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CHAPTER V.-THEIR NON-A Rill\' AL. 

SATURDAY afternoon I Felix had boon for 
a sharp walk, to got rid of certain lonely 
sensations, which were likely enough to 

assail a young fellow, during his first few days 
away from home. Not that ho had left his homo, 
but that his home had left him: and this made 
matters worse. For ho hacl not the interest of 
new surroundings. Ho was in the same place 

No. 1988.-JcNe ◄, 1so2. 

nntl under tho samo roof as hcforo ; only all that 
hacl mado the house his home was withdrawn 
from it. 

Like a good many others of his age aml 
standing, Felix had sometimes chafed against 
certain restrictions, counted needful by the half­
sister who had boon to him as a parent. Freedom 
lu1d a charm for him, as for not a fow. Yet, now 
that tho restriclions wore gone, now that liberty 
w11s obtainod, now that ho might como .wd g-o 
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and do as ho chose, he found himself more 
conscious of loss than of gain. 

Though not free from work till after dark, he 
had then started off immediately for a brisk walk 
along the Parade, doing two miles out ancl two 
back in something under an hom. 'l'he rapid 
motion was a relief after long standing: and it 
overcame a slight tendency to low spirits, from 
wlnch he had suffered all day. Such snow as 
had fallen on Thursday was gone from Brighton: 
and he scarcely noticed tho ice-cold wind, for his 
mind was intent on other matters. 

He had a definite and absorbing aim before 
him. Felix meant-not only meant, but was 
resolutely detEc1rn1ined-t::> get on in life. He 
had no idea of resting content with his present 
position. Getting on would ml\an hard work : 
and he was willing to work hard. He intended 
to succeed : to climb from step to step : to win 
confidence and approval: to leave the stationer's 
shop in his rear: to make money : to secure a 
home for his sisters. So far as all this went, it 
was right. The aim was a commendable aim in 
itself: only it lacked something .. He did not 
leok up for .a Divine blessing on his purpose. 
He did not whisper, "If God will." 

Except for this lack, the boy meant well. A 
certain amount of egoism might mingle with his 
dreams: yet a silver thread of unselfishness ran 
through them also. Cecilia's devotion to him in 
the past he accepted, as boys do accept such 
devotion, merely as a matter of course and no 
more than his due : nevertheless he realized that 
his turn had come, and he longed to work for 
her: and when the thought came up of Lattice's 
little pale face and sad eyes, his own eyes grew 
dim. Felix was glad of the darkness, that 
nobody might see. 

" Lettice shall al ways be mine, never Dr. 
Bryant's," he declared to himself. Then ho 
wondered, as he had wondered twenty times that 
clay, how soon a letter would arrive. Surely 
Lcttice might have written the day after their 
arrival. 

Felix had hardly yet begun to dream of 
another kind of love, a closer tie than that of 
sister and brother. Many boys begin long before 
they reach his age : but he was young for his 
years, a thorough home-lad! and he _h~~ mixed 
little in society of any kind. Cec1l1a s proud 
reticence had come in the way here of what 
mi<Tht have been for his advantage. He had 
for~ed two or three friendships in his school-days, 
permitted though not encouraged by her: but 
the friends so made had recently left Brighton, 
for India and the Colonies. Felix was left 
strand.eel, without a single real friend in all 
Brighton, at the moment when he most ncecfocl 
friends: and with few acquaintances. He was 
almost as slow as Cecilia herself in " taking to" 
strangers. There were two or three other young 
follows at the stationer's, beside one rather older 
man named Andrews, and Mr. Thompson himself, 
Felix's employer. Felix was respectful to Mr. 
'l'homrison, submissive to AndrowB, and on the 
alert to do his work well : but personally ho 
cared for none of them, perhaps because 110 would 
not care, would not take the trouble to know any 

of thorn sufficiently well for indifference to pass 
into liking. After Coeilia's style he held aloof, 
and thereby made himself disliked. A man 
who would have friends must "show himself 
friendly.'; 

"I shall not live this sort of life always. I am 
made for something better," he would say to 
himself: when he found that his own repellent 
bearing was inducing the same from others. He 
forgot that whether or no some other mode of life 
might be "better," according to his views, yet so 
long as ho did live " this sort of life " he owed 
Christian courtesy and kindness to those about 
him. Or perhaps it was not so much that he 
forgot., as that he did not know. Cecilia's 
training, moral and religious, of this dearly-loved 
young brother had been defective. 

"I am made for something better," Felix 
declared again, late that Saturday" afternoon, as 
he left the Parade and strode through the dark 
streets towards his now lonely home. "Some­
thing will turn up, sooner or later. I will get 
on! I'll let them know that I'm up to work, 
and then, when an opening comes--" 

" How do. you do?" a voice said, and Felix 
found himself, under the lamplight, face to face 
with Mr. Kelly. The clergyman looked younger, 
more frank, and more at his ease than when 
visiting Cecilia Anderson. Felix paused less 
reluctantly than he would have paused a week 
earlier. In his present loneliness, a friendly word 
was not to be counted worthless. 

"How do you do, Anderson? Quite well? So 
you have not yet heard of your sisters' safe 
arrival?" 

"No." Felix wondered how he knew. 
"I called at your door just now, in passing, 

to ask: and Mrs. Crofton says that a letter is 
awaiting you. She hopes it may contain news of 
them." 

"From Lattice?" 
"A strange handwriting, Mrs. Crofton said­

though that was hardly her business or mine." 
Mr. Kelly turned, and walked beside Felix. 
"You will be impatient to have your letter." 

"I ought to have news of them by this time. 
They went on Thursday." 

" True, that snowy day." • 
"Dr. Rotherbotham told me I had no btrsiness 

to let them start. But-I don't know how I was 
to help it. Cecilia· always has her own way. I 
suppose it's all right. Ill news would be sure to 
travel fast. Only I did think Lettice would drop 
me a line." 

"I should like to hoar about them before long. 
Will you come in to supper with me to-morrow 
evening, after churoh?" 

"I don't go to church iu the evening," Felix 
answornd bluntly. 

llfr. Kelly smiled, and the smile lent to his 
faco a peculiar attractiveness. Somehow he had 
nover folt disposed to smile iu Cecilia's presence. 
" Only in the morning?" ho asked. " But come 
to supper just the same. At half-past eight." 

Felix agreed, with the private addition, "I 
needn't stay long, if he bogins to preach." 'l'hen 
l\ir. Kelly erossod the road, to speak to somebody 
who soomocl to be waiting for a word: whilo 
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Felix dashed on to his own door, less than ha.lf-a.­
strcet distant. 

On the stop Mrs. Crofton ruot him. " A letter 
at last, sir. But it isn't from Miss Anderson nor 
Miss Lattice. I know their hand-writing11." 

Felix recognised Dr. Bryant's, and opened it in 
haste. 

"Why I What--" 
"Eh, sir? Nothing wrong?" 
"They've not got there! Never arrived I 

What Qan it mean?" 
', 111rs. Crofton's lower jaw dropped, nnd she 
burst into a series of exclamations. Felix read 
his noto again, deaf to her audible astonishment! 

-~• Que.rrington Cottage. 
"Fricla.y afternoon. 

"DEAR ANDERSON-My niece and Lettice did 
not arrive yesterday ; and no letter has come to­
day. The weather has been sufficient to account 
for dela.y; but I think a telegram might have 
been sent, to prevent my useless drive into 
Bristol. Pray let me know when I am to expect 
theru.-Yours faithfully, 

"MAURICE EBY.A.NT." 

"Extraordinary!" muttered Felix. 
"Nothing bad, sir, I hope? Not really bad?" 
"Quite bad enough. Nobody knows where 

they are, or what has become of them." It re­
lieved Felix to give out this information fiercely, 
almost as if the landla.dy herself were to blame ; 
and the colouring on her high cheek-bones per-
ceptibly lessened. ' 

A railway accident! A collision, and every­
body killed I The train snowed up, and pas­
senger;; frozen to death I These were only a few 
of the B1Iggestions, poured out in a stream for the 
further distraction of FeliL Or Miss Anderson 
has been tak~n suddenly worse, and they had had 
to stop half-way.-· This came nearer the mark, 
and had also a greater air of probability; and the 
conjecture filled Felix with foreboding. No light 
canse would, he knew, have delayed Cecilia. 
She must have been ill indeed, before she would 
have resolved to sacrifice her ticket and that of 
Lettice, and to go to the heavy expense oflodgings 
or hotel. How such expense could be met, Felix 
had no idea. He was only convinced that Cecilia 
would not incur it, short of absolute necessity. 
Then came the question, why had not Lettice 
written? Surely her first impulse would have 
been to tell Felix all ! 

Mrs. Crofton enlarged upon possibilities, 
wiping her eyes. "I always did sny things 
was sure to go wrong! Sending thorn two poor 
innocents off, all that way, ancl not a soul to 
take care of 'em. And Miss Anderson no more 
fit to travel--! .And that there awful snow­
stonn ! And as for Miss Lettice-poor little 
angel !-0 dear, dear I But, there, you'll go after 
them, wherever they be, Mr. Felix! Of course 
you'll go, this minute." 

Felix was divided between a strong sense of 
dismay at the mystery, and a strong inclination 
to laugh at Cecilia being termed "a poor inno­
cent." Dismay won the clay. "How can I? 
There's no money; and I don't know whore to 

go," ho said. Then, snatching up Jiis cap, he 
hurried out of the house, with an idea of over­
taking l\Ir. Kelly. He was too late, for the 
clergyman had disappeared. Felix hesitated 
some seconds, and sped to the nearest post office, 
whence ho despatched a brief telegram to Dr. 
Bryant, intimating how matters stood. After 
which he found hie way to the Vicarage, arriving 
barely in time. Mr. Kelly was on the doorstep, 
gloves in hand. 

"Sorry I can't wait: I have an engagement," 
were words upon Mr. ,Kelly's very lips, but he 
did not utter them. " Yes," he said. " You are 
in trouble. Come in. I can spare five minutes. 
What is it?" 

He turned back into the house, ancl Felix fol­
lowed, out of breath with his rnn. Mrs. Crofton's 
nrious suggestions had haunted him by tarns as 
he came; the least probable causing perhaps the 
most uneasiness. Worst of all was his own sense 
of helplessness. Yet he said little, but placec1 
before l\fr. Kelly the short letter he received. 

