun was o.lreo.dy well up, and 
,luring the hotter hours of the dety he would be found busy 
at his desk, engaged in study nnd correspondence, in re­
ceiving visits from inquirers whom he instructed, or in the 
editorial duties connected with the Bombay Guardian. 
Again as evening drew near, he sallied forth to tho plnces 
where he was wont to preach in the open air to tho passing 
crowds. On many an evening lie might have been seen 
sl1mding on the steps at the base of the great lo.mp in front 
of 1.hc l\Joncy School, procfoiming his message to the lnrgo 
rongrcgalion of passers-by that usually gathered around 
him. In 1.ho later evening be would bo found conducling 
1·cligious services in the churches with which he wns con­
nected, or to.king part in the imp.:>rti,nt work of Diblo 

1 .A. Brief Bioorapl,y of George Bowen. Published by 
the Methodist Mission, Bombay. 

tmnslntion or revision, or visiting the homes of his mos~ 
intimnte friends, into which his presence seemed always to 
bring something of the liigher atmosphere in which he lived 
nnd workecl. 

"Rco.lity nnd self-forgetting sympathy ~ere the most 
marked fco.tures of his charoctur, and these are the qualities 
which most in~pire confidence and affection. He was self­
denying, not because ho was conscious of the esteem and 
admiration which self-denial wins, but because this was the 
form in which his life found ils most naturo.l expression. 
He was humble, not because humility is beautiful an,! 
attrnctive, but bec1.use he hnd learned to be, meek and 
lowly in heart. Hence the power and influence of his 
derntional writings, so different from much that is written 
on similar subjects; hence the mo.nly vigour of his thought 
when it. l)ntcred the most sacred regions of the soul and 
touched the highest themes. Through forty years that lifo 
hns been among us, from its very character mingling little 
with the busy currents of public movement that have been 
flowing onwards, guided by other aims and other plans; 
and yet we cannot but feel poorer that o. life so rich in noble 
purpose and lofty aim has passed away from among us. 
Gladly and ungrudgingly, therefore, do we offer this tribute 
of honour to the memory of one who neither lornd nor 
sought it while he lived." 

J, P. BOBSON-

ALL day the honieless mists had swept 
Adown the rock-bouud lea, 

O'er gorse-fringed hills and vales they crept, 
And tryst among the heather kept, 
But now, at evening time, they slept 

Upon n sleeping sea. 

Soft as the grey-white plumage worn 
Upon o. sea-bird's breast, 

Or fleece of firstling newly ehorn, 
One drift they seemed, sa.Ye where, upbome 
Through some brief rift asunder torn, 

Gleamed white o. snil at rest. 

But when the hour of sunset came, 
Across their phantom floor, 

Bright hues of crimeon and of flume 
The cliill and pallor put to shame, 
Until the mists one fire became 

That burned from sky to shore. 

And, tipped with gold beneath the sun, 
A purple isle afar 

Stood· clem·ly out, ns fearing none, 
And wntched the sunset triumph won, 
While over it, when nll was done, 

Looked forth the evening star. 

So, up anu down the shores of time 
All do.y the mpot1rs go, 

They shroud our isles of faith sublime, 
And round our watch-towers drift and climb; 
But when life strikes its even-chime, 

All massed iu light below, 

Tho vory midis that dimmed our way, 
Suffused with be:wcnly gleams, 

Sb11ll make nbovo tho waters grey 
A roseate pavement o'er the bay 
Towurds the Islnnd of tho Duy, 

Tho haYen of our drnulllS ! 

llARY ROWLES HRHS. 





LIFE IN OTHER WORLDS. 
llY W. T. LYNN, ll.A., F.R.A.S. 

"WHEN I consider Thy heavens,. the work of 
Thy fingers, the moon and the stars 
which Thou hast ordained; What is man 

that Thou art mindful of him, and the son of 
man that Thou visitest him?" However delight­
ful and entrancing is the sight of nature in the 
daytime, when the glorious sun in its majesty 
flings light and warmth, beauty, colours, and 
radiance over the aspect of nature, even deeper 
thoughts of the power and immensity of God, are 
suggested by the spectacle of a cloudless sky at 
night, the silver and apparently smiling moon, and 
still more the glittering hosts of stars, of various 
degrees of brightness which stud the firmament. 
Never has this feeling been more finely expressed 
than in these words of David. It includes an 
overpowering sense of the vastness of tLe scale of 
creation, and of the wonderful condescension of the 
great Creator in His dealings of providence and 
of grace with man whose nature He has. made 
little less than divine, aml to whom He has given 
the dominion over all other living creatures in 
the world around him. But does life, intellectual 
life similar to that of man, exist in the orbs of 
heaven, which modern astronomy bas taught us 
to look upon as globes, situated in many respects 
like that which we inhabit? Of these bodies we 
know most about those which form part of our 
own system ; and, whilst we know that Gocl's 
mercy and care are over all His works, it is only 
in reference to them that science enables us to 
consider the question whether they are to be 
regarded as probable abodes of life, in a similar 
manner to that in which we know that our own 
planet, the earth, is. 

Before the invention of the telescope, uothing 
whatever was known of the planets but their 
motions. But careful study of these, led Coper­
nicus to the view, which from him is called the 
Copernican system, that they could be much more 
simply explained by regarding the sun, rather 
than the earth as the centre round which all 
revol ,ed. The progress of astronomy Rince his 
time has converted this view, from a probable 
hypothesis (which is all 1hat it was in his hands) 
into one of the best established facts in science, 
which no one who bas studied it can fail to 
accept. This would have been so even if the tele­
scope had neve1· been inventecl. But in that case 
we should have known nothing of the planets 
beyond the fact of their orbital motions and 
approximately the amounts of the masses of 
matter which they respectively contain. Many 
of the planets also would never have been known 
at all. 

