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—too rapidly. Thoe Doctor's keen eyes noted
something odd in the manner of her seeking ; not
that he at the moment drew any conclusion
thorefrom.

“You don't keep bank-notes loose in your desk,
surely ?”

“I was in & hwrry, and I threw all the papers
in here together, just before tea.”

“ The note among them—loose ! ”

“They were all together, just before.”

“T1 saw,” remarked Lettice, always anxious to
agree with Theodosia when possible. * It was
before afternoon tea. Inoticed that the note was
for £20.”

* You saw my wife put it away ?”

“I didn’t notice what went into the desk; but
it was lying on the desk, I know, with a pile
of letters, and Mrs. Bryant pushed them all in
together, in a hurry.”

“You will find nothing at that rate, Theodosia.
Take each sheet separately, and lay it on one
side.”

Theodosia paid no heed. She went on “ pitch-
forking ” the mixed contents of her desk, and
Dr. Bryant took the matter into his own hands.
Lettice sat watching, with a look of interest
hardly amounting to concern. Theodosia stepped
back, still with averted eyes, and evident agita-
tion.

“TI locked the desk so carefully. Nobody can
have been to it since,” she said after a while.

“No:” and the Doctor continued his system-
atic search.

« Not here,” was at length his decision. * You
must have put it elsewhere—unthinkingly. Are
you sure it is not in your purse?”

She turned out her pocket mutely, and opened
the purse,

“Stay—you had on another dress. What of
that ?”

“I looked there—I mean, I have only this
purse—I had only that in the other pocket, and
when I changed my dress, I moved it.”

“ You looked there!”

“1 don’t know what I am saying. It has
flustered me so.” She sat down and put her
hands over her face. “I don’t know what to
think.”

Dr. Bryant was again conscious of something
unsatisfactory about his wife’s manner; some-
thing which to his consciousness had about it a
ring of untruth. Yet he never could endure to
suspect her without full proof; and he had no
proof.

“The servants are above suspicion,” he re-
marked.

«“ And they were not in the room at all—I
mean between my seeing the bank-note, and
locking the desk. I don't know whom I trust
or don’t trust; but they had no opportunity!
Nobody was here alone—except—Lettice—" she
paused, not adding ¢ and Felix.”

The insinuation, poirted by her stress upon
the word *they,” might have glanced u'nfelt
from the shield of Lettice’s unconscious inno-
cence, but for Dr. Bryant’s indignant—* Theo-
dosia!” It opened the girl's eyes. She dropped
her book, and sat up, not frightened or angry,

but amazed. That anyone should suppose such
o thing possible, seemed beyond credulity.
Lottice could have laughed aloud.

“Pray bo careful what you say,” requested the
Dootor sternly.

“J’m not accusing anybody—why shonld I°
But yon can't deny that things look odd, I
know the bank-note was there, and Lettice was
left in tho room alone—for some minutes alono—
and nobody has seen the note since. And I
heard her say this very morning, that she wanted
twenty pounds. You know you did, Lettice ! ”

[ said I wished I had twenty pounds,” Lettice
answered in a dreamy tone.

Silence fell upon them.

*Of course anybody can think what anybody
likes,” Theodosia observed at length, breaking
into an uneasy laugh. “The thing may have
spirited itself away. Or the cat may have got
it. Or it may be in my desk all the time. Only
X don’t see how it can be—and the cat hasn’t been
here, all day—and if I were Lettice, I shouldn’t
like the look of things.”

Silence again. Dr. Bryant had taken up a
paper-knife, and was carefully examining its
edge. Letlice sat like one dazed. She said not
a word in self-defence. Another dread, a terrible
fear had fallen upon her. Felix had been alone
in the room, as well as she; only for a brief
space, yet, alas, long enough. She had not after
that observed the bank-note, so as to know if it
still lay there. Could it be that Felix had
possessed himself of the twenty pounds, under a
sudden temptation? 1Vas such a thing possible ?
Lettice did not know. He had wanted ready
money? so much she did know; and he had
accepted her little all, without hesitation or com-
punction. He might have gone further still.

Dr. Bryant stood in pained silence, waiting
for her denial of Theodosia’s implied accusation.
He could not understand the long silence. All
he wished for, was a denial from Lettice : for he
trusted her word perfectly, and his wife’s word
ho could not perfectly trust. Had Lettice met
him with her clear gaze, and said firmly—+ I did
not do it!” then he would have had no more
doubts. He would have believed her implicitly,
in the face of any odds.

But, to his bewilderment, she made no protest.

