


TIHE OLD HOME.

HERE is a little word of four lotters which
we who are DBritish born, pride oursclves
Lhas no equivalent in any other language,
French, pre-eminent for the grace and abundance
of its literary store, has for it no inter-changeablo
term—the German ¢ Heimath” comes nearest,
perhaps, in kindly sound, but it scarce seems to
convey all that we express when we speak of
Iome, sweet Home.

How sacred are the associations it brings with
it to many of us—to most, one would fain believe,
or at least desire. What memories it recalls even
after a life-time of separation from all that made it
dear. Do you suppose one forgets because so many
things have happened since one was little, and
thought that home was the centre of an unchanging
and unchangeable world ? Most of us, it is true,

_wish to forget a great deal, both of what has
happened to us, and of what we have done, but
this one memory we would keep green. It is the
far off days that are best remembered. Question
one who has passed life’s meridian about the
events of last year and you cannot put absolute
faith in his accuracy, but lead him on to tell of
his youth, and see how his eye will brighten, how
readily, and without a hesitation his words will
flow: he is master of his facts, he cannot err.
The near has grown dim, but the far off stands
out clear and vivid. This Dutch-like fidelity
of detail in the picture it is which gives such
charm to the talk of many old people; it is this
too which makes looking back not the sorrowful
thing it might seem to be, but an inward pleasure
that never palls. -

One notices curiously with what photographic
distinctness many little scenes and incidents of the
first home linger in the memory of even the most
absent-minded person, who could not tell you the
colour of his own drawing-room carpet, or of the
walls which have surrounded him for years.
There was one such once, a very learned and yet
beautifully simple soul, who would pass unrecog-
nising his own wife and children in the country
lanes; who never to the end of his days could
distinguish a new gown from an old, though he
might have gone to the buying of it, and yet
whose stories of a boyhood lived in the stirring
early days of the century wero as fresh, as delicato,
as sharp and clear as an etching. They were not
stories any more as they were told at the fireside,
not things that once happoned to somobody else,
but histories in which you had played your part.

No, dreamers as we may become, too busy, too
absorbed, too sick or sad at heart, perhaps, to have
eyes for what goes on around us, tho early days
do not grow hazy as the sight grows dim: unlike
the material landscape the mental one becomes
clearer the further wo recede from it. And what
an unspeakable boon ia this to those whose far off
youth was happy. Tor suroly thoe influences that
surround us in childhood make their indelible
mark not only on temperament, but on character?
If we have kunown tae loving and wise guidance

of fathor and mother, the comradeship—closest
and best of all allinnces—of brother and sister,
wo cannot but carry somo of that kindly warmth
with ug out into the great cold world. We are
better men, and better women, because love
cradled our helplessness; better husbands and
wives when weset up a rooftree of our own.
Instinctively we hoist a standard, lift before us
a model by which to shape our own lives. “My
mother did so and so.” My father’s plan was
this.” Not once nor twice has the remembrance of
some wholesome law, gently enforced and loyally
learned in nursery days, cleared away perplexity,
vanquished temptation, helped to make easy some
difficult trust. And the man or woman who has
had this gift of good things at the outset-—a
treasure store of memories, days full of fun and
frolic, and innocent pleasure, and gay laughter,
and graver hours by the flame’s leap in talk with~
father or mother, and Sundays -when the Book
was opened and the old stories were told anew, and
prayers and little confessions that eased the heart
and made sleep sweet were whispered to one tender
listener—he whose early days knew like simple
joys will keep something of the child’s heart all
through life, and, let him be married or single,
will be a friend to all little follc by reason of his
own unforgotten childhood.

This is how it ought to be, thus should those
who have largely received also largely give—
that it is not always so, is just to say that we are
erring men and women, and that even the strong
cords of family affection are too weak to withhold
the soul that is bent on sin. One recalls a certain
son who long, long ago, left a home where surely
love and utmost tenderness never lacked, and
many and many another prodigal who since then
hag gone gaily down the broad road to the far
country. Well, the son in the parable remem-
bered the father’s house, and sick, sorry, ashamed,
went back to it; and so too, the inburnt recollec-
tions of a mother’s prayers, tears and pleadings, of
a father’s wise counsel or sorrowful reproof, has
once and again turned a sinner from the error of
his ways.

Prison chaplains and others who have large
knowledge of the criminal classes, tell one that
the hardest.to reach, the most hopeless to help is
one for whom the word home has no meaning.
Love did nothing for this poor step-child. It
was never sung to, no one ever told it a tale of
the nursery; it was dragged up to live or die as
it happened. It had no young dreams, it broke
at once into the iron realities of life.” 'There is
nothing to go upon with suoh an one as this, no past
to revive, no ochord that can be touched with »
cortainty that it will vibrate rosponsively. Worso
than paroutloss, how explain to the outcast tho
Trathorhood of God, tho Divine love that encircles
him too? And yot is thero anything that moro
gnos home to the undomstanding heart that
prayer of prayors which Christ left us than its
oponing appoal :—* Our IFather which art in
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heaven.” He, the great Father of us all, tonches
us to call Him by the name which ought to repre-
sent to us the tenderest and closest human tie.
Like as a Father Ile pities us, as a Father He sets
us hero to dwell together in families, and as if to
point to the hope that even in heaven—the final
home of all His children—the bonds of kindred
will still unite us, Christ tells us of the many
mansions, each a separate centre of love, awaiting
us there.

Happiness and unhappiness are more equally
distributed than some will allow. Our lives are
like an April day, now shower now shine—to ono
the morning glow, to another the evening gleam.
If one could choose—which fortunately one can-
not—one would perhaps ask that the best days
should come first; even the compensations of
later life, good and desirable as they are, never
seem quite to make up for the sheltering love the
little one finds awaiting it on its entrance into
the world, for that warm inner atmosphere of
the “ House Beautiful” which we call Home,

Perhaps we do not find out how great a pos-
gession it is until time and space divide us from
it, but that is the way with every good gift, or,
one should rather say, the way of every receiver
of precious things. We appreciate the true worth
of that which we had when it is no longer ours.
Is there any sorrow to a happy child like the
first going away from home—the going to school ?
No other and later outgoings cost the same pang;
the tears that were shed on that melancholy occa-
sion are remembered long after keener griefs are
forgotten ; in the same way is there in after life
any experience quite so delightful as is the first
holiday return to the family roof? The great
writer who was once a little Charterhouse boy
has touched upon this theme a hundred times.

«If you are paterfamilias,” he writes, to take
a passage at random, “and a worthy kind gentle-
man, no doubt you have marked down on your
register: seventeenth December (say), ‘ boys
come home.” Ah, how carefully that blessed day
is marked in their little calendars. In my time
it used to be, ¢ Wednesday, 13th November, five
weeks from the holidays;’ ¢ Wednesday, 20th
November, four weeks from the holidays,” until
sluggish time went on and we came to Wednes-
day, 18th December—OQ rapture!”

While we read we feel the rapture too, and
grow little again; it does not take a very great
stretch of memory to recall all that—the ticking
off of the days, and bye-and-by of the hours till
the journey was begun—the journey towards
such a welcome, At that buoyant season of life
there was never any disappointment in the home-
going, never any doubt at all that one had been
missed and would be received and treated royally.
And to all good homes the child goes back even
if he be a man grown and grey, schooldays long
over, with the same trusting confidence, the same
certainty of being waited for and wanted. There,
at least, whatever may befall him in the rude
rough world, is a shelter where love abides.

The German language has a word which beau-
tifully expresses the desire of the heart for the
home left behind, Heimweh—there is longing
in the very sound of it, it is a far better word
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than Nostalgic, it means or seems to mean raorc
than home-sickness—there is the ache and pain
of exile in it. In India, in the Australian bhush,
in the far-off islands of the sea, many a prosperous
colonist grown rich on the alien soil suffers this
mysterious yearning for the mother counlry, and
finds nothing in the land of his adoption to satisfy
the craving.