In the early part of the seventeenth century, 
however, man obtained the means of using, so to 
speak, a more powerful eye than his own, enabling 
him to see distinctly objects otherwise beyond his 
ken, wbelher from the minuteness of their sizes or 
the magnitudes of their distances. Pointing tele­
scopes to the planets, it was seen, not only that 
they were themselves opaque bodies oncl illumi-
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nated by the sun, being light only on that half of 
their surfaces which was turned towards him, but 
that they rotated or turned round on their own 
axes, so that each part, as on our own earth, had 
an alternative of light and darkness similar to 
our day and night, and that these axes were, like 
that of the earth, more or less inclined to the 
planes of their orbits, so that a succession of 
seasons would take place on large portions of 
some of the planets such as is experienced to take 
place on our own earth. It was also discovered 
that some of the planets and those more distant 
from the sun than oursehes, had, not one moon, 
like our earth, but several satellites or moons 
revolving around them, and it was thought that 
the reflected light of those bodies might in some 
measure make up for the deficiency of direct 
sunlight on those planets. Putting all these 
things together, the conclusion was arrhed at, 
with more decision than the facts of the case war­
ranted, that all the planets were probably abode~ 
of sentient and perhaps intellectual life. 

There are few persons but who will here think 
of Fontenelle's "Entretiens sur la Pluraliie des 
Mandes" (first published in 1686), the almost 
certainty with which he assures the imaginary 
Marchioness that every-body in the solar system, 
excepting the sun, is peopled with inhabitants. 
The principal argument is the similarity of cir­
cumstance in many respects (though varied in 
degree) w~ich such supposed planetary inhabi­
tants would be placed in when compared with 
our own. 

But how lllUch is contained in that word 
"degree!" Had the planets more distant from 
the sun than ourselves, been only at about hYo 
or three times our distance from the source of 
light and heat, the argument would have pos­
sessed much force. But with the exception of Mars, 
a planet considerably smaller than the earth, ancl 
the hundreds of little planets which have been 
discovered in the present century, the next planet 
reckoning outwards (Jupiter), is more than fi,e 
times as far from the sun as we are, and receives, 
therefore, an amount of light and beat from him 
less than the twenty-sixth part of that which we 
do. But, it was suggested, his four moons make 
up to some extent for this smaller amount of 
light. It was quite forgotten that the moons or 
satellites also receive this smaller prop0rtion of 
light, and as there is no reuson to suppose that 
their reflecting power is very different, the four 
together cannot give anything liko so much 
lio-ht to Jupiter as our one moon does to us. 

0

Still more strongly does this argument apply to 
Saturn, which is nearly ton times as far from the 
sun as the earth, anll can receive but about the 
hundredth part of the same light and heat. 
Uranus is nearly twenty, nml Neptune morn 
than thirty times as far from the central luminary 
of 1.he system as ourselves; the light and heat 
radiutecl to the latter from the sun is scarceh· more 
than the thousandth part of that which we haw. 
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There is of com•3e one body in the systom 
situated almost exactly as wo aro with regard to 
solar influence, and that is our own moon. But 
the progress of astronomicul research, nided by 
the powerful telescopes of the present centmy, 
bas revealed so much of the surface and physical 
condition of that body, destitute (at any rate 
almost so) of air and water, that no one now 
suppoHes that it can be the nbocle of sentient life. 

As regards the sun, modern discoveries in 
physical science and the laws of propngation of 
heat have shown that an idea, started in the last 
century, that its light and heat proceeded from 
its outer envelope, and that the interior might be 
protected by some reflective canopy and be 
capable of maintaining some kind of life, is quite 
untenable. 

The greater proximity of Mercury and Venus to 
the solar rays makes it very improbable that they 
can be abodes of life, especially if the results of 
some recent observations are confirmed which 
make it provable that they rotate on their axes 
in the same times as those in which they revolve 
round the sun; the consequence of which would 
be that on one eicle their surfaces would be 
always exposed to his heat, and on the other 
side never, that is to say, that their rotation 
would not answer tho purpose of giving an 
alternative of day and night at all. 

A consideration of all these circumstances has 
led thinkers in recent times to reduce the sup­
posed populations of the larger bodies of the 
solar system, and to 1mggest (more modestly 
than did Fontenelle), that the most probable 
scenes of life in it, are the comparatively small 
planet Mars (the surface of which is about a 
quarter that of the earth), and the satellites of 
Jupiter, it being thought probable that eo for 
from these moons making up to their primary 
planet for the deficiency of sunlight, he may 
have sufficient internal heat to supply them with 
the warmth of which they can receive so little 
from the sun. Jupiter and his moons are t?o 
distant for it to be likely that we shall ever, m 
our present state, obtain auy knowledge of the 
inhabitants of these satellites, should there be any. 
But Mars, with the single exception of Venus, is 
our nearest nei(Thbour anong the planets, and 
very special int~rest has on this account, been 
felt lately in the study of his surface, and the 
conclitions likely to obtain there with the view of 
ascertainin"' whether any probability can thus be 
shown to :xist of life being sustained upon it. 
Somo visionaries haYe gone so far as to entertain 
the iclea that it rni"ht be possible to holcl cOiu­
munication by sign~ls with the supposed l\!a1:tial 
inhabitants· ancl reference was macle to 1h1s m a 
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persons do not consider tha~ Mars, whe_n ~earest 
to us, is distant about tlnrty-five nnlhons of 
miles, or more than a third part of the sun's mean 
distance. The most powerful telescope over 
mado used under the most favourable circum­
~tanc~s, couhl uot placo us in a better positiou 
for seeing such an object, than if wo wm:e coH­
templating it with the nakml eyo at tho Ll1stanco 
of about five thonsaml milee. How would any 
sigual made l,y crcate:d lnmls ho largo enough 