She only sat motionless, with a changed face,
growing whiter and whiter, till it was the hue
of wax. While apparently listening, she heard
in reality not a word that was said, beyond the
one utterance which recalled to her mind the
fact of Felix having been left in the room alone.
Hud Theodosia forgotten? If so, Lottice would
not remind her. She would bear anything,
rather than cast upon Felix doubt which might
be undeserved. Even if it were otherwise, even
if the doubt were deserved, sho would sheltor
him at all hazards, for Cecilia’s sake. So much
was clear.

Silence again. The Doctor made no answer,
and Theodosia stopped speaking. Lettice won-
dered vaguely what was to happen next. She
forgot that she had made no attempt to olear her-
golf: indeed, at this moment, she hardly so much as
realized that she was under suspicion. The dread
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for Felix—not a mero fear of suspicion falling
upon him, but an overpowering terror of what
he might actually have done, crushed lesser un-
casiness out of existenco. She sat and thought of
that in-growing anguish, her hands unconsciously
strained together, pulling one against the other.
That Felix, her only brother, should take money
not his own! But could he, would he, have done
such a thing? Might it not be that she was
cruelly suspecting him of an impossibility ?
Lettice was unable to decide. She only knew
that the bare idea was overwhelming. A vision
arose of Felix standing at Theodosia’s desk,
handling the bank-note, thrusting it shame-
facedly into his pocket; and the vision turned
her sick, Her whole frame was beating in quick
throbs.

“Theodosia cannot find the note, Lettice.”
Dr. Bryant spoke with restrained quietness, and
not in his usual voice. He came near, and gazed
at the girl’s ashen face, striving to read what was
there. Lettice actually cowered beneath his gaze;
shrinking, not for herself, but for the possible
shame of her brother,

“ You heard what my wife said just now ?”

“Yes,” as he paused.

“ And you have nothing to say? Nothing to
deny, or explain ?”

To deny or explain—for Felix? That was
what she understood. She had forgotten herself,
in thought for her brother.

“ Nothing ?” he repeated, in grieved accents.

“You see!” from Theodosia.

“Hush! Lettice, my child,” and he spoke
pleadingly, ¢ you will not leave me to believe this.
It is too dreadful. The thing cannot be. Stand
up, and look at me, and say 1 am mistaken.”

Why should the thing not be? What did he
know of Felix, to make any such confident
assertion ? What did any of them know? If she
could have been sure, she of all people living
would have been sure! But what security had
she! Lettice neither rose or lifted her eyes.

“ It cannot be true!”—yet there was now in
his voice a tone as of one yielding to conviction
against his will, and Theodosia was quick to
note the change. “If you had wanted money,
for yourself or Felix, surely you would have
asked me. That you should be a thief! Youl
It is impossible.”

His meaning dawned upon her slowly. She to
take the note! A sense of positive absurdity in
the notion almost made her laugh; and then,
sharp as lightning, came the thought, “ If I deny
it, they will suspect Felix |” She had all but
exclaimed, “1! Nol” and this recollection sealed
her lips.

« Child, stand up, and look me in the face. Do
you hear?” .

She obeyed the stern order, though not casily,
for her limbs shook. It was the first time that
he had ever spoken sternly to Lettice ; and .the
pain of having him so speak, of letting him think
such a thing of her, turned her sick again, while
the room seemed full of mist; but her clear eyos
looked out from the wax-white face straight up
into Dr, Bryant’s, none the less straight because
of intervening mist, and whatever the Doctor saw
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there he did not read gmilt. The
following was not what she expected.

“ Are you faint?”

“Idon’t know, Only—just——"

“Just a little, You had better go to hed at
once. It is getting late. I will look into this
to-morrow morning.”

Lettice made no protest. The one thing she
desired was to be alone, to have time for con-
sideration. Dr. Bryant, always gentle to anyone
in suffering, gave her a helping hand to the door.
Then, finding that she could walk sufficiently
well, he left her to go upstairs alone, returned to
his wife, and said : * This must go no farther, if
you please.”

“She will not confess it, of course.”

Theodosia had by this time hardened herself
thoroughly.

“I cannot believe yet that she has done such a.
thing. I will not, without fuller evidence. It is
too outrageous. There is some mystery in the.
affair that we have not fathomed. Lettice looks.
wretched, but, to my mind, she does not look
guilty.”

“ I’'m afraid nobody else would agree with youn.”

Dr. Bryant flung himself into an easy chair,
and gazed moodily on the ground.

“Lettice!! I would as soon have suspected
myself. I have always found that girl the soul
of honour.”

“People are mistaken in one another some--
times.”