"From Dr. Bryant. That is your uncle-
your sister's uncle, I mean." 

"Yes." 
Mr. Kelly read, and lifted perplexecl eyes. 
"This is strange. Miss Anderson must have-

stopped somewhere short of Bristol. It looks a 
little-I am afraid-as if she had been too un­
well to continue the journey. I do not under­
stand why neither you nor Dr. Bryant have 
heard." 

" That is the puzzle. Cecilia woulcl not stop 
without very strong reason. She isn't one to 
give in easily. And surely Lettice might ha.a 
telegraphed." 

"It seems so at first sight. Telegraphed or 
written. I hope that their not sending word is­
a good sign. No doubt they have delayed, with. 
the wish to save you needless anxiety." 

For a moment this thought brought relief. 
"To be sure, it might be that. It would be like 
them. They might guess, though, that not hear­
ing anything would be as bad. And why has 
not Lettice telegraphed to Dr. Bryant? It ought 
to have been done." 
, "People do not always exercise common-sense. 

Miss Anderson may have been-not well enough 
-and Lettice is so young for her age." 

"The question now is-what am I to clo ?" 
"You have telegraphed to Dr. Bryant already. 

He may possibly have received news since send­
ing off his telegram; and if so, you will hear 
again. Very likely you will have a letter from 
Lottice in the course of the day. I think, how­
ever, that you would be wise to go to the statioii 
this evening, and to mak~ a few enquiries. Per, 
haps the guard of the train may remember ii 
they reached Victoria." 

" To be sure I Tho very thing! I askecl him 
to see to them." 

"Then ho would tell you at least so much. If 
he saw them there, they must now be either in 
London, or somewhere on the way to Bristol. 
You ore almost certain to hea1· something, nt 
latest, by to-morning't1 post." 

"And if I don't -- " 
"'l'hon wo must consider what stop to take 

2 I 2 
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next. I cannot wait longer now, as I am over­
duo elsewhere. Only 0110 word--pray look upon 
me as a friend in tliis matter, Anderson. If it 
becomes needful for you to run up to 'l'own, do 
not be anxious as to ways and means. You must 
let me advance any sum that you may need." 
He held out his hand, and it was grasped with 
unusual warmth, half shame-faced on the part of 
l<'elix. "Now good-bye, and I sincerely trust 
that all will como right in a fow hours." 

Those few hours wore hard to live through. 
Do what Felix might, he could not lose sight of 
his suspense. To sit still was an impossibility; and 
to remain long within reach of Mrs. Crufton's dole­
ful prognostications was an equal impossibility; 
but he kept incessant watch fur tidings, and at 
length a second telegram arrived from Dr. Bryant: 
"Not come; no news; most perplexing." 

Felix slept little that night, and he was astir 
unwontedly early next morning. The postman's 
knock brought him downstairs with a rush, to 
receive a letter: handwriting unfamiliar; post­
mark Reading. He tore it open. 

" From ' Prudence Valentine.' Who on earth 
is she? Something Fann-- What's the name?" 
He skimmed the contents rapidly. 

"DEAR MR. ANDERSON-I am very sorry no 
one wrote to you yesterday, or to-day, but 
{)etween us all it has been somehow overlooked. 
I am writing now late at night, that the letter 
may go off early to-morrow-Saturday-morning. 

"Mysistertravelledon Thursday from Haywards 
Heath with your sisters; and as Miss Anderson 
was taken worse on the way, beco111ing really too 
ill to go on, she brought them both home with 
ner. We had our doctor in at once, and all has 
been done that could be done. My sister Bertlia 
is a trained nurse. 

" It would be wrong to hide from you that 
Miss Anderson has been in great danger, and 
that her state is still critical; but we hope that 
she has begun to improve. • 

"My sister telegraphed to Dr. Bryant on 
Thursday from Reading station, and a letter 
ouo·ht to have been sent to you. But we were 
ve~y much occupied. Lettice was so worn out 
that she coulcl do nothing but sleep; and to­
day she has been quite prostrate with headache, 
really able to think of nothing. Otherwise she 
would have begged me to communicate with 
you. I am distressed that it did not occur to 
any of us to do so sooner. 

"You may depend upon us to take every 
care of them both. Lettice is not ill, only 
knocked down with over-strain, and I think with 
the parting also from yourself. We aro ordered 
to keep her very quiet for a few days. If you 
would wish to come and see your sisters, pray do 
not hesitate-but Miss Anderson assures us that 
this is out of the question for the present.­
Believe me, yours truly, 

"PRUDENCE VALENTINI,;.'' 

"So she diu send a telegram, after all! " 
exclaimed Felix. "Why didn't it ar<l'ive, I 
wonder?" 

Ifo was moro conscious at the moment of relief 

than of anxiety. Nothing could be worse than 
the blank uncertainty he ha•l been enduring; and 
he failed to realise how bad the account of Uecilia 
was. An impulse seized him to tell Mr. Kelly 
without tlelay; and early though the hour was, 
he seized his cap and hastened to the Vicarage. 

" Como in; pray come in; I am delighted to 
see you," Mr. Kelly said, rising from his solitary 
breakfast. "Another cup--" to the maid who 
had ushered the young fellow in. "Well, goo:1 
news, I hope. You look like it. Sit down and 
have breakfast with me.'' 

"It's all right. Cecilia was taken worse on 
the way, and they are in a farmhouse near 
Reading. At least-I don't mean 'all right' "­
rather confusedly-" but she is better now, and 
we know where they are. Yes-perfect strangers 
-nobody I ever heard of before. I can't think 
what made them do it. Would you like to see 
the letter? " 

Mr. Kelly received the sheet, smiling. Then, 
as his eyes fell on the handwriting, a curious 
expression replaced the smile. He glanced on to 
find the signature, and a faint flush crept slowly 
over his spare pale face. 

"It's from a Miss Valentine." 
"True.'' The flush deepened, and Mr. Keily 

put up one hand, as if to shield his slight em­
barrassment. "True," he repeated, and he read 
the letter twice, with an abstracted air. 

" Odd! isn't it?" said Felix. 
Mr. Kelly looked up, with the start of one 

awakened from a dream. Then he read the 
letter a third time, and gave it back. 

"I know the name," he said. " Many years ago 
I met a Miss Valentine-the same, undoubtedlr, 
since her name was Prudence, and she, too, ha"d 
a sister named Bertha. Besides, the home was 
the same. I met them elsewhere-not there­
but I can recall the address. Your sisters are in. 
good hands. This, at least, I can assure you." 

"Cecilia is better now, you see." 
"I hope so-to some extent. Yes, evidently 

better than when she first got there. And Lettice 
will be well looked after. The child needs it." 

"Cim't think what on earth they would have 
done, if they hadn't come across Miss Valentine." 

"In other words, if our Heavenly Father had 
not lovingly cared for them, by putting it into 
her heart to do what she did--" 

"But I say!" broke out Felix, "we've no 
right! I hate to be indebted to strangers." 

"We aro all children of one Father; bound by 
close family ties. Is it so hard, viewed in that 
light?" 

"Cecilia would never submit, if she could 
help it." 

" But if she cannot? Perhaps she has that 
lesson to learn. Some day it may be in your 
power to repay tho kindness. At present you 
can only accept it., and be grateful." 

Felix had to accept it; but he was far from 
feeling grateful. 

"Is Lettico never to come to me again?" 
Cecilia asked querulously of Prudence, at thti 
very hour when Felix sat with l\lr. Kelly at the 
Vioarag-e breakfast-table. " It is so long since I 
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have seen the child I Docs she not care? Felix 
would nut treat me so." 

"She will come soon. She was better yester­
day, but quiet is needed. Poor little Lettice 
cares far too much. If we allowed it, she would 
come this moment." 

"The da.ys a.re so long-ancl I am alone. None 
of my own people are wiLh me. Only strangers." 

"Am I quite a stranger still?" 
"No. I did not mean to hurt your feelings. 

But I seem to be cut off from everybody." 
"Except One-Who is always near. Never 

cut off from Him." 
Cecilia stirred uneasily. 
" Somebody else said. so. I forget who. So 

many voices have come to me, one time and 
ariother. I cannot always distinguish thein. My 
mother's voice for one; and it brought back 
things I had forgotten. But I do not talk. It 
is not my way. I told Mr. Kelly so." 

" Mr. Kelly I" 
"He has a church in Brighton. I do not care 

for him ; though he means well." 
A red spot rose to either of Prue's cheeks, 

and there remained. She half said, "What Mr. 
Kelly?" but checked herself. 

" He would not let me alone. People will not. 
I do not choose to be interfered with; and he 
interfered. Still, of course, he was kind. He 
found employment for Felix; and he came to see 
me. He would have come oftener if I had 
allowed it. But I cannot talk of myself to any­
body and everybody." 

"The less we talk of ourselves tl,e better, 
perhaps," suggested Prue. "He is a clergyman, 
then?" 

" Yes. We went to his church. He thought 
himself bound to put questions to me about 
myrnlf. Perhaps he was, but I was not bound 
to answer them. As if--" and a pause. "But 
sometimes-now--" another pause. 

" Sometimes now, you would wish to see him 
again, perhaps. Is that it?" The red spots 
deepened as Prue spoke. 

"No, not exactly. I did not mean that, 
exactly. One cannot always explain ... I want 
Lettice, and they will not let her come. It is 
cruel-so ill as I am." 

"Lattice loves you dearly." Prue could liavo 
clung to the other subject, but she woul<l not. 

'' Woll, yes-perhaps. She has always been 
with me-always-in those old days. Past now 1 

They can never come back ! " 
'.' 'l'he past does n~t come back. It is al ways 

gomg on to somethrng fre!!h ; until we reach 
Horne." 

"I ha'l"e no home. It is behind-with Felix." 
"And mine is before-with Jesus." Prue 

spoke low and reverently. She seldom re'l"ealea 
80 much of her true self; but Cecilia's need 
appealed strongly. 

A flickering smile crossed the other's face. 
"You! a mere girl ! " she said, not realising that 
Prue was scarcely seven years her junior. "·what 
can you know of lifo ? " 

"More perhaps than you would suppose ... 
I have a dear home here, but the real Home is 
there." 