to be perceptible at this, or even very much less 
thnn this, distance? 'l'hus much we clo know 
about Mars; that he turns on his axis in a period 
of time littlo moro than half an hour longer than 
our earth_ does ; that he is surrounded by an 
atmosphere much less clense than that around ns; 
and that his surface is diversified by tracts of 
land and wnter, which are unlike our earth in 
this respect, that the part covered by water is 
much snialler than that which is dry land. 
Much has bP.en said about some long streaks to 
which the name of canals has been given; but it 
is exceedingly unlikely that they are really arti­
ficial, any more than the streaks called rills on 
the moon, and their nature is far from being 
fully understood. An Italian astronomer claims 
to have frequently seen them in double lines, 
but confirmation of this with other instruments 
is desirable before the duplicity can be accepted. 
Certain appearances have been occasionally ob­
served, which seemed to indicate that portions of 
the land on Mars have been submerged. 

It will be noticed that what has been said in 
this article refers to the bodies of the solar system 
only. Whether life, and what kind of life, may 
exist on the millions of bodies which modern 
astronomy and modern telescope-makers have 
brought within our cognizance can ever be, 
whilst we are in our present state, but matter of 
conjecture and inference from analogy. It is con­
ceivable that there may be worlds in other systems 
as adapted to the sustenance of life as is this 
earth; or that life itself may be conformable to 
other conditions in spheres beyond our present 
ken. The glittering bodies which stud the 
heavens are not planets, but suns, sources of 
light and doubtless of heat. Many of them may 
have opaque bodiell, similar to the planets in our 
solar system, revolving roui1d them and receiving 
light and heat from their rays. Indications of 
several kinds have been found of the existence of 
such opaque bodi~s by their effects on the visi­
bility and motions of others; but reflected light 
cannot reach us from the enormous distances by 
which we are separated from the fixed stars. It 
becomes man to be humble in bis speculations; 
and whilst grateful for the wondrous light which 
the study of science bas given us respecting some 
of the handiwork of tho Great Creator, let us 
remember that, after all, our knowledge is but 
feeble and similar, nccording to the well-known 
comparison of Sir Isaac Nowton, to that of a 
cliild who picks up a few shells on the sea-shorn, 
while the ocenn of truth, out of which thoy are 
thrown, lies uncliscovorocl and unknown. 

[<!.laitin,g. 

T
HE trees stnncl sil"cnt iu their summer dress; 

No south wi1Hl stirs thc1u with its SWL'd cnrcss; 
No snushino rests upon llw trembling leaves; 
No song of hinls Loncnth lhcii· sheltering e,wes; 
All ,rniling for tho sun, mul summer air, 
Onh· J-Ic11Ycn's snnsliino m11kc•s tho c>nrlh look foi1·. 
f;u ~rnit~ my hcnrt, Lor,l, for Thy grnco divine, 
'.I'hy powe:r 11!0110 cnn make me rise and shine. 

nr. s. wmoar. 



THE SPIRITUAL EXPERIENCE OF ST. P.A.UL. 

11 THE ILLUMINED HEART." 

"It ple11sed God ... to reveal Hie Son in me."-Gal. i. 15, 16. 

WHEN, bound with a chain, the Apostle Paul 
• stood before Agrippa, and in "words of 

truth and soberness" uttered his defence, 
he declared, "As I went to Damascus, at midday, 
0 king, I saw in the way a light from heaven, 
above the l1rightness of the sun, shining round 
about me and them which journeyed with me!" 1 

The words describe a more than earth-born 
splendour. For he claims to have seen not merelv 
a beam that illumined darkness, not merely ';i. 
lightning flash that made itself visible athwart a 
storm-darkened sky, but a radiance brighter and 
stronger than when " in a Syrian noon, the i:;un 
shines :fiercely overhead in an intolerable blaze of 
boundless light, the cloudless sky glows like 
molten brass, the white earth under the feet 
glares like iron in the furnace, the whole air 
seems to quiver as though it were pervaded with 
subtle flames." 2 Well might the brightness that 
excelled the mid-day sun of a Syrian sky seem 
divine. To the leader of the band of persecutors 
that hastened to fulfil their commission at Dam­
ascus, it came with blinding force; and, when 
raised from the ground, Saul was a sightless man, 
whose organs of vision-smitten it may be as they 
feasted upon the lovely city destined for the scene 
of his inquisitorial zeal,-had been blinded by 
that surpassing splendour. 

But it opened other eyes, even of the soul, that 
had long been closed. We cannot tell how much 
of Christian opportunity, influence, teaching 
Saul of Tarsus might have enjoyed. He had 
witnessed Stephen's death, had beheld the patient 
:fidelity of the Nazarenes, whom he would have 
forced to blaspheme ; he had heard their argu­
ments, their testimony, their appeals. All had 
been without result. Yet now, the long closed 
eyes of the heart see, the closed ears of the soul 
are opened. " It pleased God to reveal His Son 
in me." 