““ They are,” assented the doctor, with a bitter-
ness born of experience.

« She might do for her brother’s sake what she-
would not do for her own. Evidently he is in
difficulties.”

“Why ? 'What makes you suppose so?”

Theodosia repeated more fully what she had
overheard ; in fact, as is often the case, her
repetition was slightly more full than the original.
“Only five pounds for you, Felix; it is all I have.
I would do anything if only I could make
it 201.”

“ Strange that she should have named that
sum., A mere coincidence.”

“ A coincidence that she happened on the same
day to have a chance of securing the 201.”

“1 do mnot believe Why should she not
have asked me to help her brother?”

“It would be very cool if she did, I think.
There is no real tie : and these Andersons have
no claim upon you.”

“These Andersons!”
Taughed, if he had been less unhappy.
Lettice as his own child.

“ Aré you absolutely sure that nobody except
Lettice was in the room for a moment alone?”

Thoodosia wished now that she had not left
Felix alone there. She did not desire to divert
suspicion from Lettice to Felix, though she had
had that possibility in reserve. Moreover she
had managed thus far to avoid the more direct
form of falsehood, though each step had been an
acted lie ; and there was a momentary hesitation
bofore she answered in the negative. Dr. Bryant
noted the hesitation. *“No one?” he asked
sharply.

¢uestion

The Doctor could have
Hoe loved

2p2
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“ Liettico would not havo been, but that I took
her brother into the conservatory for o fow
minutes.” To horself, Thoodosin added, “If it
is found out, I can say that I forgot.”” Like all
who leavo the firm path of truth, she was getting
deeper and deeper into the quicksands of false-
hood.

“You aro sure !

“ NO.”

“TIt is the strangest thing!” and Dr. Bryant
sighed heavily. I would have trusted her with
any amount of uncounted gold. . . . I do not, in
fact, believe it yet.”

“ She doesn’t scem able to do much in the way
of clearing herself.”

“That is the perplexity. If she denied it, I
should not feel a moment’s doubt.”

“Ishould!” murmured Theodosia, loud enough
to be heard.

The separation between Lettice and her hus-
band, for which she had craved, seemed now to
lie within a measurable distance. Yet Theodosia
could not feol happy. A dark shadow hung over
her, the fruit of her own ill-doing. Conscience
worked uneasily, and the dread of detection was
a haunting companion.

Lettice’s non-denial of the deed puzzled Theo-
dosia, even more than it puzzled her husband,
because she knew, as he did not, that it could not
be due to guilt. Not until late that night did a
«clue to the mystery occur to her mind, in the
shape of a suggestion. Did Lettice fear to direct
suspicion towards Felix by diverting it from her-
se'f?

“If thatis it, I am safe,” thought Theodosia.
“Lettice will never let out that he was left
alone in the room.”

Woas she not rather in deadly peril ?

No one?”

Lettice was down ecarly next morning, some-
what unexpectedly, since the Doctor had sent
word that she might stay in bed to breakfast.
The advice was not followed. She looked un-
usually pale, and the eyes were heavy with sleep-
lessness : but Dr. Bryant was strongly impressed
at first sight with the peaceful calm of those
brown eyes. It seemed to him that she must
have come straight from communion with the
unseen world, with the. Divine Lord, to Whom
she was used to refer all her difficulties. Dr.
Bryant, albeit 2 man of few words on religious
subjects, knew what such communion meant. . . .
That the face of a thief! Impossible. TFor ten
minutes he had not a shadow of doubt as to her
iunocence.

“ Why did you not stay upstairs?” he asked.

“I didn’t think I need.”

“ Well, you must eat a good breakfast.”

This was by no means what Thoodosia had
looked for : and she tossed her head.

“Mamsie says Lettico is a wicked girl. Is
she?” asked Keith, glancing from one to another.
“ Mumsic says sho has taken a lot of money that
belongs to somebody clse.” The spoilt home-boy
wag childish for his years, in voice and modo of
oxpression. Theodosia did lier bost to keep him
a permanent baby.

“ Theodosia!”  The Doctor spoko sternly.,
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“Keith gives his own version of affairs,” she
answered carclessly.  * Children are always out-
spoken.”

“You had no business to say a word to him
about the matter. I told you that it was to go
no further.”

Theodosia tossed her head again, with no sign
of regret or submission.

«“Did Lettice do it ?"” asked the boy.

“It is no concern of yours. Hold your tongue,
and attend to your own concerns,” commanded
Dr. Bryant, Then, as he noticed the whitening
circle round ILettice’s lips, he added gently, « Go
into the drawing-room, Lettice. I will bring a
cup of tea to you there.”