" People talk so, I know; anu Jou seem to 
mean it. But to me it is only--" 

"Yes-it is only--" 
"The unknown. A black depth of nothingness. 

I do not know why I should say all this. It is 
not my way ... I suppose life goes on there 
-of course. No unprejudiced or reasonaLle mind 
can believe that death means annihilation. There 
is too much in us for that ... But the fnture is 
se Yague. I never expected to be afraid when 
my time should come . . . Only sometimes-now 
I am so weak-lcoking over and seeing no foot­
hold--" 

Her eyes wandered round the rcom strangely, 
even fearfully. 

"But if, looking over, you saw the outstretched 
hrms of Christ, our Lord, waiting to receive you 0 

If in the valley you had His rod and His staff for 
your comfort--?" 

A softened look stole into the haggard face. 
"He is willing. He is waiting. It is we who 

hold back. It is not He," Prue went on soflh-. 
" He is al ways ' far more ready to hear than ,-~e 
are to ask.' ·when He has come from heaven :o 
die for us, isn't it the least we can clo to believe 
in His love and pity?" 

Cecilia shut her eyes resolutely, and Prue S;lid 

no more. 

------~=~=-------

MODERN DISCOVERIES AND THE CHRISTIAN F1UTH. 
DY TIIE REY. OEOllGE T. 6TJKES, D.D. 

ST. PAUL AT EPIIF.SUS, 

IT is now about fourteen years since the late 
Bishop of Durham (Dr. Lightfoot), wrote a 
valuable e~say, in the " Contemporary 

Review" entitled "Discoveries Illustrating tho 
Acts of the Apostles," iu whinh he sai~l "no 
:mciont work affords so many tests of vorao1ty (as 
the Acts); for no other has sucl~ numerous points 
of co11tact in all directions with contemporary 

history, politio~, am1 topography, whether Jewish, 
or Groek, or Roman.'' 'l'heso words were written 
in 1878, as tho beginning of a valuable article, ot" 
which I shall make considorablo uso. 'l'ho pro­
gress of discovorios since that dute !1as beeu very 
great. Many a proulom which was then unsol vcd, 
perhaps evon unknown and unrecogniscll, has 
since then been sati~factorily determined; null 
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much new light has been thrown upon the 
journeys of St. Paul, aud the language of tho 
Acts, concen1ing persons as well as places. 

I regard this kind of illustration derived from 
modern discoveries, as perhaps tho most satis­
factory of any that we have brought forward. 
'l'he Acts of the Apostles seems to bear its dato 
graven upon its forefront, It brings down tho 
story of St. Paul till two years after his arrival 
at Rome. There it stops, and why? Because it 
was written at the conclusion of those two years. 
Had it been written after St. Paul's death, it 
certainly would not have omitted the story of 
such a glorious and triumphant martyrdom. Now 
it is here that modern discoveries come in, and 
corroborate the natural conclusion which we 
draw from the language and form of the Acts. 
The spade and the shovel, railway excavations 
.and surveys, travel and adventure; have been 
doing their work in Asia Minor, and all have 
<)Onspired together to establish the minute 
.accuracy of the Acts, so minute and at the same 
time so unexpected and unplanned, that it could 
only have been the work of an original eye­
witness who just told what he had seen or heard, 
without any attempts to polish up his story. 
Simple honesty, even that of a rustic, will often 
confound the cunning wisdom, the skilfully de­
vised plans of the clevel'Ost rogue; and so it is 
in the Acts of the Apostles. 

Let us take as an instance, the evidence in this 
direction, furnished by the excavations carrietl 
on at Ephesus. These great works which have 
resulted in many an indirect confirmation of the 
Christian Faith were begun by the late Mr. Wood 
about twenty-nine years ago, in May 1863, when 
he started his preliminary excavations in search 
of the great temple of Diana. He at once dis­
covered the Odeon or musician hall of Ephesm, 
recovering from it many important inscriptions. 
A couple of years later he discovered the great 
theatre of Ephesus, beginning its exploration in 
February 1866, and it was not till the year 1870 
that he was able to determine the site of the 
celebrated temple of Diana, the fame and glory 
of which was spread through the whole ancient 
world. 

Now, in order that we may compare modern 
discoveries with our sacred records, let us hear 
what the Acts of the Apostles have to toll about 
Ephesu!S; and then we shall inquire into the con­
firmations of the Divine story which 1avo come 
to light. In the nineteenth chapter of Acts wo 
have a narrative of the celebrated riots raised at 
Ephesus against St. Paul by the craftsmen who 
made silver shrines for Diana, headed by Deme­
trius the silversmith. 'Ihe following i:, the story 
as wo take it from the RovisoLl Version :-

" About that iilllc tlwrc arose no small stir conocrning lho 
W"-Y· For a cerluiu wan nume<l Demetrius, 11 silvernmith, 
whid1 watle silver shrines of Dio.ua, brought no litllo 
lrnsiuess uul0 llie craflsmrn; wh,,m he g11tl10rctl togethor, 
wilh the work111en of like occupaLiou, 111Hl said, Sirs, yo 
kuow that by this businc,s we li:wo our wealth. Auel yo 
sco u11<l !,ear, lho.L noL alone ut Ephesus, Lnt ulmost 
llm,u;;lwul t,11 A:,iCl, this Paul liaLh pcnua<lccl 1m,l luructl 
uway urnch prnple, wying tlmt they Le no gods, wl,ieh 111'0 

WL\.!c with Lau,.!,;: uu<l not only is lhuo ,lang<·r llial this 

our tm<lc C'Jmo into tlisropute; but ulso that the temple of 
thu grc1,t goddess Diana (in Greek Artemis) be matlc of no 
account, emu that she ~houltl even be deposed from her 
m11gnificencc, whom nil Asia uutl the world worshippeth. 
Ami when th~y heard this, they were filletl with wrath, and 
crietl out, saying, Great is Diana of the Ephesians. Antl 
tlIC city w11s filled with the confusion: untl they rushetl with 
one 11ccorcl into the theatre, having seizetl Gaius and 
Aristarchug, men ot Maceclonia, Paul's companions in 
travel. Ancl when Paul wus mintletl to flnter in unto the 

• people, the clisciplos sufi'eretl him not. And certain also of 
the chief officers of Asia (in Greek Asiarchs), being his 
frien<ls, sent unto him, untl besought him not to atlventure 
himself into the theatre. Somo therefore cried one thing, 
ancl some 11nother: for the assembly was in confusion; and 
the more part knew not wherefore they were come togethe;r. 
And they brought Alexander out of the multitutle, the Jews 
putting him forward. And Alexander beckoned with the 
hand, and would have made a defence unto the people . 
But when they perceived that he was a Jew, all with one 
voice ubout the space of two hours cried out, Great is Diana 
of the Ephesian~. Antl when the town-clerk had quietetl the 
multitude, he saith, Ye men of Ephesus, what man is there 
who knoweth not how that, the city of the Ephesians is 
temple-keeper (in Greek Neocoros) of the great Diana antl 
of the image which fell down from Jupiter? Seeing then 
that these things cannot be gainsaid, ye ought to be quiet, 
and to do nothing rash. For ye have brought hit!ter these 
men, which a.re neither 1·obbera of temple, nor blasphemers 
of our goddess. If therefore Demetrius, and the craftsmen 
that are with him, h1we a matter against any man, the 
courts are open, and there ore proconsuls : let them accuse 
one another. But if ye seek anything about other matters, 
it shall be settled in the regular assembly, For indeed we 
are iu danger to be accusetl concerning this day's riot, there 
being no cause for it; and as touching it we shall not be 
able to give account of this concow:se." 

Now in this passage we have quite a number 
of points which have been illustratecl and con­
firmed, not merely by the excavations of Mr. 
Wood at Ephesus, but also by the many dis­
coveries made throughout Asia Minor since his 
Ephesian excavations came to an end some fifteen 
years ago. Let us take some of these points 
in the following order. We find noticed in 
Acts xix. tho worship of Artemis, its prevalence, 
not only in Ephesus, but throughout Asia, aml 
even throughout tho civilised world; the temple 
of Ephesus; the great theatre of that city; the 
Asiarchs; the town clerk of Ephesus and the 
description he gives of Ephesus, appeasing tlrn 
people by reminding them that all the worhl 
knew that " tho cily of the Ephesiaus was 
'remple Keeper or Neoeoros of the great Goddess 
Artemis." Every 0110 of these points have 
rnceived abundant illustrations proving that the 
writer of tho Acts was personally acqminted with 
Ephesus, and its popular worship as they existed 
in the rnitldle of the first century of our era. 

'l'ho first point which strikes us is the uso of 
the word Asia. An ordinary reader of the Acts 
fincli:i tl1is word in sovoral places in the Acts, and 
used in a manner which is a little puzzling to 
him. For instance, in Acts xvi. G, wo are told of 
St. Paul's 111ission11ry labour in Phrygia aml 
Galatia, a.rnl thou wo aro told that tl10 Holy 
Ghost had forbitldon him to proach tho "'onl of 
Goel in .A1Sia. "'hat, thinks 0110 unacquaintl'd 
with ancient Eastern geography, are not l'hrygia 
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and Galatia parts of Asia? Surely St. Paul's 
labours till ho crossed over to Europe, which al! 
yet had not taken place, were all in Asia, some­
times in Palestine, sometimes in Syiia, and now 
again in Asia. Minor. Or, take again, this descrip­
tion of the Ephesian riot. Demetiius says that 
Paul had attacked tho worship of his favourite 
goddess almost all through Asia and that the 
whole world and all Asia reverenced the assailed 
deity. Now in our modern usage Asia embraces 
China., India, Siberia, and Persia, Did the 
worship of Diana then extend all through these 
regions, and had St. Paul extecded his labours 
into these distant lands? 