This experience produced a life-long decision. 
It was decisive for all time to come, in all circum • 
stances that might arise. It was a revelation, 
authoritative, final, divine; beyond which he 
could not go, from which he dared not withdraw. 
It was not instruction by a fellow man however 
richly endowed with acuteness of mind ; this 
another might disprove or the scholar himself 
doubt and reject. It was not discovery, whether 
by some happy alighting upon truth or by 
laborious and exhaustive investigation. This 
was rnvelation; in St. Paul's language else­
where, "God shone in the heart," 3 or, as he 
describes it here, "He called me and revealed 
His Son." And this glorious experience wi·ought 
a sound and lasting conversion. Apostacy from 
Christ and Christianity were among the dangers 

1 Acts xiv i. 12, l 3. • Dr. Farmr. • 2 Cor. iv. G. 
¥.!8 

warned against in those early days; men "went 
out from us," "fell from their own steadfastness," 
"drew back unto perdition." But this man never 
even verged upon such a relapse, his decision 
was life-long, that radiance which dawned upon 
and within his soul knew no diminution, that 
light "shone more and more unto the perfect 
day." The hour when God "revealed His Son,'' 
was decisive for all the years that should come 
after. 

But such a conversion as this might well be 
permanent. It was not effected by a revelation 
made to him, but made "in" him. There are 
revelations, authoritative and divine, made to a 
man. God showed to Moses the pattern of the 
things he should make ; He opened the eyes of 
the prophet's servant to see the mountain filled 
with chariots and horses of fire; He showed to 
Zechariah the mystic symbols of spiritual powers. 
But there was a certain inwardness about St. 
Paul's experience ; the revelatioO: he received 
was of a different and higher order; the Christ 
he beheld was not merely revealed to his vision 
but within his heart. The eyes which beheld 
the glory were not merely the blinded eyes of 
his body, for "the eyes of his heart" 1 were 
enlightened. The tablets upon which the re­
velation was inscribed were the "fleshly tables of 
the heart." God became his teacher, and through 
no human agency, by no human power of argu­
ment, but by an inward, miraculous, divine 
operation revealed, portrayed His Son. It was 
not primarily a doctrinal revelation that was 
made to Saul. The pe1·secutor was not shown 
a new setting of the Messianic argument, was 
not instructed in some overlooked evidences of 
Christianity, had not presented to him, for 
credence or rejection a complote and :finished 
system of doctrine; but the personal living Christ, 
the rejected and crucified, the risen and now 
enthroned Jesus was revealed in him. And the 
glorious object of faith and love became the 
theme of~bis apostolic ministry. The Son of 
God, the chief comer-stone, the ransom for all, 
the life, the one'' who loved me, gave Himself 
for me," had been revealed in him that he might 
preach Him. Out of that personal experience all 
his theolo(J'y had its rise. He had known this 
revealing process, and the truth he proclaimed was 
assured knowledge, indubitable certainty. The 
language of hesitation," We tru~~~d it had bee_n 
He which should have redeemed 1s never on his 
lips; it is his to say, "I know whom I have 
believed, and am persuaded." 

And in the bri(J'htness of that inner revelation 
all other things had been reduced to their true 
insignificance. When upon that eventful day 

1 Eph. i. 18 (R.V.). 
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the sun arose, it blotted out the splendid jewelry 
of stars that had decked the sky in the Syrian 
night. So had this glory brought to dulness or 
overwhelmed in comparative insignificance all 
other glories. All the brightest things of the 
present life became for ever extinguished before 
the radiance that illumined his heart. Hereafter 
they appear but as memories, as dimmer luminaries 
quenched by an all glorious sun. He had hotly 
pursued Rabbinic culture, but life's great lesson 
was learnt when Christ was revealed. A prospect 
of positive honour, fame, of satisfied ambition 
opened before him; but the fascination disappeared 
at Christ's appearing. E"'en the glorious past of 
the nation from which he sprung, the privileges 
with which God had endowed His peculiar 
possession, all the gains that in bygone years he 
had esteemed his great possessions, these now 
appeared of nothing worth, and seemed poor and 
lustreiess in the splendour of revelation of the 
Son of God. As in the morning light, star after 
star fades away, the fainter earlier, the most 
resplendent last of all, till before the risen sun 
all alike, no matter what their radiance, are 
extinguished and lost, so were all these poor and 
nothing worth when God shone in his heart and 
revealed His Son. Jewish prerogative, Benjamite 
descent, Pharisaic merit, inquisitorial zeal, the 
ban of the synagogue, social ostracism, the pain 
of persecution, the endurance of manual toil, to 
be-

Lone on the land, ancl homeless on the water-

all these were trivial things to be sacrificed or 
to be suffered as of no moment, faint points of 
light lost in the meridian splendour of the 
revelation of Christ in him. 

We need not wonder that such an experience 
was a never forgotten lesson, a sufficient theme· 
for an apostolic ministry, a life-long decision; 
that it filled so large a space in St. Paul's thought, 
and is so often referred to in his epistles. lie 
contemplates it in profound humility. "It pleased 
God to reveal His Son in me." Yet he sees its 
glorious antitype in the work of that first 
creative day when-

Light 
Ethereal, first of things, quintessence pure, 
Sprung from the deep; 

and came forth responsive to the Almighty's 
word. "God that said, light shall shine out of 
darkness, shined in our hearts." 1 This was the 
secret of St. Paul's life, of his devotion to Christ, 
of his fidelity unto death, of tbat glorious con­
version that transformed the persecutor into the 
apostle. Yet not for him alone was the privilege 
reserved. There may be in us no persecuting 
enmity, no Damascus Road, no light above the 
brightness of the sun; but the better, inner 
revelation may be ours. There are processes of 
Christian toil by which men are brought to 
Christ, conversions in which men discover Christ. 
Yet the deepest and richest experience is that of 
the man who can say, "It pleased God to reveal 
His Son to me." M. 