Perhaps among northern races this passionate
devotion to the land of one’s birth is stronger
than in the south, Notice the irresistible impulec
that brings the traveller back to the highland
glen where he first saw the light. He may know
that the cottage which he still calls home is razed,
scarce a stone left to mark the sacred spot where
the hearth once blazed; sheep or deer feeding
careless over the little farm where his father
toiled, yet the fever in his blood sends him back
if only as a mourner to the haunts of his child-
hood. Travellers in Norway tell the same tale.
The hardy Norseman, like the Scot, has the stuff
of a colonist in him ; almost every steamer that
sails from Scandinavian shores carries its quota
of upright, diligent, steady folk, leaving the birth
country where the struggle has grown too hard
for the new land where fortune may be wooed.
But of those who go forth half at least will return.
It may be only on a visit, but the years of self-
denial and hard work count for nothing if the
money earned and saved makes a return to the
paternal hearth, the rallying-place of the affec-
tions, pussible. Everywhere in that delightful
country one meets with intelligent men and
maids who, to the unready traveller’s relief,
speak good English. He asks and finds that it
was learned in America, in Canada, or perhaps
even in distant New Zealand. “You have been
there?” “Yes, but when I had saved enough, I
came home again.” )

Back to the poor little farm, to what may be
hardships, even privations, after the larger way
of life across the sea, but all that matters little
since the eyes can rest again upon the scenery of
early love, the drooping spirit “be renovated by
the fragrance of home-dwelling joys.” A home
which is a home, and not a mere dwelling-place,
a house to live in, is the surest and safest anchor

"man and woman can have; to be worthy of it

keeps its inmates pure, to go back to it is to
return to the best that life can give.

But since the day must come for those among
us who live to be old when that familiar door
will be closed, when alien feet will cross its
threshold, when the voice of the stranger will be
heard there, and faces unknown will smile on
others; it were well to remember that the home
ended here is only the home begun yonder. For
love does not die, and those whom we miss and
mourn have but gone a little while before and a
little way off, where wo shall follow presently.
We change our point of view, that is-all; looking
backward still through the mist of distance to
the happy past, we learn to look forward too, to
reach forth unto those things—those unimagi-
nable, unspoakable things—that are before.

And to that last home which never change can
vex, nor death and parting shadow, God grant 1n
His great love that wo all attain, -
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CHAPTER VIIL.—TFROM READING TO DRISTOL.

AY what Felix might, he could not send
Lettice off that day, before his own de-
parture by the night-train; and he could

gain no promise from the Valentines, further than
that Lettice should travel westwards ¢“so soon
as Mr. Jasper allowed it.” Lettice was powerless
agaiust that flat; and Telix knew it. Inwardly
he fumed; outwardly he urged the advantages
of change. Lettice was growing morbid, he said.

“She has gone through enough to make her
wmorbid,” said Prue.  Then, without warning,
came the question: “Did you give my message
to Mr. Kelly?”

«“T have not scen him yet.”

" «If you would rather that one of us should
write——"

“As you like,” Felix replied coldly. To him-
self he declared, I shall not say anything!” and
Prue vead this in the hardening lines of his
mouth.

“Then T will write,” she said under impulse.
“The Rev. Robert Kelly—is it not?” and with
the sound of the name a swift warm flush leapt to
her face.

“Yes.”

Prue stood with -downcast eyes, thinking—not
of Felix.

“It is best not to trouble you.
message was entrusted to me by—her.
see that it reaches him.”

“ As you like,” repeated Felix, in frigid accents.

Prue put the question aside until bedtime,
till she sat in lLer room, by candle light, after
the departure of Felix, practically alone, since
Lettice was asleep. Then she weighed the
question again,

Should she write or should she not? Should
she ask Bertha to doit? Yet—why not herself?
There had been a time, many years sooner, when
during six happy weeks Prue had seen much of
Robert Kelly. She had liked him, and he had
liked her—so much that some had counted it to
be far more than mere liking. Bnt nothing had
come of it all. A cloud had crept between some-
how, and Mr. Kelly had drawn back—gently, so
as not to give needless offence, but unmistakably.
Prue suspected a misunderstanding ; but she could
do nothing. He might have taken steps to clear
the mystery, if mystery existed. She could not
stir. Then he went away, saying good-bye
kindly and calmly, only looking rather pale: and
Prue suffered in secret, but made no sign. Her
life had been shadowed by the long pain of that
girlish disappointment; yet she never spoke of
it—even to her mother. Nor did she blame
Robert Kelly. He might have been deceived
about her: or she might have misread him. Sho
was only surq of one thing, that he had not
deliberately sought her, with any intent to
deceive. She could far more casily beliove, in
tho teeth of her own memory, that he had not
sought her at all.

And the
I must

This was seven years ago, when Prue had heen
o girl of twenty-one: and still at twenty-eight
something of the shadow rested on her. For
three or four years she had heard of Robert Kelly
fitfully, casually; and since then she had lost
sight of his whereabouts, but never of his vision
in her mind. When Cecilia spoke of «“ Mr. Kelly ”
it had been a possible revelation —a possible
certainty that at least he was alive still: and
before many days she had satisfied herself, with-
out seeming to ask questions with an object, that
Cecilia’s Mr. Kelly and her Robert Kelly were
identical. Old longings, half-asleep, had been
awalkened.

To write to him herself—might not that step be
misconstrued? Yel why? They were acquaint-
auces: no more: and Prue had a message given
her to deliver. Was it not her duty to give it
direct? She could not trust Felix.

Prue drew her writing-case near, and indited
a note slowly, spoiling three sheets in the process.
It contained the simplest and barest statement
of Cecilia’s message. It began * Dear Mr. Kelly,”
and ended “ Yours truly, Prudence Valentine.”
It made a slight allusion to past acquaintance-
ship and no more. The writing was firm and
clear; only in the doing of the signature she had
a vivid recollection of his face, and her hand shook.
The tremulous curves of those two words held a
message for Mr. Kelly.

He was very thankful for the contents of the
letter : thankful, not only to have done no harm,
but to have done positive good, which in his
humble self-distrust he had not expected. But
this was, for the moment, not the leading
thought. Robert Kelly was a man, and a lonely
man. He bad given his heart once to the young
girl, Prue Valentine: and he would have asked
hers in return, but for some foolish local gossip
which had checked him. It had not oceurred
to him to doubt the truth of the gossip: to find
out at least whether his informant were trust-
worthy. He had simply drawn back, and had
fled from the place.

And now—he found her still unmarried. The
thought.came—xwhat if it were not too late> He
spent an indefinite time looking at the signature:
and the very words of that old piece of gossip,
which had so marred his happiness, came up
again. Not only that she was already engaged,
or as good as engaged to another; but also, that
she had spoken slightingly, laughingly, of him—
Robort Kelly. That had out deeply. And it
might have been true: why wnot? Mr. Kelly
had a humble opinion of himself; and he was not
in the least surprised that some people should
laugh at him, or talk slightingly of him. Ouly
that Prue Valentino should have done so—there
was the sting |

After all, it might not have been true: since
tho other half of tho tale was not. If the other
half of the tale wore not! Mr. Kelly doubted
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again here. Prue might have been engaged, as
report had said, and the engagement might have
heen broken off. The little note told nothing.
1t was friendly, but calm and distant. Only—
that quiver in the signature stirred him. Yet,
why should it mean anything? Somebody might
have touched her elbow as she wrote.

He thought of Prue by day, and he dreamt of
True by night: and he worked harder, neglecting
none of his ministerial duties, but rather throwing
a fresh fervour into them. He wrote a Lrief line
of thanks to Prue, not too warmly expressed,
hoping “some day to see them all again.” Prue’s
heart leaped in silent response to the hope: and
there the matter stood still. Mr. Kelly took no
further steps—though she was nearly thirty,
and he nearly forty. He was not sure what he
wished.

As Felix had feared, Mr. Jasper stepped in,
ordering delay for Lettice—naturally enough,
since she had not left her room since Cecilia’s
death. Lettice could hardly have told whether
she were most grieved or relieved. She dreaded
leaving these kind friends, to go among fresh
strangers: yet the one fixed desire of her mind
was to carry out Cecilia’s will, and to do what
Felix wished. Each day spent at the Farm was
in contravention of both these aims.