What a light then is at once shed upon the 
text of the Acts when the reader learns that Asia 
in the New Testament means quite a different 
thing from the Asia of modern geography. Asia 
in the Acts was not the name of the continent 
now so called, :p.or was it even the name of Asia 
Minor, that great assemblage of various provinces, 
races and tiibes which now form the greater 
portion of the Turkish Empire; but Asia merely 
expressed a portion or district of Asia Minor 
embracing the lands lying along the Western 
coast of Asia Minor, and including all the great 
and rich cities and seaport towns of that fl.ouriffh­
ing region. Philadelphia, Thyatira, Ephesus, 
Smyrna, Laodicea, 8ardis, Pergamos and Miletus, 
were all included in the Roman province of Asia, 
and therefore it is that when we turn to the 
Book of the Revelations we read of the Divine 
messages of reproof and exhortation that were 
sent to the Seven Churches of Asia all situated in 
the ·west of Asia Minor. 'l'his western province 
of Asia was in St. Paul's time the richest govern­
ment in the gift of the Roman Empire, and as 
such was considered one of the two great prizes 
of that day. The governorship of it corresponded 
in our own time to that of Governor-general 
of India, though in pecuniary value it much 
sUipassed our modern appointment. When. a 
Roman statesman was appointed to rule Asia, 
he considered his fortune made, the sources of 
income were so numerous and so lucrative. 

To this day it is a very rich district and im­
portant commercial centre, notwithstanding the 
baneful effects of Turkish rule. Smyrna is still, 
and has been for several centuries, an_ important 
centre for British enterprise; and if any reader 
will take up a Stock Exchange List, or consult 
Burdett's " Official Intelligence," he will see 
that the railway system of Ar;ia Minor, called the 
Ottoman Railway, starting as it does from that 
town and running pai;t Ephesus, has now made 
Smyrna the <'..Ommercial capital of A1:1ia Minor, and 
one of the greatest ports in the Mediterranean. 

I have dwelt on this point because it is most 
important to understand the geography of Asia 
Minor if we willh to understand the New Testa­
ment. Professor Ramsay ha1:1 well expressed this 
t111th {n his great work on this subject,1 whoro 
hEj wisely remarks: "Topography is the founda­
tion of Listory. If we are over to understand 
history, wo must know the places where that his­
tory was transacted." 'l'his is true about Greek 

• "Hislorical Gc:ogmphy of Asia Miuor." Lou<lon, lSDO, 
pp. 51, 52. 

ancl Roman history of which Ramsay is speaking, 
and it is just ae true about the history of the New 
Testamont. Much of its force, meaning, and 
teetimony is lost because people do not study the 
Acts and the Epistles with a map of ancient 
geography beside them. 

Now wo are prepared to understand the force 
of the popular orator's appeal to the men of 
Ephesus. Paul was aseailing the worship of a. 
goddess to whose worship the province of Asia 
was specially devoted. 

But how came this district of Asia Minor to be 
so devoted to the worship of the goddess Diana, 
who was a Grecian and European goddess? What 
was its attraction for the natives of that country? 
The name Diana is that given in both our Autho­
rised and Revised Versions to the deity of Ephesus, 
but that was not the word used by Demetrius. 
He spoke to the Ephesians, not about Diana, but 
about their goddess Anii.itis-Artemis, an Oriental 
deity whom the Greeks finding at EphesUIJ 
identified with their own Artemis or Diana. 
The full name of the deity would be Anii.itis­
Artemis-Leto. Her worship was of Persian. 
ongin. It had been originally introduced into 
Asia Minor by Cyrus and his successors five or 
six hundred years or more before St. Paul's 
day.1 A.rtem.is-Anaitis was the Persian goddess 
of fertility, and her worship was simply a worship 
of the reproductive powers of nature.2 

Originally the adoration of this deity may 
have been a simple matter, but the evil heart 
and nature of man had turned it into a very 
impure and immoral worship, consecrating, under 
the guise of religion, the worst passions and the 
vilest wickedness. As such it spread rapidly all 
over the province of Asia, and modern research 
has now stepped in to confirm the minute ac­
curacy of the report giveu us of the silversmith's 
speech. The remains of the temples of Artemis, 
many of them of grand proportions and splendid 
architecture, have been discovered all over the 
province of Asia, proving conclusively that 
Demetrius was amply justified when he said 
that all Asia worshipped the goddess. But the 
same modern research has also proved his 
accuracy when he said that not only all Asia but 
also the whole world rendered homage to her. 
'l'he worship of the Ephesian Artemis has been 
traced to the Spanish coast, to tho islands at tho 
mouth of the Rhone, which afterwards became 
famous missionary settlements and colonies in 
the hands of the early Christian Church, to Mar­
seilles where statues of the Ephesian goddess 
havo boen found, now duly deposited in tho grcai 
Louvre Collection at Paris, and even so far north 
as Bordeaux. 

Modern discoveries have shown not merely 
tho exttnt but also tho nature of the worship 

1 Pirnsauins, 11 Greek trnvcllor belonging to tho sccou<l 
century of ou1· u-11, tolls in (v. 27) that in bis time then-' 
wns a primitive s,inctunry of tho god,kss at llypaipa, u. 
town halF-wuy between Sar<lid allll Ephesus, whew tho 
Porsinu lunguoge and Persian rites were ,till use<l in lhu 
wo1-.hip of Diuua, proving clearly tho origin of tho cult. 
Seo ulso 'l'ncitus' Auiwl•, iii. G2; und l'ausania.,, iii. lG. 

• l'crhnpa it is woll for thoso uuaequnint,<l with G1w·k 
to uoto tlmt tho e in Artcmiij is short, tho a,·ccut ther~foro 
should bo thrown 011 tho fir.t sy IILiblo 11111~, Ar'l~Wid. 
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thus paid to Artemis at Ephesus aud L·lsow hero 
throughout ·western Asia Minor. 'l'here is a 1ocly 
of American sch0lars and missionaries at Smyrna, 
who from time to time puulish a review called 
the Museum of the Evangelical School at Smyrna. 
About eight years ago this l\Iuseum puulished a 
number of i11soriptions which had been found in 
various parts of the province of Asia and of the 
neighbouring districts, which show the devotion 
of the inhabitants to Artemis both before and 
after the Christian era. Nothing will lead my 
readers to realise the enthusiastic trust placed in 
the power of the Ephesian goddess so much a:o a 
glance at a few of these inscriptions which have 
been found within the last few years scattered all 
over Western Asia Minor. What can show more 
profound devotion and trnst than the following? 
" Sacred to the gothless Anaitis ; Tyche and So­
crates, and Ammianus ancl Trophimus, sons of 
Ammius; and Philete, and Socrateia, daughters of 
Ammias, haviug accomplished the religious cere-, 
monies, and having appeased the mother Anaitis 
in favour of their children and their servants, 
have placed this monument." 

This inscription was found in a distant country 
town, where, as the reader will notice, the 
goddess was still best known under her Persian 
name of Anaitis, and not under her then modern 
Greek name of Artemis. The dafa of the monu­
ment is given on it. It is the year 237 A.D. • 

In another inscription, dated about 130 .A..D., we 
find two feet carved on a monument, and an 
inscription testifying " that a certain l\Ieltine, 
daughter of Secundus, returns thanks to Anaitis­
Artemis for curing her feet," while yet a third 
raised another inscription for the healing of the 
eyes. These inscriptions have been derived from 
the north of the province of Asia, where ~it 
borders on the mountain districts of Galatia, and 
Central Asia Minor.1 

It was oxactly the same in ~the south of the 
country. Professor Ramsay some three years 
ago contributed a paper on this subject, the 
"Worship of the Ephesian Artemis," to the Jour­
nal of Hellenic Studies, in which, beginning at 
Perga in Pamphylia, the port where St. Paul 
landed when he sailed from Cyprus to Asia 
1\Iinor on his first missionary journey, he traoecl 
the shrines, temples, and inscriptions, in honour 
of the Ephesian Diana, found all O"\"'Or the south of 
the province, several of them including the very 
phrase used by Lhe Ephesian mob : "Great is 
Diana of the Ephesians," which seems to have 
Leen a special local cry at that time. Now we 
can see what a light these discoveries pursueil 
with pick and shovel have thrown on the sacred 
text. How wonderfully they confirm its accu­
racy and prove that the writer wa1:1 no fancy 
story-teller compiling a narrative out of his own 
head, or writing a more romance to begnile un­
stable souls, but an hunost man simply reporting 
the speech of Demetrius which somo ·stray 
( hristian hacl hoard as he stood amid a crowd of 

1 Those who wish to pur,110 this interesting subject, o.nd 
investigate the nature unrl extent of the i<lolntry which 
Christiunily in its cttrlicst <luys cnconnterc,l, may Le wfcrrcd 
to a Jeamul arlielo in lho J/ev,w Arclr1fuloqi<JIIP- for 1885, 
vol. ii. pp. 100-1 JG, wrillcn hy JIT. 8olomon ilcinnr.h. 

excited idolators, nnd then had told to St. Luke, 
or sumo other follower of Jesus Christ. 

'l'hese proofs of the power and extent of the 
worship of Artemis, appealing as it did to the 
worst passions of human nature, established as it 
was by the lapse of ages, and consecratecl by the 
memories of many generations, show us the abso­
lute need of a Divine power and of snpernatnral 
intervention at this period of the history of the 
human race. Idolatry and Paganism towered 
oYer the human mind at this period, ruled it, 
dowinatecl it. Men would have been absolute 
lunaties had they attacked it, save under such a 
constraining sense of the reality of spiritual 
religion as possessed St. Paul when he wrote 
"Woe is me if I preach not the gospel." There 
are many nowadays who profess great zeal for 
morality and purity, and for the advance of the 
human race, who still reject the gospel revelation. 
Whieh of them would have dared to make the 
assault on the Ephesian Artemis which St. Paul 
did ? How would their ideas or their beliefs 
have nerved a society, or a church, or an indi­
vidual even, to adventure himself with St. Paul 
into the theatre, or to face the mob of infuriated 
craftsmen in order to advance the cause of purity, 
and of human progress? Nothing could have 
effected this, save tbe constraining power of the 
Holy Ghost, and a vital faith in a living, a risen, 
and a glorified Saviour. 

Then again in this speech of Demetrius we have 
the theatre of Ephesus, and the temple 1Jf 
Artemis referred to. Bot.h these buildings were 
unknown till Mr. Wood devoted some of the best 
years of his life to their discovery. But now 
they have come to light, and tho evidence of 
their ruins contributes a commentary upon the 
Aots. The theatre is in the town of Ephesus. 
Its remains show that like ~11 the theatres of the 
ancient world it was of immense size. It must 
have originally accommodated tens of thournnds. 
Religion and amusements went among the Greeks 
hand in hand. Amusements in fact had become 
for the pleasme-loving· and life-enjoying Greeks, 
their true religion. They lived for the present. 
They enjoyed the present, and they put the 
future entirely out of sight. 