TALKS WITH WORKERS. 

The 
Return to 

Old 
Testament 
Stnd!es. 

THE present clay return to Old Testament 
studies is one of the greatest movements 

of our time. It can hardly fail to result in a 
great legacy aud trust of precious and inspi~ing 
knowledge, into which the next generation, 

rather than we ourselves, may expect to enter. The astonish­
in"' pro"ress we are witnessing in the sciences of Assyriology 
and E;yptology and general oriental palreogr~phy yields 
us, neilrly every month, some new and startling t~ophy, 
some ,urprisin"' an,l fascinating page of recovered h1storr. 
The narrati~es°of Genesis and Exodus are seen in the glow 
of a newer light. And the glow has warmth as well us 
light. 

Some of 
the 

Newer 
Discoveries. 

Our Sunday class-rooms, young men's guilds, 
upper Bible classes and " pleasant Sunday 
afternoons" are addiag to their repertoire 
such romantic stories of subterranean adven­
ture as that entitled " Four thousand years 

underground, or the finding of Pharaoh's mummy." Our 
young people are shown newly-discovered portraits of 
Bible races of men sculptured by commancl of the great 
Rameses himself-portraits of Hittite, Amorite, nnd Philis­
tine contemporaries of Moses in Egypt. 

1 2 Cor. iv. 0 (n. v.). 

The 
Treasure­

Trove 
Is 

for a.ll. 

It would not be difficult to mention many such 
instances of the great achievements ancl re­
wards of Old Testament study and work with 
the pick aud spade. Rather, it would be 
easier to show that we are at the beginning, 

and not at the end, of such revelations. And happily lhese 
discoveries are at once made accessible to all. This commu­
nity of goods in the Christian commonwealth is indeed a 
thing to be thankful for. It is one of the best features of 
our ago. Even mighty London, with its noble British 
Museum aucl library, has no monopoly of tho monuments 
and records of present day Biblical archreology. 

But undeniably I have found it pleasant to take a crowd 
of young people through the Egyptian and Assyrian 
galleries at Bloomsbury, and show them such startling 
sights as the black obelisk of Shalmaneser, on which, at ll 

"durbar" held by tho dusky monarch, the vassal Jehu of 
Israel is seen paying tribute; or to stop and look at the 
very sunburnt brioks from the cities of Egypt, bearing the 
cartouoh or signatu1·0 of the Great Oppressor and imperial 
brickooaker; or to see their surprise at tho famous clay 
cylinder which rocords-frooo non-biblical sources-the 
expeclition of Sennacherib against Hezekiah, and his. boast 
that his tributary vassal w11s "shut up in Jerusalem like!\ 
bird in II cage." 
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Stndents' 
Aids to 

;he "Divine 
Llbrary.11 

Nothing is more welcome to middlc-ngcd men 
and women-who well recollect when "refer­
ence Bibles" first came into populc\l' use-Umn 
tho newer custom of nppending " Student's 
Aids" to the Bibles of tl.Je present dny. fo 

is form the newer discoyeries I spenk of are grnchml!y 
fog brought within rench of every Sunday School tencher 
1d lover of "11"hnt Dr. Kirkpntrick hnppily cnlls the 
Divine Library." One could mention nt least three of 
ese "Aids" which are truly bountiful with the Inter 
\rYest of Biblicnl discovery. Nor is it merely a question 
'an accession of kuowleclge. They te11ch us, among other 
,inga, how far-reaching were the roots of Israel's histo1·y, 
1d how proYidentially intertwined with those of the gre11,t 
)oples and states of the ancient world. It refreshes us to 
ad in the bye-paths of the old world how much of the 
ivine sunshine w11a sb.ed upon the peoplea with whom 
,rael was brought in contact. 

A few I know of no better genernl and popular 
hndbooks of introduction to the literature of this remnrk­
it~~:~~!s. able renaissance-this re-birth and enthusin~m 

for Old Testament history-than Professor 
ayce's little volume, entitled: "Fresh Light from the 
.ncient Monuments." Many a solitary stuJent feels un­
Jeakably grateful for the help afforded in this brochure. 
'or want of some such guide the subjects of which he had 
eard so much were simply " in the air." But this little 
1anual at once brought the mist doll'n in a fertilisiug 
10wer. It not only communicates the most epoch-making 
iscoveries of our day in a lucid and vivid style; it indicates 
ie sources of information and puts the reacler in touch with 
1e workers. In the uew edition we shall doubtless see 
1cluded the story of the finding of the body of Pharaoh in 
;s underground hiding-place at Deir el Bahari, and the 
iscovery of Assyrian tablets at Tel el Amo.rna, an old 
~pita! of Egypt in pre-1\Iosaic times. 
Other invaluable little books of the same series are " The 

littites, the story of a forgotten Empire," "The Races of 
1e Old Testament," and "Assyria, its Princes, Priests and 
'eople," by the s11me author. To some of my readers theso 
ltle volumes may already be familiar, well-thumbed text­
ooks, but alas ! a wide experience tl)lls me that they are 
,r less known than they deserve to be. 
Nor should I forget to mention the Rev. Henry Tomkins's 

icently published "Life and times of Joseph," which is 
10 result of many yeara of the widest reading in early 
emitic and Egyptian geography and ethuology. 