Another three weeks in the house, however,
did good, bringing strength to body and mind.
Her sorrow and fragility made them all set her
apart as something to be cared for and tenderly
guarded. Mrs. Valentine gave her motherliness:
Prue and Bertha looked to health and spirits:
Nan crouched at her feet in blundering devotion.
But the one of them all who understood her
best, the one to whom she could turn freely for
comfort, was Wallace. Nobody understood why.
He had been until now a mere overgrown clumsy
boy, with his mother’s affectionate disposition,
but with an excess of his father’s bluntness and
angularity. During this month he grew fast
towards becoming a thoughtful man.

So soon as Lettice was released from her bed-
room, she found Wallace waiting for her. No
matter what had to be done, he was never busy
if Lettice wanted him. Every change in the
little pale face was noted by him, and not even
the trained Bertha was so quick to read it. He
would sit by her side, and read aloud or keep
silence, by the hour together, sometimes giving
only a dumb sympathy which comforted Lettice
more than aught else, sometimes drawing her out
to say what she thought and felt.

« Lettice, you must not go yet. I can’t spare
you!” said Wallace one evening. Mr. Jasper
had at length granted leave for “early next
week,” and an escort had been found in the shape
of a farmer’s wife, going to Bristol. A letter
was to be written next day io Dr. Bryant, telling
him when to expect Lettice. Wallace had gono
about for hours, looking wretched, und when he
found Lettice alone in the twilight, resting on
the rug, with her head against the arm of Mr
Valentine’s big arm-chair, he broke into a
remonstrance.

Tettice did pot move. She only luoked up
slowly, and said—*T must.”

“There's no ‘must’ It is nonsense. Why
can’t you stay here, always? We want you, and
Dr. Bryant doesn’t. How can he when he doesn’t
so much as know you? Dor’t you see what I
mean? And we do want you here. I want
you! I can’tlet you go.”

“ Sigsie told me I must;” in the patient under-
tone, with which she would allude to Cecilia.

h“ She didn’t know or understand. How should
she ?”

“But T must keep to what she said.
Felix made me promise.”

“He had no right. He doesn’t know us all,
and you do. Say—couldn’t you be happy to stay
here? Do you want to go to Dr. Bryant’s?”

“I don’t think I want anything—much—only
to do what Sissie told me.”

“ Not even to stay here?”

She lifted her eyes slowly again, “I'm tired,”
she said. “I should like to put off—if—but I
can’t, because of what Sissie said. I mustno’t let
myself want anything, except what Felix wants.”

“ You can't be a slave to him all your life.”

“I'm only his. Nobody else’s.”

“Yes, you are. You-are ours too. Say you
are. Say you mind going, just a little. We
shall always be thinking of you. Don’t you
know you are our little queen—Nan’s and mine ?”

Lettice smiled quietly, not blushing in her
childish freedom from self-consciousness. “QO
yes, you are all so good, and you all try to spoil
me, and, of course, I love you all ”— hesitating,
—+like you all, I mean.”

“Don’t change the word. The first was best.”

“ But I have to go, all the same. Please don't
say any more, because nothing can change what
Sissie told me. I want to ask something else.
May I?”

“ Anything in the world.”

“Who will pay all the bills ?”

“ What bills?”

One hand held the other fast. ¢ All that for—
for Sissie—the doctor, and everything?”

“ Mr. Jasper will take nothing, and Dr. Bryant
undertakes all that is necessary. Didn’t your
brother tell you?”

“ No.”

“He ought.

And

Dr. Bryant wrote to him, and to
us too. He says it is the last he can do for—her,
you know! And it is a pleasure to him.”

« Thank you,” murmured Lettice, and she said
no more; Wallace sat gazing upon her.

“You'll be sure to let us know if you are un-
bappy. If things don’t go straight.”

“T have promised to write.”

“Tome?”

“ No—to Prue.
room, and Prue has been so good.
Sissie cared most of all for Prue.”

I have always slept in DPrue’s
Bertha says

The day of parting drew near, and .hour atter
hour Lettice had a quesiion in her wmiud, which
she longed to ask. Day and night she was
haunted by recollections of her last brief inter-
view with Ceoilia, and of Cecilia's eager words,
more especially the message to Folix.

« Nothing—nothing —worth living for, but to
sorvo God. Tell him from me! I would give
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anything now to have lived o different life!

. v Too late for thatl. ... Thero is for-
giveness, but oh, to have lived for Him! . . ..
The pitifulness of coming to Him only at last!
.« + . The difference now if I had lived to Him !
Don’t put off! Pray to be shown!”

These sentences Lettice would never forget.
They were stamped upon her brain. She knew
that Cecilia had spoken to Prue of no longer
fearing to die. But then, why these burning
regrets? What did Sissie wish to have done
differently ? and what did she mean that Lettice
was to do? Lettice would lie and think herself
into a maze of bewilderment ; yet in her shyness.
in her dread of seeming to blame Sissie, she could
not endure to speak out. But the pressure be-
came at length toosevere, intensified as it was by
the knowledge that very soon she would have no
one whom she could ask. When Prue came to
her room, on the last evening of all, she found
Lettice waiting for her, wide awake.

“ Not asleep yet, my dear,”

“No. I want to speak. I must say it before
T go. Please come and sit here, I want to
Jknow what she meant.”

Prue obeyed, with an arm round Lettice.

“ What who meant ?”

“You know. She—the last time I saw her—
you were there.
Felix.”

“J understand.”

“ What did she mean? I don’t know.”

«It is eleven o'clock, and you have a journey
to-morrow. I wish you had not put off till
now.”

“1I couldn’t say anything sooner.
_go without knowing.”

“Try to tell me exactly what it is that you
want explained ”

«] don’t know what she meant. She said to
you she wasn’t afraid . ... And she told me
about—there was pardon . . . . and yet she said
—said—it would have been so different—if only
—if only——"

Lettice caught back a sob. ¢ You know, don’t
you? Please tell me. I'm always thinking, and
I can't understand.”

Prue drew the child’s head down on her
.shoulder. “It is not so very difficult,” she said.
“ Would you be satisfied now, looking back, if
you felt that you had always neglected and
ignored Sissie, forgotten her wishes, disobeyed
her, and only pleased yourself—even ifat the last,
she had forgiven it all! I think that the more
entirely she forgave you, the more you would
long to have loved her, and to have shown your
love.”

«T did love her,” in a whisper.

“You did and do. No need to spealt of the
love as past. You love her, and she loves you;
only for a while you are parted. DBut how
different it would be now if you had not loved;
if you had been cold, and ‘hard, and neglectful,
Now do yon seo what I mean? Sissie only
lcarnt in those last few weeks how much she
owed to our dear Lord, how cold and neglectful
she had been to Him. She learnt too how ready
He is to forgive; and she asked IIim 1o forgive

And I can't

‘When she said I was to tell

THE ANDERSONS: BROTHER AND SISTER.

her. And Iknow that she was heard, Her fear
of death was taken away. But the more she
understood His love, the more she grieved that
she had not served IHim earlier. Not really
secrved Him. She had worked hard, and had
tried to do her duty, but she had not done it
unto Him! She had not thought of Him, or
loved Him.”

“She said—said—the
from Lettice again.

“Yes, Itisadifference. It mustbe. Instead
of going to a Home, and a Divine Friend, known
and loved for ycars, it was like going to a strange
land, and a Saviour almost unknown. I do
believe that she is there, in the fair Land of
Paradise, with Him, learning to know Him
better. But the going must have been very
different from what it would have been, if she
had given her life to Him here. And so she
wanted you and Felix to do otherwise, not to
please only yourselves, and to forget God, until
the end should be near. Very often there is no
time, or no strength, then to think of Him.
Aud even if there were, it is 8o much nobler to
live for Him."”

“O I will, T will. TI'll never forget. I will
try ;” and Lettige burst into a flood of tears.

It was long before Prue could soothe her; and
neither of the two had much sleep that night.
Yet in the morning Lettice seemed brighter,
relieved from a certain mental pressure, and glad
to be going because Sissie had wished it. After
long expectation the reality is sometimes not so
bad as the expectation has been.