It was into this theatre, embraced within the 
walls of ancient Ephesus, that the mob rushed 
under the influence of Demetrius's speech, while 
the temple of Artemis, where the ancient pre­
historic image of Artemis stood, was a mile 0r so 
outside the walls, separated from the theatre by 
a hill, which shut it out from view. There it 
stood away from the Greek towu or port whi~h 
had sprung up nearer the sea, depending on its 
ancient religious reputation alone for the defence • 
of its treasures, and throwing the shield of its 
protection over the whole city. An ancient 
inscription ( Corp. Insc. Graec. 2963) tells us that 
a statue of the goddess placed at the gate defended 
the city, ancl had engraved on it the very words 
used by the oxcitocl mob: 'I-I /J.Eyo.Al/ (),a '' .'\pTEµ.,, 
1rpo 1ro,\Ew,, "the great goddess Diana before the 
city." "\Vo must however reserve for another 
paper the other interesting confirmation of this 
important story which modern Lliscovcries havo 
rovealed, 
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WE covet rest nud interlurlo from toil, 
Not only iu the time for fohle,1 lmn<ls 

When night, with dny contending, wins the spoil, 
Ancl the red sunset fires tho desert muds. 

'fhough well-approve,! tho dnily Jot may be, 
Though life's best iucreo.rn may our work nttest, 

When bound aucl hindered by infirmity 
How much we Jong for rest! 

The sigh goes up-a universo.l prayer-
Breathed by a suffering world in need profound; 

The hearts of all men know it everywhere, 
And the su.me conflict fills the earth around. 

For there is sorrow on the uuquiet sea, 
A ceaseless requiem for its myriads slain, 

And nature groans and travails to be free 
With throes of fruitless pain. 

When, from the midst of pleasant, prosperous hours, 
Breaks the vague reaching-out to things unseen ; 

When love, o.t rest in happy Eden bowers, 
Sees the swift anguish cleave its skies serene; 

When pain hath wrought such havoc, that the soul 
Aud the spent frame lie prostrate and oppressed, 

And still far off and shrouded seems the goal, 
How strong the cry for rest! 

And One makes answer. Lo, the Christ of God, 
Schooled in all weariness that earth co.n know, 

By virtue of Ilis Shepherd-staff and rod, 
Hath comfort for our uttermost of woe; 

Tho arms that carried once the ~hameful load 
Of all our sin and frailty and deepair, 

Will leave no lo.mb lo perish on the ro[td 
Denied their sheltering care. 

Ileco.use He so.t athirst where S ychar smiled, 
No deep soul-craving neecl un~ated be; 

For that Ho hungered on tlic stony wild, 
No lo.ck of Living Bread His own shall see. 

O'er nlien wastes His way-worn footsteps passed 
That never child, world-weary, grief-posscsse,1, 

Should miss the shining of the g-ate at last, 
Or plead in vain for rest. 

He giveth rest of spirit when the heat 
Auel fervour of the 1:10011 liath quenchecl the rills, 

He giveth patience when the tempests beat, 
And the wild voice of storm is on the hills ; 

Aud sweet the shelter of Ilia pity when 
Upon His flock beloved the smiters fall; 

For in His heart, that broke for love of men, 
He keepelh room for all. 

He giveth rest more sweet when life is done, 
Repose from toil, discharge from every fight; 

Death, the strong angel standing in the sun 
And th01·efore dark to our tear-blindccl sight, 

Mo.de to fly swiftly, bears the healing balm 
Thnt stills for evermore the life-long quest, 

And leaves on lip and brow the endless calm 
And maj~sty of rest! 

ll/.l.RY ROWLES JARTIS. 

A PENTECOST HOMILY. 

"There appeare::1 unto them cloven tongues like as of fire, o.ucl it sat upon each of them. And they 
were all filled with the Holy Ghost.''-.dcls F. 3, 4. 

THE Divine Master had taught men that the 
operations of the Spirit are like the wind 
"which bloweth as it listeth." The Spirit 

has His mysteries of method, force, direction and 
time, which baffle human calculation; "thou 
hearest the sound, but canst not tell whence it 
cometh, or whither it goeth." It was now the 
time when the promised Comforter, proceeding 
from the Father aud the Son, was to descend: "the 
day of Pentecost was now come." 

At midnight the temple gate had been thrown 
open, all(l at the dawning, the blast of the priests' 
trumpets had announced the advent of the feEtal 
day. Thousands of Jews, many of them from 
foreign lands, whom curiosity and devotion alike 
would make anxious to miss no part of the riteR 
and wornhip of that day had gono t0 the tcmplo, 
bearing their offerings for the official examination, 
and perhaps were now witneDl:ling the presenta­
tion of their sacrifices, 

,rno 

Assembled, apparently in some private house, 
was a company of obscure Galilreans, professing 
faith in a Mes~iah, who at the preceding Passover, 
but fifty days before, had endured a malefactor's 
death at the hands of the Roman government. In 
obedience to His words that they should await in 
Jerusalem the fulfilment of His 1womiso in the 
gift of spiritual powers, in the advent of a spiritual 
crisis profoundly significant for them and for the 
world, they were tarrying in the appointed city 
" with one accord, in one place." 

Aud in the mom, with a souuJ as of a rushing 
mighty wind, the promiseLl Comforter camo, the 
Spirit of the Living God, "blowing as it listeth." 
As though struck by a mighty tempestuous blast 
"all the hou~o whore they worn sil tinµ;" was 
filleu with tho souml; aml as the lfovised Yorsion 
suggests (v. G), tho supomatnral sound floated 
ontwnnls, aml spread through the streets uf the 
holy oily. 
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" Smhlouly" hacl tho souml come from hecwen, 
Yet apparently simultaneously with it, at least 
before tho wonclermcnt had passed away, another 
marvel appeared. Fire, that frequent symbol of 
the Divine natUl'e and presence-such as Abraham 
had seen in his trance, or Moses beheld in the 
wilderness, or the people had gazed upon in the 
fiery pillar; such as had consumed Nadab and 
Abihu, or Gideon beheld rising out of the rock, 
or had fallen from heaven to the confounding of 
Ahab's idolatrous priests1-gleamed before their 
eyes, Like the wind, fire was a symbol of the 
Holy Ghost. John the Baptist had taught the 
multitudes that the baptism of the Spirit was one 
of fire. In this way did He now come to the 
church. 

His influence was illuminating, flashing light 
into the darkness of men's minds, bringing to 
the memory o_f the Apostles the words of Jesus, 
causing them to see truth to which before they 
had been blind. His influence was cleansing, 
purging; as fire smelting out of the heart the 
pride, the.selfishness, the earthliness, the timidity, 
/l,nd making each pure gold to receive and reflect 
the Refiner's image. His influence was vivify­
ing ; like that great source of natural life and 
heat, which by its energies calls to life and 
verdure the world that has lain locked in the 
death of winter's cold. So did the Divine Spirit 
call forth anew and vivify the spiritual capacities 
of these men, which had long lain dormant and 
congealed by the cold of scepticism or ignorance, 
or of unspiritual Jewish prejudice; now, at the 
advent of this heavenly fire, they live; and that 
Pentecostal life empowered and impelled them 
1.o become the heralds of Christ's cross, the wit­
nesses and apostles of the Great Salvation. The 
illumining, purging, life-giving energies of the 
Paraclete were a universal endowment for the 
church ; " they were all filled wi~h the Holy 
Ghost." 

Such was the mission of the heaven-sent fire. 
Yat it was no unive1·sal endowment, indis­
tinguishably bestowed upon the company assem­
bled in that upper room. In tongue-like shapes, 
the illuminin"', cleansing, vivifying fire came to 
and "sat upo; each of them," thus distributing 
to each, the Divine blessing. To each person it 
brought his own endowment and commission. 
Each man was to find that which was requisite 
for his peculiar temperameut and work. In 
Simon Peter, the most prominent member of the 
infant Church, it wrought the stupendous work 
which transmuted his impetuous but unstable 
devotion into the fearless courage of that Ponte­
costal epoch. We need not doubt that as tho fire 
came and rested on oach, so each received hie 
own endowment for his special work, each learnt 
,;;ome solution of' problems that had been his great 

1 I-fob. xii. 2[); Gen. xv. 17; ExoLI. iii. 2; xiii. 21; 
L~v. x. 2; Juugcs vi. 21; 1 Kings xviii. 38. 

difficulty, each experienced an inner change that 
mado him " a vessel meet fur the Master's use." 
In this manner was the promised Spirit bestowed 
-to all, to each-in quivering tongues of flame 
sitting on each of thorn. 

'l'here are in the sacred narrative three words 
full of significance. The cloven tongues " ap­
peared," the disciples "were all filled," " they 
began to speak." There was a notable woncler 
seen, the criais announce:d its advent, the channel 
of Divine spiritual energy was revealed to mortal 
eye. They "were filled "-all, each; the tongue 
of flame brought to each its gift, and that 
in no scanty measure; each after his capacity, 
receiving the same, no vessel but half-filled, no 
craving but half-satisfied. 'l'hen they" began to 
speak"; for such a baptism involved a commis­
sion and was an endowment for service. It was 
an influence and an impulse that could not fail 
to find its expression in the activities of life; 
touched by the tongue of fire they forthwith 
" began to speak." 

There is a sense in which the echoes of that 
Pentecostal sermon are with us to-day. Men speak 
the wonderful words of God with tongues more 
numerous than those that startled the festal 
throng on that momentous day. The influence 
of that first baptism of the Holy Ghost- and of 
fire are present to-day ; here and there it may be 
fettered and locked up in crystallised church 
organisations, yet otherwise still becoming the 
mastering impulse to living men. The church 
to-day is uttering the message which "they 
began to speak." In like manner are men to-day 
receiving this Divine endowment, are still being 
filled with the Holy Ghost." He yet descends 
upon "all" who will fulfil the required con­
ditions, and are willing to experience all His 
mighty energies, illuminating the dark, cleansing 
the defiled, quickening the dead. Distinctions 
which operate among men are of no account in 
the disti-ibution of this grace ; age, sex, rank, 
wealth can neither insure nor frustrate this 
baptism of fire. But if for "all " yet for " each," 
coming to each man according to his capacity, 
according to the work he has to do, the sphe1-e in 
which he moves; fitting e:ich for the duties he 
must do or the burden he must endure; coming 
to each according to his readiness to receive; his 
preparedness of spirit for the Divine endowment. 