And the time was ripe for such books. It 
Th~;3ll looks as if the sluggish and indiffereut emong 

;he Sluggish. us-alas I thn.t there should be such-would 
soon be shamed into a faller knowledge of their 

iible, and a wider rel\ding of Dible subjects. They will 
ave to come into line with the average reader of our 
1onthly magazines, in the pages of which so many impor­
rnt messages from '' Buried Cilies and Dible Countries" 
rst see the light. The pick and spade work of l\fospero, 
r aville, Petrie, and others is purveyed for us not only in 
10 journals of learned societies, or in that invaluable series 
f octavos," The Records of the Past," but in cheap popular 
criodicals. Eager readers, with no specially religious 
~ds in view, but with a love of discovery in any ancl 
very field of research, are making it hard for Chl'istinn 
cople to remain as "outsiders." We live in nn age of 
atl.Jusiasms. 

How best can we utilise this newer light­
New;,hftght. how best make known to and share with 

Howw~hall others who may be looking to us for guidance 
use It I these unforeseen beriucsts of the ages? Some 

of us may even be asking; "l':Iow shall we our­
sch-cs best assimilute to our r,rescnt knowledge the newer 
stores which have been so providcutially 013encd up to us?" 

The problem is a large one, and uncloubtcdly our best 
efforts to deal with it will themselves be an education to u, for 
some time to come. But whatever else it may be, it is au un­
mistakable call upon us for a further equipment for our work. 

A practical Let me conclu<le with quite a soconclary 
Snggestlon: but not unimportant suggestion, which may 
Plck~:."nd not have occurred to a.II of my follow-workers 

in the class-room or lecture hall. I speak on 
behalf of the more extendecl use of pictures, ancl especially 
of maps, when the lesson has an historical and geographical 
setting. Boys and men, as we must all harn noticed, are 
keen upon a good map. 

Suppose, for instance, we are studying the twilight years 
of Palestiniun history-the little known times of Canaan 
uncler the Pharaohs, long before the Israelitish conquest 
and settlement. The period is, or was a few yeara siuce, 
almost pre-historic, but what a flood of light is now pouring 
upon it! A map of Egyptian Canaan long prior to the 
Exodus is no"'. fast becoming possible. Strange to say, 
the names of Eome three hundred of tl.Je towns of the time 
have lntely come to light, thanks to the itiucrary of the 
great Pharaoh, Thothmes III., in his expedition through 
the country north wards to the Euphrates. 

All this, and more besides, cau best be 
A Map as shown by a map-which, in the case supposed, 

a Con~~ectns the teacher or lecturer can easily make for 
History. himself. A skeleton map of Palestiue, which 

may be bought for a few pence, will serve the 
purpose. Let it be filled in first with the more important 
nnmcs which Thotl.Jmes-the first explorer of Palestine­
has so happily written down for U3; let it show the great 
Hittite stronghol<l, Kadesh, in the valley of the Orontes; 
and Hamath, further north on the same notable river. Let 
it show, not only the strange names just come to light, but 
vcmemble names and sites which even to-day bear their 
old Canaanite appellatives-1\lerom an<l Kishon, Hcshbon 
and l\:legi<l<lo, l\'ligdol and Aphrah, Harnath and Damascus. 
Especially, let it show the route by which the conquering 
Thothmes marched through Canaan to the Euphrates­
the route which Egyptians allfl AsRy1·iaus took age afler 
age, in their inrnsions of each other's empire.1 

Such a map tells a story better than pages of narrative. 
It is, in fact, a conspectus of history, and boys and men 
alike will want to copy it. Seen hanging on the wall of 
a cottage home, or in the library of the student, it is 
an a<lmirable witness of the growing interest in Dible h\nds, 
and an incentive to Bible study. It presents a phase of 
Palestiue story of which we shall hear much in the near 
foture, and on which our best archroologists at home and 
abroad are at work. 

Our "Blble 
Aids" kept 

up 
to date. 

Every year is ac!tling to our gcogmphical 
and topographical kuowlcdgo of Bible lauds. 
Even the best of "Bible Aids" to the student 
tencls to get behind the time ; but by keeping a 
goorl skeleton map by us, we cnu at least keep 

the Scriptme goography fairly up to elate. u. IV. 

1 Professor l\fospero's two maps in vols. xx. and xxii. of 
the Journnl of the Victoria Institute, should be cousulte<l. 
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1-1 E wind seemed to blow 
• softer !\round tho old 

form ou Sundl\y woming 
thnn nt l\ny other time. 
The birds seemed to sing 
with I\ lower, swcet~r 
note. The b!aC"kbin.l 
tlmt nlwuys came to the 
~ycumore tree iu the 
little wood at the back­
the tbrnsh whose ne,t 
was iu the copse nt the 
corner of lhe gnrdcn­
the robin that lifted his 
little head to the rising 

snn, and greeted him with a. hymu 
of prnise-1.bey all seemed to know 

it was Sunday morniug, and they sang iu 
a more subdued straia. 

From the wood behind the form, dowu 
tho long slope of countryside, right away 
to the other slope that rose on the 
opposite side of the vale, past cottage and 

barn, past corn-field and paslure-land, there was no sound to 
be heard on Sunday save the long whisper of the wind, the 
singiug of the bird,, and the ringing of the church bell. 
Tbo horses wero grnzing quietly in the meadow. The plough 
lay motion.less in the bnrn. The sheep-doge dozed and 
yawned by the gate that opened into the yard. For them 
ull it wns the Day of Rest. 