A letter had been sent to announce her coming,
and a post-card in reply stated, ¢ Shall be met,”
the handwriting not that of Dr. Bryant. On
reaching Bristol station, however, no one from
Quarrington Cottage could be found; and the
farmer’s wife put Lettice into a cab. Itwas only
about a two miles’ drive.

difference——" broke

“All this yours! what a pile of rubbish!
Where do you expect it all to go, I wonder?”
demanded Theodosia Bryant.

She had come out upon the doorstep, tall and
geod-looking, with lifted eyebrows of dissatisfac-
tion. A pretty boy peeped inqnisitively from
her rear. Lettice descended from the cab, long-
ing for a kind word of welcome which did not
come. Two fingers were extended, and hastily
withdrawn.

“ Why on earth couldn’t you leave some of it
at Reading or Brighton? Four big boxes, I
declare—and a portmanteau-—and a carpet-bag.
One would think she meant to take up her abode
here, for the rest of her life.” A very audible
aside, this, and Lettice’s pale cheeks burnt
responsively.  “Well—I suppose it can’t be
helped. Tell the man to take them all up to
Miss Anderson’s room,” in disdainful accents
to the maid. Then to Lettice, * You may as
well come in.” ) )

Theodosia swept ucross the passage, into the
drawing-room, and Lettice followed—once more
a mere awkward child, acutely conscious of her
unwelcomo. No Dr. Bryantappearved. Theodosia
desconded into an easy chair, motioning Lettice
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to another which was not easy; and Keith cast
askance glances at the new-comer, standing by
his mother’s side.

“My husband is away for a few nights,”
Thecdosia remarked carelessly. ‘¢ He may come
back to-morrow. It is uncertain. I could not
send the pony-carriage, after all. Keith and I
wanted it in another direction. But, of course,
you could easily manage.”

*“ Thero were plenty of cabs,” Lettice said with
some difficulty. Theodosia’s cold manner was in
painful contrast with all the love and petting
which shehad had at the Farm : and the journey,
though not long, had tried her considerably.
She had eaten nothing since early morning, and
she felt unnerved and shaken. Theodosia
surveyed her critically. 2

“1 thought they said you wére well again.
Why did they not keep you a little longer?
Now, Keith, you are rumpling my collar. Hands
off, my sweet. Let me see—how old are you?”
—to Lettice.

“ She’s grown up, mamsie,” pronounced Keith.

“ I'm sixteen, next month.”

“I should have taken you for thirteen.
you ever seen Dr. Bryant ?”

“No, never.” .

Theodosia yawned in an obtrusive manner,
“Well, I suppose you have lunched.”

“I had sandwiches with me.” It was not
pecessary to state that she had been unable to
eat them.

“ Nearly half-past three now. We have tea at
about five. You will like to go upstairs, and
unpack some of your things. And there is the
cabman to be paid. Keith, love, you’ll show
Miss Anderson the way, won’t you?*

« Up to the garrets, mamsie?”

Theodosia frowned slightly. ¢ Nonsense,
darling. To the top spare bedroom. You don’t
call that a garret, I hope. Go, like a little dear.
Mamsie is tived.”

“ And it’s such an awful long way up,” said
Keith. :

“Long! Rubbish, you dear little goosie.
You should see the stairs in a Town house.”

Have
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Keith marched out of the room, and Lettice
followed, stumbling over a chair on her way, and
cliciting thereby an impatient murmur from
Mrs. Bryant. Lettice paused in the hall to pay
the cabman, emptying her purse in the act, and
then pulled herself wearily upstaits—up two
short flights to the first floor, then up a steep and
narrow flight beyond to the garret-floor. Not
an “awful long way"” as compared with London
staircases, certainly, but long at that moment to
Lettice’s sensations.

The room, which Theodosia in her husband’s
absence had decided upon as “good enough for
that child,” was small and low, with slanting
roof and window of limited capacity. A square
of worn drugget covered the centre of the floor :
the plain deal furniture was scanty ; the window
boasted no curtains; the four big boxes were
piled together, two upon two : and lesser packages
lay about.

“ Mamsie don’t like me to call it a garret, but it
is,” said Keith, with an air of superior knowledge.

“T don’t think there is any harm in a garret,”
Lettice answered calmly.

“Don’t you? Mamsie said you would. She
gaid you'd grumble, and if you did she’d teach
you not. . .. Are you ill?” pursued the child,
gazing hard. *“You haven’t got a pretty red in
your cheeks, like mamsie. ... I'm glad that
other ill lady didn’t come, ’cause she wouldn't
have let me make a noise. And mamsie is glad
too. ~ She cried, and didn’t want her. And she
said this room wonld do for you ! ”

“ Yes, of course.” Lettice was keenly conscious
of the imitative contempt in the shrill little
voice, and yet more keenly conscious of the
slight to Sissie. .

“ Mamsie doesn’t like ill people: nor I don’t.
Are you ill?”

“No.”

“ Will you play with me? Tl like you, if
you willl. I want somebody to run races.
Susanna is too old, and Bella can’t, and mamsie
gets a stitch. Have you got a stitch ? Will you
have a nice big race?”

“ By-and-by I will, Keith. Not just now.”

THE RELIGIONS OF INDIA

AS ILLUSTRATED BY THEIR TEMPLES.

BY THE RLV. CHARLES MERK, PII.D.

THE ROCK-TEMPLES OF ELEPIIANTA.

N the harbour of Bombay, about six miles from
I the city and four from the shoro of the main-
land, there lies the island of Elephanta. It
has a superficial area of about five miles; it
consists of two long hills, separated by a narrow
valley. The sides of the hills are overgrown
with brushwood; in the hollows beneath aro

clusters of mango and tamarind trees; the crest
presonts a broken line of palms that stand out
against the sky. An how’s sail brings the visitor
from Bombay to the north-western end of the
island,! and a paved ascent, constructed somo

T USir W.WL I'I\Etolr';il_u_periul Gazetteer of India, vol. iv.
p. 3L
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forty years ago by the liberality of a native
merchant, leads up from the shore to tho mouth
of the Great Cave, about 250 feet above the sea.

There are altogether four temples which have
been completely carved in the side of the hill—
threo on the western, the fourth on the eastern
spur; the fifth excavation is nothing but a large
cavern, roughly hewn out, dark and now almost
filled up with earth; the sixth is mercly the
beginning of what should hive been a group of
cells, sunk into the rock, intended for the use of
priests or religious persons. Most of the visitors
confine their attention to the first, the largest
cave, tho entrance to which is represented on
the next page. They regard it with a mingled
feeling of joy, of wonder, and of awe. The view
from the front of the portico from the steps lead-
ing into the cavern, is one of exceeding beauty,
sweeping ths bay between the island and the
mainland. From the grey dawn of morning till
the shades of night close down upon it, whether
crowded with the white sails of hundreds of
fishing crafts or only marked here and there by
a passenger boat or small steamer, this stretch of
water presents ever-varying scenes of beauty.!

Turning round and entering, where in the mass
of perpendicular rock overhung by small trees
and shrubs gapes the huge cavern, the traveller
passes “from the glare of tropical sunshine to
the dim light and cooler air of the temple, and
realizes that he is under a vast roof of solid rock
that seems to be supported only by the ranges of
massive columns receding in the vistas on every
side, and some of which appear to have split
or fallen under the tremendous superincumbent
weight ; and the feeling of strange uncertain awo
that creeps over the mind is only prolonged when
in the obscure light we begin to contemplate the
gigantic stony figures ranged along the walls, from
which they seem to start, and from the living
rock of which they are hewn.”