'l'o "all" yet to "each " ; the universal yet tho 
individual grnce; such is the Divine method of 
bestowment. In such a spii-it let us use this 
gracious season, commemorativo of a. blessing 
that has never wholly died away, which is still 
a " promise to you aml to your children" ; a. 
blessing all may receive yet each in the measme 
of his spiritual fitness and prepar~dnoss_; o,·on 
the descent of the Holy Ghost t(> 1ll~111;1!uo om 
darkness, to purge away thtl clross,_to_ v1v!1y anew 
our faint and dying souls, to ach~1m1stor ~o each 
His own pooulinr grace, the Baptrnm of Fuo. 

------;,..=~-i:------



JOHN BOST. 

·Na speech doliverecl last year at tho Asylums 
of Laforce, l\L Pedezert, a profe~sor at t ho 
'l'heological Faculty of Montaubau, gavo tho 

illowing striking sketch of tho life and character 
r John Bost, tho founder of tho Asylums, whoso 
ame is well known to many English readers :-

I have spoken in a, recent book of the eminent 
:hristians whom God has permitted me to know, 
nd I have said nothing of the founder of the 
,sylums of Laforce. I should like to repair this 
)rgetfulness which is, in my eyes, almost an 
1justice. I have not written a 1iiography, nor 
m I writing one to-day. I am simply trying to 
race once more the outlines of a picture worthy 
) figure by the side of the others. 

The Divine thoughts and ways are wiser than 
urs. As he inherited his father's tastes, John 
lost wished to follow the career of Thalberg and 
,iszt. He had both the avtiiude and the en­
husiasm of a trne artist; ho felt himself worthy, 
nd he believed himself capable of attaining great 
rnrldly honouri,. His hopes were justified by 
.is successes; but God was reserving othor dis­
inctions for him. He put into the young 
,ianist's heart a higher ambition-faat of being 

faithful, and, in so far as he was able, an 
minent minister of Jesus Christ. 

JOIIN DOST, 

of their rogrot and his own, and in order to quiet 
his comwienco, they granted him, by common 
consent, a proof-I might almost say, a verbal 
certificate or incapacity. I am only here recall­
ing what ,John Bost himself often used to recall. 
I have heard him, more than once, describe very 
pleasantly his misadventure as a student of theo­
logy. The first time I saw him at Laforce he 
pointed me out two poor little idiot girls whom he 
had received in his own house, and he said to me 
-I would not be sure that it was wilhout a 
spice of bitterness-" There is my theology! " I 
replied, " Go on, it is th() best." 

He did go on- wo know with what success. 
Not being able to devote himself to study, he 
clevoted himself to good works. His works are 
known, and the workman too. But everyone 
saw him in his own way. I saw him in mine, 
and I should like to tell you how he appeared to 
roe. In everything we must make allowance for 
nature, that first gift of God; John Bost owed 
much to his. In him the man nobly served the 
Christian. Any one who knew him could have 
predicted that if he were a believer, he would 
believe firmly; his spirit was too resolute to be 
restless. In his strong soul the Yea was yea, anrl 
the Nay, nay. Like every man he was liable to 
make mistakes, but he was incapable of ,aciUa­
tion. He believed without reserve, and without 
turning back. He believed what his fathers and 
his best friends believed, and he believed it on 
the simple authority of the Word of God, the 
true and only rule of his faith. That faith 
answers the longings and is enough for the 
needs of simple and strong natures. John Bost 
troubled himself little with difficulties; if certain 
men are born to make investigation into truth, 
others are born for practical duties. John Bost 
belonged to this latter class. The apostle hall 
said, "Show me thy faith by thy works "-he 
showed it, that is to say, he justified it in this 
way. 'l'o such as might have thought that his 
works were not arguments, he, constitutoLl as ho 
was, would have ropliecl, "Give us better." In 
showing me his Asylums he would have said to 
me again, "There is my theology," and I should 
havo answered "It is the best." It is in his 
faith that we must look for the source of his 
charity. On what were• his thoughts set beforo 
his convorsion? On honours, ancl honours alone. 
As au artist he might have been able to givo 
s01110 fow moments to the miserable of this world; 
as a Christian ho consecratod his life to them. 

His charity was essentially Biblical, a:,; is prnvcd 
Immediately after his conversion John Bost by the very names which he gavo to his first 

)etook himself to the Faculty of Montan ban; ho asylums-Ebo11('zor, Bethesda, Bethel, Siloa-allll 
vas full of hopo, hut that hope was quickly just beoausc it was Biblical it took entiro po:sscs-
:hanged into disappointment. Ho had to learn sion of his soul and b()(ly alike. His charit.y was 
he languagog uf St. AuguBtine, Chrysostom aml hold indeed-oven rash, in human ,imlgmcnt. 
saiah. His attempts were obstinate lmt use- On leaving tho Faculty, alone, without fortune, 
1388; his incapability was manifest. ProfoH8ors without help, without all vice, John Bust acttrnlly 
ltlolpho l\:lonOll, lle F/Jlice ancl Bonifas, 1tLlviHed tlarotl to found tho Famille Evang[diquo. 'l'h'.tt 
heir young pupil to lcavo tho I~uculty in Hpi!o might lrnve boon ouough, perhitp~ too mnch lur 

,rn2 



JOHN BOST. 493 

another man; it was but little for him. He 
undertook more, trusting in Goel and in his 
brethren. At the voieo of John Bost millions 
of franc:, flowed into tho village of Laforce. 

He did not wait for these millions, but he went 
to seek them in France, Switzerland, Holland, 
Scotland, and England; ho went about frum 
place to place to plead the cause of his poor 
aftlicted ones. His speeches were narratives­
hut what narratives I We were transported to 
LnJorcc, we were actually beholding the last 
specimens of human misery; we saw the feeble 
ones whom this friend never ceased to see, wic, 
heard the cries which he never ceased to hear, we 
started at the sound of a word, a prayer, a hymn, 
coming from a mouth dying and powerless. We 
felt in our hearts a deep sympathy for the com­
passionate comforter. When he had moved his 
l1earer's hearts in this way, he did not press them, 
he seemed to say to them :-" Do what you like " 
-and they did what he liked. John Bost 
belonged to the nurnbe~ of tl3.ose who prefer to 
carry their burdens alone than to share them 
with others. He provided, and provided ade­
quately for everything within as well as with­
out; he would not be held back nor driven 
forward-he would hardly take advice. He was 
the soul of his work, and its only soul. It used 
to be a question what would become of it after 
his death, and people troubled themseh-es about 
the future; he troubled himself about it also, in 
due time, and rightly so. He had his Asylums 
recognised by the State, and he entrusted his 
powers to a large committee who named him life­
presiclent. He could thus die, and did die, in 
peace, for useful as he still was, he was no longer 
necessary. A noble end to the director's noble 
life. 

In the latter part of his lifo he expressed a 
desire which could not but astonish some of his 
best friends. He wanted to be a pastor with the 
same title as others, that is to say with a diploma 
of bachelor of theology. This diploma was use­
less as regarded the exercise of his ministerial 
functions, and not less useless as regarded his 
ecclesiastical honour. But he stuck to his pur­
pose. I advised him to prepare a thesis. "l­
a thesis ! " he answered,-" but you know well 
enough that I am incapable of it, and am only 
an ignoramus; what subject could I take up, 
pray?" "A subject which you know more about 
tl.ian we do--Charity." He did so. He came b 
see me on the eve uf the ordeal, in an excited 
state. I thought he was feigning anxiety, but 
be felt it truly and deeply. I tried to reassure 
him. "I am to open the attack," I told him, 
"arJ you afraid of me, or do you think that my 
two colleagues are less kind, that is to say, less 
just than I am?" "It is not of the professors I 
I am thinking, but of the young men-you 
know--" "I know that they will speak tu 
you as you deserve to be spoken to. You are not 
just either to them or to yonrself." This mau 
who had felt no four of any audience in any 
country, was afraid of the little audience of out· 
Faculty. Tho next day, we had before us a. 
canditlato who was past middle-ag<:,, who had 
Leen lwnoured will1 a high academical distinc-

tion, and was decorated with the legion of 
honour, the founder of admirable institutions, 
who now mistrustcl himself and others. The 
student who spoke in the names of his fellow­
pupils expressed a deep respect for his person, 
and a lively admiration for his asylums. At once 
the candidate recovered himself. He narrated 
his old attempts and his incapability at the 
Faculty, his arrival and his first works at Laforce, 
he abandoned himself altogether to his emotion 
and charmed his young hearers. This pretended 
incapable was with the professor!! what he had 
been with the pupils. He was in his element. 
"'l'he more embarrassed of us two," I said to him, 
"is not the one you think. I should like to sec 
you in my place." " I should like to be there." 
"Well," I said to him again as we left the room, 
" which of us was right, you or I? What do you 
think now of this occasion?" "It is the finest 
in my life, and I shall always can)'" the remem­
brance of it deep in my heart." Ee had at la!!t 
won that piece of parchment which he had longed 
for in vain in the days of his youth. 

There are men whom one would be tempted to 
call commonplace; they are like the rest of the 
world and the rest of the world is like them­
medals without relief, coins without an effigy, 
portraits without features. John Bost stood out 
clearly from the background of men. He was a 
Ilo~t, but a Bost sui genei·is, a man easy of access, 
with a hearty manner and pleasant in intercourse. 
IIis conversation was original and lively, and his 
gaiety bad resisted the advance of years and even 
sickness. It was at his own hearth, in his beau­
tiful and hospitable home that it was a pleasure 
to see and hear him. And yet he too was a man 
like ourselves. When I compare him with 
Adolphe l\fonod or with l\f. Jalaguier, I am 
struck with the contrast; he had neither the 
pious scruples of the one, the calm wisdom of 
the other nor the restless conscience of both. I 
like to remind myself of an anecdote which John 
Bost himself used to tell. He was at l\fontone, 
where he pad assembled a meoting of English, 
according to his custom. According to his custom 
too, he bad chosen a good president-Spurgeon. 
The great orator said in his speech: "I don't 
like finding myself beside George Muller; I feel 
myself embarrassed and humbled-he is too per­
fect for me. On the contrary, I feel myself quite 
at home with my friend John Bost; he has faults 
as I have." Yes, he had them, and he acknow­
ledged it, for he approvod Spurgeon's words by 
repoating them. 