But, however sweet a.nd calm the day, it i11 °\'cry often the 
case that the human heart is all out of tune with its sur-
roundings, all jungling ancl jarring with unrest, dissatisfac­
tion, passion, and such like bad feelings. And !hat was the 
case with the hea1-t of Elsie l\Ierton, on this beautiful 
Sunday morning. It was not a very big heart ns yet, for 
Elsie was only ten years of age, but it wns capnble of 
holding a good deal of passion and ill-te111per, as auy ouo 
would have thought who looked at her as she stood at t'.ie 
door. She bad only the day before returned from n Yisit 
to her cousins in London, and since she had seen that great 
city, with all its life and bustle, she bad been dissntisfied 
and discontented with all around her. She liked nothing 
nbout the old h'llne nny longer. "I don't like" was the 
beginning of almost every sentence she used. 

"I don't like these dirty lane~," she would any, pursing 
up her mouth, and stamping her foot, '' they nre so muddy. 
In London they hnvo beautiful clc11u pavements on which 
to walk." 

"I don't like this old house!" she ,~oultl exclnim, looking 
at (be old farm, with her brow nll puckered. " In Loudon 
they have splendid l,igh houses, with bow windows and 
coloui-ed-gla·ss doors, and wide halls." 

And so she kept on, until every one around her was tired 
of the name of London. She did not like this, and she did 
not like that. Even Dobbin, the faithful, patient old horse, 
of whom she had been so fonu before she went uw11y, and 
who would rub his noso affectionately ogninst hc1· sleeve, 
whenever she cnmo ncnr .. him, was no longer a favourite 
with her. 

"Your coat is EO rough nncl shaggy," sho would sny, 
look ing nt him coldly from n distnnce, "and your nmno is 
:ill ragged and Jong. In Loudon the horses arc clipped nncl 
bmahecl until their coats are nil smooth nn(I shiny, and their 
maues arc cut nud trimmed, so as to look henutiful." 

1, 
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Dobbin pawed the ground for reply, and tried to reach 
Elsie with bis nose; but she kept out of hie way, and 
marched eut of the stable, banging the cloor behind her. 
'fhen she walked clown to the church, with a sneer on her 
face that did not make. her look at nil pretty. 'fhe way 
lay past the labourers' cottages, through the fir wood, and 
11long the bnrlcy-field. " The3e stupid stiles! " said Elsie, 
11s she clo.mbcred over them. "In London they have no 
stiles." 

The olcl chmch, grey, sr1uare-towerccl, lny peaceful and 
ivy-mantled, among 11 clustc,r of yews and sycamores, in 
which the rooks were en.wing o.s they flitted hither and 
thither iu the morning sunlight. From the fir-woocl, and 
along the country-side, the '1"ind murmured a soft melody, 
geutly swaying the trees, and stin-ing the long grass in the 
quiet churchyard. Elsie sat on the stile, and looked at the 
church with a cold and critical eye; and then she went up 
to one of the low, small windows, with their queer, diamond­
shaped panes, and their quaint designs. She peered throngh 
at the higb, straight little seats, the homely, white-washed 
wo.lls, the small ha1·monium, and the plain, sqn11re, little 
pulpit. 

'' You are such a plain, ugly, little church," she said, 
walking backwards and looking at the building, "I don't like 
you nt all sinco I have been alYay. In London the churches 
hove grand spires, and great coloured-glass windows, and 
benutiful organs. And they nre ever so high and big. Aml 
there are great arches in them, with grand pillars nnder­
neath them. Ancl--" 

"Good momiug, little missie ! " said n deep voice behind 
her. Starting l'Ouud, sbe saw Thomas, the sexton, sitting 
on the stile and nodding his white bend very pleasnntly, as 
he swung the keys in his hand. " Good morning, little 
missie ! Well, well, what a strnnge1· you be I (Thomas, 
by the way, had never been to a school, and so clid not talk 
quite correctly.) Ay, sure now, an 11.wful strnnger ! Why, 
it is four weeks since I see'd you I What have you bin 
cloin' all this time, nncl hoiv have you enjoyccl yourself? And 
what clo you think of grent, big London?" 

Ho smiled so kindly ns he sat there, with his white locks 
stmying from underneath bis small round cup, and his 
merry, twinkling little eyes shining with good humour, that 
Elsie could not help smiling just o. little in return. If sho 
had been the same Elsie who had plnyed hide-and-seek 
with him on the very clay before she went uw11y, sho would 
have run townrds him and have givc:i him a kiss or welcome. 
But discontent nnd passion, and all the other evil influences of 
the mind, can clfouge us all from the c1·entures we otherwise 
would be info very unpleasant creo.tures indeed. And they 
hncl ebnnged Elsie from a bright, lovable, blue-eyed littlo 
girl into a most un11ttrnetive, cross-lookiug person, whoso 
wrinkled bruw nnd ugly pout wcro enough to chill the 
spirits of every one round her. Ancl so, after n very cold 
little smile and a few curt wor<ls, sho went past him, nncl 
turned up tho bl\rley-field towards the form. 

"Ho seoms so rough and sbn\Jby," she said ns she went, 
"so different from the gentlemen in London." 

Thomns stnrecl at her with open mouth. Ho could not 
unclcrslancl it. ""'hatever hns come over littlo missie ! " 
ho cxcl(limcd, 1\8 ho stood looking after hc1·, jingling his 
kc)'S. "Wh11tover bo the waiter with her?" 