This temple was in ancient times a place of
worship; the island of Elephanta may have been
the site of a city. In the rice-fields mear the
northern landing-place are found the stone
foundations, the traces of walls, the broken
pillars and statues of a town that has passed
away. Of the age of the various structures and
ruins discovered in the island it is mot possible
to speak with perfect certainty; no records of
their eroction have come down to us. The
philosopher Porphyry (who died at Rome, about
303 4.0.) in one of his treatises hasa curious notice
of a description which ambassadors from Indie,
about 220 4.p., had given of a certain wonderful
statue in their country. That image, thoy said,
was ten or twelve cubits in height; it stood
upright, with the hands extended in the form of
a'cross; the right of its face was that pf a man,
1he left of a woman. The image stood in a cave,
in a very lofty mountain nearly about the middle
of the Jjand.  Now, in the depth of the Great
Cavo against the back wall on the left hand
side, thero is o statue of Shiva, half male, ]J.&lf
fewale, cleven cubits high, which—muking
allowances for a statement made in o fureign
" James ﬁlﬂ'gcss, “Tlie Rock-Temples of Klephanta.”
Bombay, 1871.  Scetions 7, 6, cte.
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tongue, and not reported accurately—corresponds
1o the description handed down to us from the
third century of our era. Although this notice
is too uncertain to permit any theories regarding
the age of the rock-carvings, yet it seems likely
that the ruins, which are strewn over the fields,
formed a city which flourished between the third
and the tonth century (it was perhaps the Maurya
city of Puri); and that the Great Cave, the
entrance to which we see in the picture, with its
pillars and colossal statues, was hewn out of the
rock towards the close of that period.

Archzologists have studied the development of
Indian architecture ; they have compared the
temples at Elephanta with those of Elora; they
have deciphered a few fragmentary inscriptions,
and obtaining what light they could get from
contemporary literature, they have come to
the conclusion that the Great Cave dates from
a period lying between 750 and 900 a.n.

It was a temple intended for the service of the
god Shiva; but it had ceased, before the British
occupation of India, to be a place of regular
worship. Hindus of the Baniya (the merchant)
caste still congregate there on certain days sacred
to their god; and at the Shivaratri, the greatest
festival, just before the first new moon falling
after the middle of February, a religious fair is
held.!

Why the daily services should have been dis-
continued, we cannot say; but it is at least
probable, as Mr. Burgess suggests, that in the
early part of the sixteenth century the Portu-
guese, in their fanatical zeal against Hindu
1dolatry, desecrated the temple.

Towards the end of that century the attention
of travellers was directed towards Elephanta, and
since that time a continuous record of the caves
has been preserved in the descriptions of their
journeys. J. H. Van Linshoten in 1579, Diogo
de Couto in 1603, Fryer in 1673, visited the
place; amongst modern scholars who have care-
fully examined all its remains may be mentioned
W. Erskine, J. Fergusson, and Dr. J. Wilson.
A comparison of the earliest and the latest
accounts gives rise to very mixed feelings; it
gives the reader an idea what the interior of the
temple must have been in the day of its splendour,
little more than three hundred years ago, and
also of the barbarous rudeness with which the
hand of the Western visitor has since then defaced
its beauty. So vivid are the descriptions left
behind by the early travellers, that we have no
difficulty in picturing to ourselves what Elephanta
must have been at their time.

The island derived its name from the large
stone figure of an elephant that stood near the
old landing-place on the south side. The statue
was about 7 feet 4 inches high, 13 feet 2 inches
in length, and 35 feet 5 inches in circumference ;
it bore on its back another smaller elophant, all
carved out of the same stone, ¢ very proportion-
able and well shaped.” A little further up the
valley, betwoen the two long hills that traverse
tho island, there stood the image of a horse “so
lively, with such a colour and carriage, and the

' Comp. Jamee Burgess, p. 3, No. 12,
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Shape finished with that Exactness that many
have rather fauncied it, at a distance, a living
Animal than only a bare Representation.” Both
these curious examples of Indian statuary have
disappeared—the horse some time between 1712
and 1764; the figure of the elephant dropped to
picees in 1814, and the shapeless mass of stones
was subsequently removed to the Victoria Gardens
in Bombay.

Climbing the side of the hill to the mouth of
the Great Cave, the first European visitar in 1579
beheld with awe the *“hole that goeth down into
the hill, digged and carved out of the hard rock
as big as a great cloyster; and hath within it
both places and cesternes for water, and round
about the wals are cut out and formed the shapes
of Elephant, Lions, Tigers, and a thousand other
such like wilde and cruel beasts: also some
Amazones and many other deformed thinges,
which are so well and workmanlike cut that
it is strange to behold.”! But, continues our
anthority sorrowfully, since the Portuguese
have held them under their subjection, *these
pagodes are whollie left overgrowne and spoiled.”
An account dating twenty-four years later tells
us that the entire body of the temple inside, the
columns, the statues, and everything, ¢ was
covered with a coating of light colour,” which
made the temple altogether so bright that it
was a beautiful object and well worth seeing;
and not only did it make the figures very pretty,
but enabled one to perceive very distinctly the
features of the countenances and the delicacy of
the workmanship: so that neither in silver mnor
in wax could they be made or engraven with
more nicety, nor with more elegance and perfec-
tion.” But, runs the refrain, “this temple is
injured in many parts, and what has been spared
by the soldiers is so badly cared for, that it is a
great pity to see thus destroyed one of the most
remarkable things in the world.”

Since then the work of destruction seems to
have gone on apace. Captain Pyke in 1712
found that the Portuguese used the temple  to
fodder all their cattle there in the rainy season,”
and that one of their officers « fired a great gun
into it to divert himself with the echo, which is
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most admirable,” breaking thereby some of the
pillars. J. H. Grose, about fifty years later,
speaks of the bigotry of the Portnguese, who
would not ‘‘ suffer any idols but their own,” and
wers “at some pains, considering the hardness of
the stone, to maim and deface ” the statues in the
cave. When the religious zeal had expended
itself, there followed * the frolics of the soldiers
of the fleet that visited the place” during the
times of the Portuguese as well as of the English.
Troops of sailors, when going over the caves,
“displayed their ingenuity in lopping off heads,
lezs and arms from many of the most curious
statues, wisely leaving their names behind them
as testimony of their profession.” In the grand
image of the Hindu Trimurti (Trinity), which
stands against the back wall in the centre of the
cave, and represents a bust bearing a head with
three faces, or rather three heads joined together,
the noses of two of the faces were fractured in
1865, and the head of one of the tigers at the
entrance of the eastern wing of the temple was
broken in 1868, probably by some seamen. Since
1849, a retired sergeant and guard of two native
policemen have been placed in charge of the
caves, and they have been able to prevent, in
some degree at least, such foolish mischief. The
engraving shows with sufficient clearness the
kind of injury that has been done. The pillar at
the entrance to the left is badly shattered; the
base of one of the columns on the right is much
injured. Earth has accumulated before the en-
trance, Were that removed, it would, by disclosing
the basement of the temple, render the first view
more striking. Notwithstanding the ravages,
wrought by time and by men, the mighty cave
impresses us with a sense of gloomy grandeur.
The rows of pillars, more colossal by their
contrast with the tiny mortals in modern dress
standing in the daylight, lose themselves in the
dusk of the cavern; and the stone carvings, far
above life-size, that appear to the right of the
entrance, and extend along the walls, tell the
religious history of a thousand years. Of the plan
and the various parts of this temple, of the
sculptures it contains, and of the religion it
embodies, we shall treat in our next papers.

WILLIAM CAREY IN LEICESTER.

MID Lis ministerial labours and varied occu-
pations Carey's one thought was ever upper-
most in his mind. ¢ His heart's desire and

prayer to God” was that the Gospel of the grace
of God should be sent speedily to the heathen.
For this he yearned with intense longing, and
poured out his soul with strong cryings and tears.

' J. H. Van Linschoten, 1579, quoted by J. Durgess

(preface).

.

In this hitherto opposition had beem his lot.
Some deemed him a foolish fanatic, others charged
him with andaoity, evon his most sympathetic
friends were not prepared to give him much
encouragement ; stilt he was not dismayed. By
the advice of some of his brethren he published
his “Enquiry on Missions” which he had
written at Moulton.

At a ministers’ meeting held at Nottingham,
May 31, 1792, Carey made the decisive plunge.



WILLIAM CAREY IN LEICESTER.

In o sermon based on the words contained in
Isainh liv. 2, 3, he condemned as criminal the
negligence of the Christian Church in obeying
the command of the Master: “Go ye out into
all the world and preach the Gospel to every
creature,” and urged the necessity for immediate
action, uttering the ever-memorable words—

“ Expect great things from God.
Attempt great things for God.”