I will express my idea in a single word ; John 
Bost was an apostle, he was not a saint. I have 
remarked elsewhere, that when he was climbing 
the hill of Laforce, yonng and humiliated b,r a 
recent failure, he had no presentiment of what he 
was going to clo there. He was nobody, he h~cl 
no schemes be did not know what God bad rn 
store for hi'm. All that there was in the villago 
of outwarrl religion was a church and an 0hl 
"temple," the remains or the appellllage of a 
chateau whioh had disappeared. \Ve know what 
is to be seen there now; one single ruau did 
everything. Each time I go to Lnforco my ad­
miration is renewed; I recall and repeat the 
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poet's words: "Ho ovorywhoro "-in this neat 
parsonage, in this hnnclsomo " templo," in those 
homos of suffering-he overywhoro and al ways. 
'l'he eight asylums which are honoured by his 
name are the lo.sting witnesses of his life on 
cal"th. He went about, liko his Master, doing 
good. I would describe bis persoMlity aml his 

life by the two wordfl which he gave all mi.mes to 
his two latest homes: "Morey" and " Compas­
sion." In tho Great Day when the King shall 
say to the merciful and compassionate, " Come, 
ye blessed of My Father," John Bost will be 
among those to whom these words will be 
addressed. 

DYING AT HER POST. 

IN the recent disputes with Portugal about the 
territorial boundaries in South Africa, the 
name of Major Serpa Pinto was often heard 

of. He subsequently returned to Lisbon, and in 
the strongest manner, to the deh·iment, it was 
thought, of Britain and of British Colonial 
interests, maintained the claims of his country­
men. Those who only knew him as a political 
man, no doubt concluded that this Portuguese 
officer was a blustering foe, whose violent speeches 
could be excused on the ground of patriotic and 
national fooling. 

But there are some who remembe1· Major Serpa 
Pinto more as a distinguished geographer and 
explorer, who came to this country, and pub­
lished an . account of his travels across " the 
dark Continent." 1 The Major attended the 
meeting of the British Association, held at Nor­
wich, and all who heard him were pleased with 
his amfable disposition, and generous spirit, while 
admiring his courage and endurance as an ex• 
plorer. Other events of more recent occurrence 
and exciting interest, the wars in Egypt and the 
Soudan, the fall of Khartoum, and the search 
after Emin Pasha, and especially the travels of 
Stanley, these and othl}r affairs on the Great 
Lakes or the Congo, have put out of remembrance 
older records of African travel and exploration. 

But the1-e is much in the story of "How I 
Crossed Africa " of perennial interest and value, 
and in taking up the book again, after more than 
ton years' interval, the spirit that pervades its 
pages forces us to forget all the subsequent words 
and actions which have made the name of Serpa 
Pinto offensive to the rulers of the South African 
Colonies, or troublesome to our Foreign and 
Colonial offices. His journey was made in 1877, 
before the Zulu war which overthrew King Cete­
wayo, before the Transvaal Boers had conquered 
their independence, and before many events 
which it would be well for statesmen to 1·e-study, 
both at the Cape and in London. In the 
journals of Major Serpa Pinto, they have the 
records of a shrewd observer, at that timo per­
fectly clisinterested, and candidly open in ex­
pressing his opinions. Of King Khama, for 
instance, then beginning his successful ancl won­
derful career, he gives a eulogy which the history 

1 "How I Crossed ArricrL, from tho Atfontic to the ImlirLn 
Ocem1, Uirough unknown Counlrice." Dy l\fojor Sor}llL 
Pinto, tmnslatcd from tho nuthor'e 11mn11sc1·ipt by Alfred 
Elwce. Two vole. B. Low 11ntl Co. 

of subsequent years has amply justified. Khama 
himself, he describes as " a Chri;;tian and a civil­
ised man, of lofty intel1igence and superior good 
sense ; his manners might be called ' distin­
guished.' He was dressed in European costume, 
simple but in exquisite taste." In person he was 
tall and robust ; a capital horseman, a good 
marksman, and an eager hunter. His age was 
about fort.y, although he appeared considerably 
younger. He breakfasted almost daily wHh the 
Coillards, and his demeanour at table was that of 
a refined European gentleman. His wealth was 
great, but it was freely spent on behalf of his 
people, the Bamanguatos. 

It will be remembered that Major Serpa Pinto 
was himself so much an admirer of the good 
missionary, that the second part of his book of 
travels bears the title of "The Coillard Family.'' 
Of Fran<;ois Coillard he says, he was the best and 
kindest man he had ever known, and a man also 
of high intelligence, united to an indomitable 
will, and the necessary firmness to carry out any 
enterprise, however difficult. The recognition 
by the French Geographical Society of his work 
as a traveller and explorer was marked by his 
receiving their gold medal two or three years 
ago. Of his excellent wife and true helpmeet, 
the Major says, " Madame Coillard, like her hus­
band, is overflowing with human kindness. The 
needy never sought her and went empty away; 
nor did the sorrow-laden without being comforted. 
In their eyes all men are indeed brothers ; their 
hand is open to the native as to the European, to 
the poor as to the rich; when the native, tho 
European., the poor 01· the rich want thei1· aid. 
As rngards myself, I can never sufficiently thank 
them for the servi~es they rendered me, services 
whioh made me more their debtor on account of 
the delicacy with which they were bestowed." 

Remembering this ti·ibute from a stranger, and 
from one not always friendly to missionaries, of 
a different ·type, it is with sincere grief we hear 
of tho doath of Mndame Coillard, and her being 
laid by her sorrowing husband in a grave at 
Sefula, suoh as Livingstone made for his loved 
companion in a remote part of Africa. Tho 
lPobruary number of the Journal des Mis,qio11s 
Evcmgeliques gives a touching account of tho 
last hours of' this devoted woman. A raphl 
fover at last enclecl a life which hall been en­
fooble,I by long 1mcl anluous laboms. She hacl 
sho1·tly boforo been urged to 1·etum to Emopo 
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to recruit her h_calth. Sho said, 11 Lifo is too 
8hort, the ~ork 1s too great. Lot lli'l remain at 
our post till the end." In her last illness she 
repeatedly encouraged hor husband to renewed 
earnestness in the work to which his life had 
been devoted. " Do, be in earnest do I" she 
rnid, emphatically, in her ow11 early ~ativc lan­
guage, for she was a Scotchwoman, though 
usually accustomed to talk in French with her 
husband. ~this side she had laboured for thirty 
years, first m Basutoland, and then in the region 
of the Upper Zarnbesi, where her husband had 
opened up a new field of mission-work, after his 
adventurous and 11erilons journeyings from 
Basutoland. One of her last utterances was 
quoting from her English Bible, "Underneatl~ 
are the everlasting arms." 

Christina Mackintosh was the maiden name of 
this heroic martyr of the African mission-field. 
It was the appearance of a little neo-ro child at a 
Scottish meeting, Sarah Roby, ;'ho had been 
resqued by missionaries from death when buried 
?-live by her parents, that gave the first interest 
m the cause of missions. When in Paris she met 
with Fran9ois Coillard, then preparing to go out 
to South _Africa.. Sb~ joined him at the Cape, 
and remamed with him in Basutoland, till she 
accompanied him in the expeditions resulting in 
the establishment of the Zambesi Missions of the 
~vangelical Society _of Par~s. Of Christy Mack­
mtosh, Madame Co1llard, 1t may be truly said 
" She died at her post." ' 

BESIDE ALL WATERs.-A crowd of Chinese villagers bad 
gathered to listen to an English missionary ns he preached 
the Gospel from bis boai by the river-bank. Thougll uow, 
for tile firat time, Eo strange a messenger nnd mcssagG !,ad 
visited them, they gnve such quiet and c11rnest attention 
that, in concluding his simple address, the preacher wos 
moved to say, "If you wish to heo.1· more concerning the 
Lord Jesus Christ, I will scud you a Chinese teache1·, if 
you will provide him with a home." "You sholl ho.ve part 
of my house," ex~laimed an elderly, neatly-dressed womo.n ; 
"cowo and see if it will clo." To his surprise the missionary 
found that the dwelling of the widow Tsii-her own pro­
pcrty-wns o. spocious building, whoso wicle nn<l lofty 
entrance-hall wns aclwiro.bly suitable fo1· a prenehiug chopcl. 
She o.lso put at his disposal o.ccorumoclotion fo1· a no.t.ivc 
preacher aud his family, and a large upstairs room where 
auy foreign missionary visitor could comforto.hly sojoum. 
And so, by degrees, o. Christion church wo.s gntherc<l iu 
!hat populous village; Mrs. Tsii coming forward nwong tho 
first to confess faith iu the Saviour. Her grown-up son Ima 
also cmbraco,1 "the doctrine," and is doing good sel'Vice in 
a mission-school elsewhere; nnd a few do.ys a.go, when w.:i 
visited the stntion, especially fur the pmpose of joining 
with some thirty Christians iu the Lord's Suppr.1', hor 
female s~rvo.nt wo.s baptized, brought in by ho1· mistrnss's 
influence. 'rhey hnd long been in the l1abit of rrnying 
together; ancl, although the Amnh r.oultl not rua<I, shn 
showed n very fair lmowlcilge of Christinn trutL.-Alice 
,Ja11e J',foirl,wrl, 8/,rrnr.,hwi. 

A BRAVE LAD. 
CHAPTER J, 

::l N old mnn and n boy stood 
lcnning over a low wall, 
an d looked npon the 
dancing, flashing sea. 