“Is that the way you mean to bring her to
confession ? ” asked Theodosia.

“I do not know. Another cup of tea, if you

lease.”

“She has not taken half that—and your egg
will get cold.”

“Let it.” The doctor himself emptied Lettice’s
cup, held it out to be refilled, and took a slice of
dry toast. “Mind!” he said to his wife as he
went—< if you do not silence that boy’s chatter,
I will take means to do so.”

Then, making his way to the drawing-room,
he placed the cup and toast on a small table
beside Lettice, saying simply—* This first.”

“I don’t think I can eat,” she whispered.

“You must.”

She obeyed silently, at whatever cost: and
he took the empty cup away. On his return
ho stood watching the girl’s downcast face, un-
observed, for two or three minutes. Had she for-
gotten his presence? It might seem so, from her
stait when he spoke.

“Tell me now, child. I cannot go on in un-
certainty. I promise to accept your word with-
out hesitation. Did you—or did you not—touch
the bank-note ?”’

Lettice was seated in a drooping attitude on
the sofa, leaning forward, as if lost in thought.
At this question she lifted her face straightway,
aglow with the eager desire to speak, the
certainty that he would believe her. Once more
her lips parted with the out-bursting. *No, no!
oh, no!” And again the checking thought of
Telix came. If she were cleared, would not sus-
picion fall upon him? Would not Sissie have
dusired her at every hazard to shelter Felix?

“ Not one word !

She pressed her lips to his hand, but did not
speak, and Dr. Bryant drew the hand away.

“Am I to count you guilty—you, my little
Lettice!” The Doctor could hardly speak.
« Child, this is too terrible.”

“ If only you would not ask " she faltered.

“Not ask! Rubbish!” The Doctor was
growing angry. “I must ask. What on earth
do you mean? Things look dark, and I offer to
trust you absolutely, if you simply say ‘No’
If you do not, what can I think, but that you
did take the money ?”

Lottice patiently dropped her head aguin.
“TFor Felix’ sake! For Sissie’s sake!” she kept
saying, and perhaps she forgot what was due to
this kind uncle to whom she owod so mucl.
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“Did you take it, Lottice ?””  The Doctor spoke
severely now, and his brows were drawn togethor,

Tho girl’s chest heaved.

* Then—-I have no choice. I must look upon
the child 1 love, as a miserable thief.”

“0O mno,” shricked Lettice, resclution failing
as he turned away.

“You deny it!”

She wrung her hands over her face, in the
struggle not to answer. Dr. Bryant walked up
and down the room twice with heavy steps.

“No choice seems left to me,” he said at length,
pausing by her. “Listen! Since you cannot
deny the theft, nothing remains but free con-

fession. Tell me how you came to do it—and
what you have done with the money. If you are
sorry, say so. 1 may at least forgive. The rela-

tions between us cannot be what they have been,
if you are capable of such a deed—still, I can
believe that there has been some peculiar
temptation. Only you must tell me all.”

The Doctor was surprised afresh. As he spoke,
Lettice threw up her head, and the honest eyes,
dimmed with tears, loocked full into his with a
glance of indignant reproach.

“But I——" she exclaimed.

And though she stopped, the Doctor knew as
distinctly as if she had finished, that she had all
but said—1 did not do it.”

“ (o on.”

A negative movement of the head answered him.

“ There is some mystery here. All I can
understand of it is—that you wish me to count
you guilty——"

She moved her lips, as if in protest.

“ And that you—are not guilty.”

Another swift glance, this time of gratitude.
It was swiftly checked.

“I cannot fathom your motives,” Dr. Bryant
went on, with judicially-assumed sternness:
“mnor can I suppose them to be right. But I
confess, without stronger evidence, I am unable
to believe this thing of you.”

“ Evidence enough for any reasonable person,

0CZD
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I should think,” said Theodosin, in his rear. «If
you want more proof, why mnot search her
boxes!”

“ Nonsense | as if that would settle anything !
No! I do not see mny way to any further step at
this moment. Sooner or later, something will
turn up to throw light on the subject. . . .
Remember, Lettice, though I do not actually
believe you guilty, I am very mnch displeased.
More, I am disappointed in you. There is a want
of straightforwardness in your conduct, which I
could not have expected. You are not treating
me as I have a vight to be treated. If a mystery
exists, [ ought to be told what it is: and if you
did not take the bank-note, as I believe you did
not—you ought to avow your innocence. Until
you can resolve to show me your old frankness, I
cannot feel my old confidence in you.”