His hearers, although servants of the Divine
Master, were ‘“slow of heart to believe,” and
were leaving the meeting without responding to
the appeal. Carey, with the energy of despair,
exclaimed : “ And are you, after- all, going again
to donothing ?” His imploring tones and evident
distress were not without effect, and a minute
was entered on the-records of the day’s pro-
ceedings: “That a plan be prepared against the
next ministers’ meeting at Kettering for forming
a Baptist Society for propagating the Gospel
among the heathen.” With what a joyful heart
Carey returned to his home after that meeting
can be better imagined than described.

His days in Leicester were numbered. The
meeting at Kettering followed four months later.
Those present *solemnly pledged themselves to
God and to each other to send the Gospel to some
part of the heathen world,” and Carey declared
bimself ready to go to any part of the world that
the Society might decide. How, we are tempted
to ask, did this announcement fall upon the ears
of the Harvey Lane community? To lose their
beloved pastor would be to them indeed a sorrow,
and to feel that he was leaving them to go to a
far distant land to encounter unknown difficulties
and perils would add keenness to their grief:
and yet it may be hoped that they had imbibed
something of the spirit of their teacher, and that,
influenced by this zeal and devotion, inspired by
his enthusiasm, and conscious of the joy with
which he was going forth to undertake the long-
cherished enterprise, they willingly gave him
up, rejoicing that they were permitted to par-
ticipate to this extent in the great cause to
which he was devoted.

At a second meeting held at Kettering, in
January 1793, it was agreed that Carey and Mr.
Thomas, a medical evangelist who had lived in
India and worked amongst the Hindoos, should be
appointed missionaries “to the East Indies for
preaching the Gospel to the heathen.” Funds
for the necessary expenses were raised by
subscriptions collected by Andrew Fuller and
the two missionaries themselves. A letter to his
father written about this time shows that the
tiecs which bound him to his relatives at home
were not severed without a pang.

Leicestor.
Junuary 17, 1793.

Dear aND moNounep Farmer — The importance of
spending our time for God alone is the principal theme of
the Gospel. “I bescech you, brethren,” says Paul, © by the
mercies of God, thnt you prescnt your bodies o living
sacrifice, holy and acceplable, which is your reasonable
service.” To be devoted like a sacriflee to holy uses is the
greal business of a Christian, pursuant to these requisitious.
I consider myself as devoted to the service of God alono
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now I am able to realise my professions. 1 am appointed
to go to Bengal in the East Indies, a mimsionary to the
Hindoos. I shall have a colleague who has been there five
or 8ix yenrs already, and who understands their lJanguage.
They are the most mild and inoffepsive people in all the
world, but are enveloped in the greatest superstition and in
the grossest ignorance. . . . I hope, dear father, you may
be enabled to surrender me up to the Lord for the most
arduous, honourable, and important work that ever any of
tho sons of men were called to engage in. I have many
sacrifices to make. I must part with a beloved family and
a number of most affectionate friends. Never did I see
such sorrow manifested, as reigned through our place of
worship Iast Lord’s Day. But I have set my hand to the
plough.—I remain your dutiful son,
W. Carey.

“ A farewell meeting,” says’ Dr. Culross,  was
held in Leicester on the 20th March, to commend
the missionaries to the Divine safeguard. It was
a meeting unprecedented in England and was
characterised by profound solemnity. In the
Leicester conventicle that day there was a calm-
ness almost awful. The forenoon’was spent in
prayer. In the afternoon, both Mr. Thomas and
Mr. Hogg spoke to the people. Fuller addressed
the missionaries from the words:  Peace be unto
you: as My Father hath sent Me, even so send
I you” The powerful frame trembled with
emotion; the grave, stern -face glowed as he
spoke. ¢ The preface,” he said, “is sweet ; “ Peace
Le unto you’; as if He had said, All is well as to
the past, and all shall be well as to the future.
The commission itself is sweet. Nothing could
well be more grateful to those who loved Christ
than to be employed by Him on such an errand,
and to have such an example to imitate.” Then
he drew attention to some of the points of
likeness hetween the enterprise in which they
were embarking and the mission of Christ
Himself. Referring to the object in view, the
directions for their guidance, the difficulties and
trials to be encountered, and the pramises of
support and of a glorious reward, *“ Go then,”
he said, “my dear brethren, stimulated by these
prospects. We shall meet again. Crowns of
glory await you and us. Each, I trust, will be
addressed at the last day by our great Redeemer:
¢Come, ye blessed of My Father: these were
hungry, and you fed them; athirst, and you
gave them drink: in prison, and you visited
them ; enter ye into the joy of your Lord!
Amen. When the assembly broke up the dis-
persing groups wera silent or spoke in the sub-
dued tones of solemn awe.”

How deeplythe parting was felt is shown by the
next note in the church book. 1793. Alarch 24.
* Mr. Carey, our minister, left Leicester to go
on a mission to the East Indies, to take and
propagate the Gospel among those idolatrous and
superstitious heathens. This is inserted to show
his love to his poor miserable fellow-creatures:
in this we concurred with him, though it is at the
expense of losing one whom we love as our own
souls.”

In March 1798, Mr. Carey wrote to his old
church at Leicester informing them that there
were then five persons united in Christian
fellowship in the place where he was, and asking
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for his dismission to the * Church of Christ
meeting at Mudnabatty or elsewhere, Bengal.”

The lotter was full of affection for and interest
in the welfare of his former people. He urged
them to individual faithfulness, and implored
them to consider thewselves *“as at the disposal
of God, and nover go reluctantly about anything
which He commands you, who so willingly laid
iiown His life to deliver you from the lowest
hell.”

The following record proves how great an
interest was taken by the people of Harvey Lane
in the career of their honoured and beloved
pastor.

1798. March 18. Church Meeting.—By a
letter from Mr. William Carey (our former
worthy pastor, and whom we resigned to the
mission in Hindostan in Asia), we were informed
that a small church was formed at Mudnabatty ;
and he wished his dismission from us to it that
he might become a member, and have also an
opportunity of becoming its pastor. We there-
fore agreed not only to send his dismission, but
also to insert it at large in our church book, to
preserve to posterity the memory of an event
so pleasing and important—the planting of a
Gospel Church in Asia :—

The Church of Christ meeting in Harvey Lane,
Leicester, England, in Europe; to the Church of Christ of
the same faith and order meeting at Mudnabatty, Hindostan,
in Asia, sendeth Christian salutation :

Desr BreTHREN — As our brother William Carey,
formerly our beloved Pastor, requests a dismission from us
to you as & Member, we comply. We earnestly desire that
he may be very useful nmong you, both as a Member and
as & Minister. Though few in number, may you be as o
handful of genuime corn in Hindostan, which may fill all
Asia with evangelical fruit. The Lord has already done
great things for you whereof you have cause to be glad.
We hope ye will make it your great concern to prize and
conform to the glorious Gospel and its holy institutions.
That ye may be fillel with Spiritual Light and Life
and Joy; and abound in the promise of all the fruits of
Righteousness, is the ardent prayer of—Your affectionate
Brethren in Jesus Christ, in behalf of the whole.

” Signed at our Church Meeting, Maroh 18, 1798, by

BeNJAMIN CAvVE, Pastor.

Fraxos Picg, Joan Punser, JorN YaTEs, Deacons.

HENRY BANES,
JosepR PERRY.
SAMOEL HaRrRIss.
Epwanp PayxE.

SayueL HuLL.
JosiAE GIMSON.
PeETER BEDELLS.
JOHN JOHNEON.

Members.

A passage in Mr, Carcy’s journal some time later.
gshows with what tender regard he watched the
progress of his old church. He says: *Thank
God that the Leicester people go on well.”

Carey's work in Leicester is not to bo measurod
by the time he spent within its walls. In his
own day he did incalculable servico to those
whose happy privilege it was to own him as
their minister and friend, but who shall say how
much the present church owos to its spiritual
father? In the Baptist Chapel, Belvoir Stroct,
Leicester, a plain mwurble tublot marks 1ho estoom
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in which Carey’s name is still held in the scene
of his early Inbours, and briefly records his
achievements in the larger sphere to which he
was called. Tho centonary of the Baptist Mis-
sionary Society, this year commemorated, dates
back from the beginning of Carey’s work.