The boy, Walter Vivian 
by name, was slim o.ncl 
fair, bi uc of eye, and his 
face, although ·it bespoke 
o. delicnte constitution, was 
frank and open. The man 
was white-haired, and de-

formed, and when he walked, 
leaned heavily upon his thick, 
onken stick. When he moved, 
his head shook as though he 
had the palsy. When he 
spoke, his 'l"oice trembled and 
qua'l"cred, as though it were 
a piping reed Ehakcn by the 
wind. But it was not the 

palsy from which he suffered. He 
had simply grown old before his 
time, through hard work and a 

crippled borly. Yet even now, o.t times, he seemecl to regain 
some of his former strength. They called him "Ricketty 
Daniel "-that is, all the boys excepting Wnlter, bnt his 
right uame was Daniel Morgan. 

He spoke, in his quavering voice, as he leaned over the 
wall on this fine afternoon. 

'' I say to your fatharr, I say to her iike this; ' Shn-o.rr 
now, Misto.rr Vivio.u, you no goiu' to try to fight against 
such a mighty thing o.s the sea.. You wass be mad, if yon 
wass to do it. It wass be a. terrible task.' But your fatharr 
she sho.ke her head. She say to me, 'Daniel,' she say, 'I 
wnss do my duty whatevarr come, and God save and guard 
my wife nnd children.' Iss shu-arr, she say like that.' " 

This, doubtless, seems a very funny speech to most of 
you, o.nd you will laugh when you road it. But you sec 
Dnuiel Morgan was a Welshmnu, nnd had uever got beyond 
a very shaky knowledge of Euglisll. He h!ld beeu brongbt 
up o.mong Wolsh people, and he ho.d learnecl what English 
he knew bit by bit, this 'll'Ord from one, thnt word from 
another, until at last he hacl got n so1·t of second-hand aud 
very much mixed acquo.iut111100 with tho lo.ugunge. But 
beyond this ho ncvc1· went. Ho wns ue'fcr able to dis­
tinguish the use of the words "ho" nnd " she.'' He would 
cnll a wo.n "sh0," nud a worunu "llo," aud tlliuk he was 
doing quite right. For" you are" he would say, "you wnss 
be," nnd fo1· "I 11w," "I wnss be." If for the llloweut Im 

• forgot the English WOl'd which ho wnntcd, ho would slip iu 
the Welsh word, nud tbon lnugh iu his trembling fnshiou as 
though ho hncl done quite a clcvc1· thing. Ho wns vel'y 
harmloss, very lonely, very poor, very odd iu hi$ manner 
and oppcm·o.·ace. He had no kith or kin in the whole wo1·hl. 
Frolll the North Polo to the South, thcro was ouly ouo being 
whom he loved. Tlrnt ouo he loved with all tho strength of 
his soul, aucl thnt ouo wns Walte1· Vivian. 

Porhnps you will wouclc1· why ho loved Walter. I will 
toll you. It wus bccauso ho was al w,iys kind to him, 
bconuso ho ucvor mndo fun of him: bccnuso ho trcnt~d 
him with l'espcct, ns youth ought alway$ to trn:i.t old 
ngo, however funny nnd pooulia1· it 1Uny seem. 

In answor to his spcoch, Walter said uothiug, bul ht1 
luokC(l Ycry grnvo. 
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Dnnicl gnvo n Llllf-gbnco al bis young comprrnion, nm! 
ihcn ho bit his lip. lie wns sorry he hnil spoken. 

"You must no be frigliten, l\Iistnrr Wnllnn," lie soi,1 
nnxiously, "I 1rnss be old nmn, you sec; I wnss be Riclietly 
D.rniel, iss shu-arr, ond p'r'nps I woss see grcnt duugnrr, 
when there uo be ,lungarr at nll. P'r'npll they be nLle to 
build great breakwater iu the pit to keep the tide out. Iss 
slrn-arr. ·we wass all b~ prny for biru. There wuss be uo 
dnngarr, for the Lor,! wass be take care of him. Is, elm-arr, 
the Lord wa8s be very good." 

"Yes," saLl \Vnlte1·, "but still I cannot help feeling 
nnxious, not only for my own sake, but ulso for my mother's. 
She is in such great anxiety, fenring there will be some 
a~cident. You see it is such a terribly lliffi.cult tnsk that 
father is trying to do. Tile sea bursts into the pit with 
such force when the tide is up that it it is completely 
flooded. It is father's duty, as the engineer, to erect some 
kind of breakwater to keep it out. They commenced two 
days ago, and to save time they work until the tide has 
jnst reached them. Then they retreat to the mouth of the 
pit, aud come up the shaft. What mother is afraid of is 
that the tide will catch them in some way, and surround 
them. Dut I am uot afraid. My father is e. brave me.u, 
an~l does not fear any d1u1ger a.a long e.s he can meet it face 
t.o face, and is not taken unawores." 

"Hallo! Walter," exclaim<'d e. voice behind them," moon­
ing again; you are always mooning. He.Ho! Ricketty 
Daniel ! How funny you do look behind! Why don't you 
stand up like e. man, instead of being for ever doubled up 

• on that shabby old stick of yours?" 
As he spoke, the new comer kicked a.way the stick with 

his foot, e.nd Daniel, who happeneJ to be leaning heavily at 
the moment, fell forward age.inst the rough stone. The 
blood trickled down his cheek from a nasty cut. 

Walter's face became pale with anger e.nd indignation. 
Going up to hiJ, brother, for this boy, strong-looking boy, his 
elder by three years, we.s he, he said, looking him straight 
iu the face. 

"Ja.ck, I am ashamed of you! To do that to e. helpless 
old man! I wouldn't have believed you could be so mean 
and cowardly." 

"Take that," said Jack furiously, striking him in the 
face, "I'll show you who is the coward. Cowe.rJ, indeed I 
You ea.II me e. coward, do you, you who never ho.d a fight 
in your life?" 

"You are wrong, Jack," said Walter quietly, o.s ho went 
to Daniel, and held his handkerchief to his forehead, his 
mouth trembling, meanwhile, with excitement, and his face 
whiter t!Jan ever, save for the purple mark on his check, 
where his brother had struck him. "I did fight once." 

"Bah," exclaimed Ja.ck, following him up e.nd pointing 
nt him with his finger. ' Tho little girl I He did fight 
once, all because e. fellow was playing with a toad. Doh!" 

"Decause he was ill-treating it, Jack," so.id Wolter, in tho 
same quiet manner. 

"Isa, iss shu-arr Miste.rr Jack," so.id Daniel, who ho.cl 
recovered himself somewhat. "The boy wo.ss bo ill-trout 
the toad. That wasJ be it." 

"You called me a coward," said Jack, going up closo to 
Walter. " Will you fight me now?" 

"No, Jo.ck, I will not," replied Wolter. "I promised 
mother I would never llght og11in, unloss there wus good 
reason." 

"Then it is yon who ure the coward," shouted Jack ns he 
went a.way. "You ore the CO\\'O.rd. Cowurd I Cowo.rd I" 

It is 11lwe.ys a suspicions thing when peoplo get terribly 
angry over some no.rue or nccus11tion which ho.a been applied 
to them. If you cull o. boy a coward, and ho loses hie 
temper, as Ja.ck did, it o.lways seems 11s though ho is smart­
ing bece.uso his conscieuco tells lii111 it is trno, Thero is 

nothing lhc coward so much fears-whether he be a cowo.rcl 
who is o.fraitl to <lo the right, or 11 cowarcl who strikes those 
younger o.nd weaker thnn himself-there is nothing he so 
much fco.rs as being known to be a coward. 

llut we slmll sec which was the cowarcl. 

QUESTIONS ON THE LIVES OF THE APOSTLES. 

ST. PAUL.-VL 

1. Show !hot Paul's statement respecting tile teaching 
of John the Bo.ptist agrees with that of John. 

2. In what way were diseases cured by Paul's influence 
without his me.king any personal effort? 

3. How did the conjurers who were converted to Christi­
anity show their sincciity ? 

4. Paul wrote a letter to the Romans; how can we tclJ 
that he had not been to Rome when he wrote it? 

5. Quote at least four texts, showing that Timothy -was 
frequently witli Paul on his travels. 

6. What were Demetrius' two motives in opposing Paul? 
7. In what point did the gathering in the theatre of 

Ephesus resemble runny like. gatherings? 
8. What circumstance shows tbe worship of Diana at 

Ephesus to have been very uncient? 
9. Relate the story of Eutychus. 

I 0. Where did Paul have his last meeting with the elders 
of the Ephesian church, e.nd why did he send for them 
there? 

11. What -was there to deter Paul from going to Jeru­
salem? 

12. Whose words e.re these: "It is more blessed to gfre 
than to receive," nud why did Paul quote them? 

13. At what place in Palestine did Paul land? 

ANSWER TO CHAPTER OF SCRIPTURE. 

NO. IIT.-p. 352.-JEREMIAH XII. 

God's worJs against His_ people, aee verses 7-17, 
Prosperity of the wicked, verse 1. Beasts and birds, YCrse 
4. The Jordan, verse 5. Bae.I, verse 16. See Hosea ii. 8, 
13, 17, &c; verses 7, 10, 14. Vineyard. A speckled bird. 
Hypocrisy, verse 2. VP.rses 14-16. Wheat and thorns, 
verse 13. John xii. 24, o.nd Mark iv. 7. 

ANSWER TO SCRIPTURE ELLIPSIS EXERCISE. 

NO. 111.-p. 320. 

Beloved, let us love one o.nother : for love is of God ; und 
every one that loveth is born of God, e.nd.~uoweth God.­
I John iv. 7. 

KEY TO THE LIVES OF THE APOSTLES. 

ST. PAUL.-V.-p. 352. 

(I) Acts xvii. 1; (2) xvii. 8; (3) :nii. 11; (-1) xvii. 6, 7; 
(5) l Thess. i. G; (G) Acts xvii. 13; (7) xvii. 22, 23; (S1 
xvii. 18, 82; (9) xvii. 25, 2G, 28; (10) xviii. 2, 3; (11) 
xviii, 8; 1 Cor. i. 14; (12) Aots ::s:viii. 9, 10; (13) xdii. 21. 

ANSWER TO DURIED TEXT. 

NO. II.-p. 8GS. 

Thero is not a word in my tongue, but lo, 0 Lor,l, Thou 
knowost it nltogethcr.-P~r1l111 cxxxix .. 4. 