Ho pondered for 11, few minutes, allll then a bl'ight thought 
struck him. "Ah, that's it!" he said, "how stupid I was 
uot to think o' thnt hcforo 1 'fhe littlo missi<.' nin't well. 
Thnt be it I" 
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So saying, he sta1·ted fo!'wunl lo unlock tho church cloor, 
nud very soon Elsie henr<l the " diug-clong " of tho littlo 
bell wafted up the la:mo by tho i>rcezo. 

"It sounds cr11ckcd," sho• s11id, peevishly, "so dift"~rcnt 
from the bolls in London." 

Dut still the little bell mng on, mingling with the music 
of the birds, over field nnd lnne, over hamlet and farmstead, 
calling the simple country folk to the house of God. "Ir I 
am crucked," the little bell might huvc s11id, "I o.m o.t lenst 
doing my duty." 

If Elsie lmd but used her reasoning power, sho would 
have recollected all she had heurd and read of the d1uk side 
of life in London, o.nd other great cities. She would have 
remembered how, behind the grand, gaily-lit streets, there 
arc hundreds o.nd° thousands of filthy by-ways anrl n.lleys, in 
which the people are huddled together, starving, dying of 
disease, wretched with misery and want. She would have 
said to herself, "Whnt a cosy, comfortable home have I, 
compared with these poor creatures I When they are 
starving in their bare attic3, I am warm o.nd snug before a 
blazing fire, When they are being eti11.ed in summer time, 
by the hot air of the city, I am here in the pleasant country, 
with t~c pure breeze bringing heaHh to my cheek, and the 
music of n11ture all a.round ~e ! " She would hnve realised 
that the old home is best, however pleasant other places 
may be; i'.10.t the old friends are b2st, however kind others 
may prove ; tho.t one faithful heart, bentiog true and 
eteaclfast, like that of old Thomas, tho sexton, is worth all 
the show nnd grandeur the world can bout of. 

But Elsie ha£1 not realised all this yet, and we 1h11,ll see 
how she was taught to do so. 

SCRIPTURE ENIGMA. 

NO, xxr. 

1. Who to the God of power did bow 
To ask a child ; and made a vow? 

2. What maiclen, called by high behest, 
Ne'er for herself ma.de one request? 

3. Who.t scomful man to noble seer 
Epistle sent to make him fear? 

•· Who died, a monument of guilt, 
On gallows in his own house built? 

5. Who with false courtesies did bend, 
And stole men's heal'ls to serve his end? 

6. To whom did Jesus show His hands, 
A sign weak doubtiug sense demands? 

7. Whose·messeogers did twice rehearse 
Entreaties for a prophet's curse? 

8. Whose neighbours urged a prior claim 
When she her infant son did nnme? 

9. Whose nephew did with him abide 
A month, then served to win a bl'ide ? 

10. Who caused his men to open wells 
Long ruined, and old names retells? 

11. Who.t worno.n filled with fear did hido 
When God drew ne11r at eventido? 

12. What queon refused commandment high, 
And fell from roy11l estate tberoby? 

13. Who walked with God three hundred yenrs, 
Then "wns not" in this "vo.lo of tears"? 

14. Where did nn accident nft"right 
A congregation in the night? 

15. By whoso command did Levites sing 
David's glad psalms before a king? 

16. Who, urged by kind entreaties, turned 
Bo.ck to the land f<,r which she yearned? 

17. Who told a story to a king, 
Sad h0me-truthe to his heart to bring ? 

18. Who in her heo.rt did hide and keep 
The words of Christ so wise and deep? 

19. Of whom would Abraham buy, nor yielcl 
To take as gift a cave and field? 

20. Who found a scroll, a book, indeed, 
And gave it to a scribe to read? 

21. Who sent his servant to a land 
Far oft" to sue a maiden's hand ? 

22. Who.t youthful mniden, fresh and fair, 
Had father famed for beauty rare? 

23. Who sent a gracious word to prove 
He llid botll son and father love? 

2-1. Who prayed, when enemies would bind 
Himself, that they be stricken blind? 

25. What sought a son, to please his sile, 
For which he did a bow require ? 

26. Who went to heaven on wings of wind, 
And let his mantle fall behind? 

'l:l. Who did a wub of cunning weave, 
Her aged husband to deceive ? 

28. Who sang in true poetic lays 
The "virtuous woman's" lofty praise ? 

29. A priest whom David's son did spare 
Because he once the nrk did beo.r. 

30. A king who did his mother meet, 
And placed her by his throne a. seo.t. 

31. Whose mother, and his granddo.me too, 
A fuith unfeigned kept in view ? 

32. Who loved his younger son the best, 
And robed him richer thRn the rest? 

33. Who built an ark of gopher-wood, 
A1111 the world's scorn and jeers with&tood? 

34. What mighty man, etruck on the head, 
Fell from a stripling's sling-stone deo.d? 

35. Beside whose grave did Jee~s weep, 
Then bid him rise from death's cold sleep? 

36. Nnme given by one who, ere she <lied, 
The "glory is departed " cried. 

37. To whom dicl P~ul the "way" expouncl 
Full oftcin, yet no justice found? 

38. For other's sins who, weeping, prayed, 
Mid o. sore lamentation mnde. 

These no.mes nll told, the initiels plnce, 
And you our Lord's own words may trace, 
Tho.t should from every heart cnst out 
All vestiges of dishonouring doubt. 
So plo.iu it is, so simply grand, 
Who runs n1C1y rend and understand, n. 

ANSWER TO SCRIPTURE ELLIPSIS EXERCISE. 
NO. II.-p, 80-1. 

He that is slow to n11g11r is better than the mighty : 
a.ml he thnt ruleth his spirit than he that to.keth a city. 
-Prov. it\'i. 32. 