‘I'he inscription is as follows :—

IN MEMORY OF
THE REV> WILLIAM CAREY, D.D.

WIIO ENTERED ON HIS WORK
AS PASTOR OF THIS CHURCH, A.D. MDCCLXXKXIX.
AND LEFT BI3 NATIVE COUNTRY
AS A MISSIONARY TO INDIA, A.D. MDCCXCIII.
WHERE HE ROSE TO THE HIGHEST EMINENCE
AS AN ORIENTAL SCHOLAR.

DEVOTED TO THE MINISTRY OF THB GOSPEL AMONG
THE HEATHEN,
HE WAS CHIEFLY ENGAGED
IN THE TRANS‘LATION OF THE SACRED SCRIPTURES
INTO THE VARIOUS DIALECTS OF THE EAST,
AND BECAME PROFESSOR
OF THE SANSCRIT, BENGALI, AND MAHRATTA LANGUAGES.

HE WAS DISTINGUISHED BY ELEVATED PIETY,
INDOMITADLE PERSEVERANCE, AND DISTINGUISHED
BENEVOLENCE ;

AND HAVING BUILT FOR HIMSELF,

BY HIS VAST ATTAINMENTS AND GREAT LABOURS,
A BRIGHT AND IMPERISHABLE MONUMENT,
DIED AT SERAMPORE, IX JUNE, MDCCOXXXIV.
AGED LXXII YEARS.

“Attempt great things. Ezpect great things.”

In the Harvey Lane chapel 2 memorial tablet
has lately been erected with this inscription .—

THIS PLACE OF WORSHIP
HAS BEEN BANCTIFIED DY THE DEATHLESS MINISTRY OF
THREE GREAT MEN.

WILLIAM CAREY,
1789-1798.

EXPECT GREAT THINGS.
ATTEMPT GREAT THINGS.

ROBERT HALL,
1807-1826.
MIGHTY IN WORDS AND IN WORKS.

JAMES P. MURSELL,
1820-1845.

AN ENSAMILE TO THEM THAT BELIEVE.

REMEMDER TIEM WIHICH SPARE UNTO YOU THE WowD
OoF (oD, AND, CONSIDERING TuE IsstE or THEIR LiFk,
IairaTe ToEIR Farmi,

A. PATTISON.






542

And again! The echocs rolled and reverberated through
the dork passnges.

Was that not o shout in reply? No, it was tho echo.
No, it was a sbout, for the words came in a grufl collicr’s
voice, so distant, so strange-sounding, that they sccmed to
come from gome unsecen land.

« Hoy there, hoy, hoy ! Who goes there ?”

Again Waller raised his clear, ringing voice, as they
dashed forward with renewed energy.

“ Hoy there! Hoy, boy) This way for your lives.”

Almost ns he shouted they sped round a corner aud camo
upon & ray of light. The men were gathered in a group,
listening with bewildered faces to the voice that rung out
upon the stillness. Mr. Vivian, in his rough engineering
clothes, was in the act of coming forward from & stall which
he had been inspecting. .

With a cry, half of triumph, half of hysterical joy, Waller
ran forward and threw himself into his father’s axms.

“ Father, dear father!”

“Walter! Daniel! Why, what are you here for ?”

“Your brave boy wass come 1o save you, sir,”’ snid
Daniel.

“Tosave me! What—"

“ Father,” cried Walter, “not o moment is to be lost.
The Lide is coming up—"

“My dear boy, I know it, but thére is no danger in
working on until it reaches us. We can always make our
way to the mouth of the shaft.”

“ But, father, that is just why we have come! There has
been a great fall between you and the pit-shaft. By the
iime you got there and found it out, the water would have
cut you off. Come at once.”

“A falll” shouted the men.
already.”

“No, no,” cried Walter. “I can show you a way out. It
is the way we came in, through {', ..d mine, and out
through the cavern.”.

“ My brave boy,” exclaimed his father. And the teers
were in the strong man’s eyes, a8 he threw his arms around
his son.

“ But you must come at once,” Walter went on, “or it
will be too late. We must get to the slope before the
water rises above our depth.” )

They threw down their tools, their tea-jacks, their food-
boxes, and ran for dear life, Walter leading the way. They
had not proceeded a hundred yards, before they found that
already the wnter had risen to their knees. They floundered
on through it as best they could. Above their knees! How
ewiftly it was rising! They were not yet half the distance.
Their progress became slower. The splashes of the
troubled water echoed and re-echoed among the silent
tunnels. Walter becamo faint, and began to laog behind.
His father caught him in his arms, and pressed forward.
Up to their wuists, up to their arm-pits, to their shoulders!
Daniel would have dropped, bad not two sturdy colliers
linked their arms in his and borne him up.

There have been moments in the lives of some of us which
we shall never forget—moments when wo havo stood face to
fuce with grim Death, when his hand has beon laid on
our shoulder, when another second would have placed us in
Lis grasp.

Those men, nnd the boy who wae with them, will nover
forget the moment, when, with & shout of joy, they dashed
up the slope to which the lad in bis father’s arms pointed.
The water wes already {ouching their mouths. It would,
indeed, have heen above the depth of ona of them, &
deformed old man, had he not been held up by tho two
strong men at his side.

“Bafe! safe!” they eried, ns they ran up tho slope, with
a shout thut awoke n thousand cchoes among tho darl

“Then we are cut off

A BRAVE LAD.

possages.  And whon thoy reached the cavern, they turncd
round to oach olher, and shook hands with stroaming eycs,
and {hrew their arms with a blessing around tlhe bravo
lnd who had led the way to their roscue, and the poor
crippled old man who had se pluckily borne him company.

And there, in tho cavern, far abovo the cruel waters, they
one and all knclt with bowed heads, while Mr. Vivian, in
trembling tonos, returned thanks to the great God for their
wonder{ul escapo.

“ And you, my son,” said Mr. Vivian, ns he rose to his fect ;
“what shall I say to you? You have made me a proud
man this day. My brave liitle heart, what shall I say to
you? I owe my life to you; the deepest debt that any one
person can owe to another.”

“ Then,” said Walter, with a happy smile, as he took the
hand of Daniel, “you owe the debt to Danpiel as well ns
myself; for had he not saved my life, es I came down the
cliff, I should never have rcached you.”

“It was nothing, lad, nothing,” said Daniel.

Who could describe in poor, feeble words the hand-grasp
that Mr. Vivian gave Daniel ; and the meeting between the
noxious woman and the two dear ones who had escaped as
from the grave; end the joy of heart that reigned in each
collier’s home that night; and the mapy blessings that
were oalled down upon the head of brave Walter Vivian,
and his faithful, humble friend |

I think Daniel Morgan never kmew a day’s poverty after
that. I think he never again heard the words * Ricketty
Daniel.” I believe Jack has never dared to call Walter a
coward since thaet day. Since that day, in fact, Jack has
been strangely eltered, quieter in manner, less confident of
Lis own strength, less boastful of his own powers, sweeter in
disposition, more considerate for the feelings and infirmitics
of others.

And as for Walter, his voice grows ldndlier, his eye
sweeter, every day of his life. He will grow up to be a
good and honourable man. All his friends will love him.
Everyone who knows him will respect him. His will be a
uselul and a happy life.

It is better to have a frue, manly, modest heart than to
possess all the wealth that the world can give. A trueheart
will keep the life calm and placid, the eye bright, the smile
sweet, the days fair and happy, when all else has failed.
It will fear no evil, it will quail before no misfortune, it will
be strong in the bitterest sorrow, it will laugh at Death.
For it is the heart that God gave, the heart that God loves,
the heart that He will take unto Himself, oh! so gently, so
tenderly, when at last the life is done, and the great Light
of the Eternal Love bursts upon the soul.

HARRY DAVIES,

‘SCRIPTURE ENIGMA.,
NO, XXIV.

My first is an Old Testament book, out of whioh our Lord
brought proof of His boing David’s Loxd.

My seocond, another Old Testament book, out of which Ho
road to the moen of Nazareth.

1. A man who thanked God that ho was not as other men.

2. Men who {onied tho resurrcotion, or the existence of
angols and spirits.

3. A loly woman who welcomed tho coming of tho
infant Saviour.

4. A publican who loft all and followed tho Lord.

5. A good woman oumbered with much serving.

6. Men who refused to reccive Jesus Lecause e was

going to Jorusalem,
M. A, 8. M.



Wonthly Beligions Becord,

— Ot

May Tue Moy mcelings hove commenced with

Meetings, enthusinsm. The criticism of recent years
scems to have borne fruit that was not ex-
pected. There is an cvident renction from the time of

doubt and hesitancy; less discussion of methods, though
more ready adaptation of means, and a disposition to go
forward and solve difficulties in nctual cffort on the field.
This at least is the spirit of the leading missionary socicties.
The week of the Church Missionary Society aflorded a
notable example of this gathering flow of spiritual life.
Excter Hall was crowded both morning and night, and
St. James’s Hall, where a second meeting was held, was
also filled, the two meetings exchanging telegrams which
gave a sense of community of purpose. Sir John H.
Kennaway presided at Exeter Hall. The report described
a year of checkered experiences. It so happened that
alerming news had that week been circulated with respect
to Ugauda; but all that could then be certainly said
was that it bad been partly confirmed and partly denied.
The resettlement of these lands is not likely to be accom-
plished by mere agreemenits, and the strife which has
broken out comes unhappily in natnral sequence to much
which has taken place before. The final pacification will
not be helped by the foolish rumours which religious
Jjealousies are putting into circulation in Europe. Returning
to the report, we find it stated that there is need of many
more missionaries. Interest in missions .is “undoubtedly
increasing.” A medical mission auxiliary committee had
been formed ; during the year 52 candidates were accepted
for training and 66 for immediate service. There were now
316 stations, with 329 ordained and 69 lay European
missionaries, besides 101 ladies. The native and Eurasian
clergy numbered 2,847, and the native lay teachers 4,232.
There were 196,983 native Christian adherents and 50,710
native communicaunts, with 70,731 scholars in 1,759 schools ;
10,173 baptisms had taken place. The ordinary income for
the year had been 231,204l and the expenditure 243,444,
The deficit had been met by 10,6621. from special funds for
the purpose and 1,577L from the contingency fund. The
gross expenditure, including special funde, was 251,3741,
and the gross receipts were 269,377L, including a legaoy of
nearly 21,0001. for North American work. The Bishop of
Exeter, in moving the adoption of the report, described the
great work which he had found progressing in Japan.
Forty years ago this beautiful land was barred against the
missionary. Now in all parts he had, in his recent visit,
been welcomed by native Christians. At one of the schools
there were 1,500 students, many of whom came from villages
where the people clubbed together to defray their expenses.
Lay agencies were also active, end a hospital was doing
efficient work. In one place he had laid the stone of a
church the converts were themselves building. The resolu-
tion wae seconded by the Rev. W. H. Ball, from Calcutta.
Canon Taylor Smith, of Sierra Leone, which he described
as a Switzerland by the sea, although it was called the
white man’s grave, said he was not surprised at race-f.eellug
in West Africa, considering the British elave trade in the
past and drink trade in the present. Sometimes he was
almost ashamed of being an Englishman in the face of those
Africans. Dr. Pentecost, Mr. S. Hoare, M.P., the Rev. Jani
Alli, a former Mahomedan, from Calculta, and the Rev.
Hubert Brooke, of Reading, also spoke. .

At St. James’s Hall, Sir Thomas Fowell Buxton occupicd
the chair, and among the speakers were tho Bishop of
Saskatchewan and Calgary, Sir Charles Bernard, Canon
Tristram, the Rev. Cyril Gordon, from Uganda, the Rev.
James Stone, from South India, and Dr. H. Martyn Clark,
from the Punjab. A benefaction of £1,000 was announced.
At the evening meeting, when the Bishop of Seder and
Man presided, Exeter Hall was again crowded.

Consricuous among the anniversaries of the

Baptist  ycar will be tho centonary celcbrations of
Centenary. i) DBaptist Missionary Society. In another
page we have recalled some of the circum-

stances under which William Carey made his great
appeal, in which he wos expressing mnot the voice of o

denomination, but the call of God to the churches. The
Baptist Missionary Society was formed at Kettering in
1792. In 1795, three ycars later, the London Missionary
Society was born; five years later, in 1800, the Church
Migsionary Society; and in 1816 the Wesleyan Missionary
Society was fully organised. On 1ihe other side of
the Aftlantic, in 1796 the New York Missionary Society
was established ; in 1799, the Connecticut and Massachusetts
Missionary Societies ; a few years later, in 1810, the Missions
of the American Board were commenced, and in 1814 the
Missions of the American Baptist Missionary Union. There
are now nearly one hundred missionary societies in Great
Britain, Europe, the United States, and Canada, num-
bering : stations and out-stations, 11,388 ; missionaries,
4,693 male, and 3,228 female; with 40,083 Christian native
workers, and 726,883 communicants. To commemorate the
present occasion, an appeal was issued for the formation of
a special Centenary Thanksgiving Fund of 100,100, to be
accompanied by an endeavour to advance the annual income
to a like sum; and the large sum received at the time we
write warrants the hope that the object in view may be
achieved. A series of meetings was also arranged—first at
Notiiogham, then at Leicester, and afterwards at Kettering—
which could not but be stimulative in their influence to all
who are interested in missions.

The anniversary meelings, held as usual in London,
varied in form and adapted to different classes, showed all
the ~ .thusiasm of such a time. At Exeter Hall, Lord Reay,
the late Governor of Bombay, presided. Speaking from
observation, he said that Hinduism was adoptipg Christian
ideas in a spirit of self-preservation, and that the number of
professing converts was the least important test of mission-
ary success. His experience convinced him of the necessity of
the missionary making himeelf thoroughly acquainted with
the opinions and religious ideas of the educated natives, many
of whom are readers of Herbert Spencer and other philo-
sophers. At thesame time there is a great demand in India
for skilled labour; and he believed the mass of the people
would be greatly influenced by missionary workmen, that is,
1hose artizens who, in teaching natives their trades, would use
their opportunities to instruct them in Christianity. 1MMr.
C. Silvester Horne, m.4., represented the younger generation.
He said that when he read the glorious Forward programmes
of the Baptist, the Congregational, and the Church Mission-
ary Societies, he thanked God he was so young as he was.
“He could conceive that the time would come when the
money now spent on the architectural adornment of churches
would be diverted to the more pressing need of the souls of
the heathen in foreign lands. He condemned the waste of
sacrifice by men and women in many little insufficient
spheres at home, while the need of service in the mission
field is s0 scantily met.”” Other speakers were the Rev. T.
Lawson Forfeit, of Congo; and the Rev. Arthur Sowerby,
of China.

Tue Wesleyan Missionary Saciety is not

Wesleyan 5]y reducing its debt, but addressing itself
Mé?:ﬁ;;:‘y with new zeal to the difficult work before it.

Though last year's income shows ax inereaso
and the expenditure a decrease, there is still a deficiency
of 4,000l. to be met, and & larger income will be required
next year to maintain the missions on even iheir present
level.” More cheering were the faots presented by the new
Secrotary, the Rev. F. W. Macdoneld. The number of
missionarios showed # slight reduction. There had been
an inorease of 70 paid agents and lay evangelists, und an
increase of 135 of unpaid agents and Sunday-sehool teachers.
The incrense in accredited Church members was 1,500,
while the number on trial was 1,000 morc than last year.
The number of weekday and Sunduy scholars had increased
by 2,400, The chair at Exetor Hall was taken by Mr. J.
R. Hill, of York, who urged his fellow Mecthodists to live
up to their theology and hymnuology—to {wn their holiness
conventions into action, their talk and experience into
gervice and gifts. He could not imagine, he said, a church
ginging their hymns and allowing the missionary incomo to
go down, Dr. Stephonson, os Prosident of the Couference,