She said, “No,” in a low wvouice, her lips
quivering.

“ To-day I will not press you further. You
are not quite fit for it, physically. But, under-
stand—while this mystery lasts, things cannot
be between us as they have been.”

Dr. Bryant passed out of the room with a heavy
and grieved step, Theodosia following. Lettice
sat alone, wondering wearily whether the shadow
would ever be lifted. She could see no way out
of the trouble. Wondering too, in what manner
Dr. Bryant meant to make a change. She had
always been used to go to his study at half-past
fen, to see if he wanted any little thing done—a
letter copied : a bookshelf or a cabinet arranged.
Such small services had been the delight of her
heart. But would he expect her thisday? Might
she venture to go as usual? She tried to weigh
the question, to consider what ought to be done :
and found it difficult to come to any conclusion.
Just before the half-hour, after long hesitation, she
rose mechanically, unable to resist the drawing :
and then she saw Dr. Bryant pass the window,
cquipped for a walk. It was an hour when
ordinarily he never went out. . . . Lettice under-
stood, and she burst into a flood of tears.

THE SPIRITUAL EXPERIENCE OF ST. PAUL.

INITIATED,

I have learnt the sceret.”—Phil. iv. 12 (R.V).

T. PAUL is gending a message from his prison
in Rome to the Philippian Church. Of all
the churches which he founded none had

taken eo tender and constant an inferest in him
as this; to none was he bound by closer ties.
Tor awhile, not through choice, but of necessity,
St. Paul had lacked their accustomed, and appar-
ently indispensable benevolence, but it was op-
portunity and not care that was lacking. Soizing
the opportunity which first came, Epaphroditus
was despatched to Rome the bearer of gifts, whieh

met tho Apostle’s necessities, and ascended to
heaven, “an odour of a swect smell, a sucrifico
acceptable, well-pleasing to God.” .

Yot St. Paul treats lightly Lis necessities. Tho
Apostle was a very wealthy man, because his
wants were very few. Tho oircumstantial happi-
ness whieh moen regarded so highly was to him
but as * the small dust of tho balance;” to le
full and to be hungry, to abound and to sutler
neoed, woro but incousiderable trifles which ho
would not allow to disturb bLis heart’s cuse.
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Life had tanght him many things, and had boon
o severo schooling. Ho had graduated in the
school of aflliction; in labours, in stripes, in
‘prisons, in deaths. TFive timos had ho re-
ceived tho Jowish measnre of thirty-nino stripes,
once stoned, thrico shipwrecked, a night and a
day had ho spent in the deep. “In journey-
ings often, in perils of waters, in porils of
robbors, in perils by my countrymen, in perils
by the hoathon, in perils in tho oity, in perils in
the wildorness, in perils on the sen, in perils
among false brethrem, in weariness and painful-
ness, 1 watchings often, in hunger and thirst, in
fastings often, in cold and nakedness.” ! Yet all
these things, to whioh his more recent hardships
might be added, had but taught him to be content
in whatsoever state he is. Nor had this lesson of
contentedness with such resources as a man has,
been either misunderstood or forgotten. *“I
know,” says the Apostle, the lesson, I have ac-
quired the art.

There is another expression used by St.
Paul in this connection which is even more
suggestive than that of the school of life. He
says: “I have learnt the secret.” “T have been
initiated.” He who had found figures in the
battle and triumphal procession, in the foot-
race and wrestling match, now uses one taken
from the religious or semi-religious *‘ Mysteries "
of ancient Greece. Shrouded as the subject is
with uncertainty, and though in their decay these
rites became grossly sensual revels, it is not
impossible that at one time they were the occa-
sion of some profound mystical instruction.
Persons were prepared for, and then initiated
into, these secrot rites and esoterio doctrines.
Now darkness, then light, at one time silence, at
another song and speech; now excitement, and
now rapt devotion, these were parts of the
initiation of these who would * learn the secret.”
And enlisting this observance in the service of
Christian thought and sanctifying it to a pure
and spiritual use, St. Paul declares that he had
been initiated unto the Christian mysteries, had
learnt the Gospel secret, * both to be full and to
be hungry, both to abound and to suffer need.”

St. Paul had been initiated. As the candidate
for this secret knowledge was led with bandaged
eyes, for this is suggested by the word used,
which were opened that he might behold the
symbols of the hidden instruction, so had the
cyes of the Persecutor been blinded outside
Damascus on that memorable day that he might
open them upon a new world, to which he was
now to gain an entranco, and gaze upon things
which had hithorto remained concealed. He is
led into the vast sanctuary of the Gospel mystorioes,
and his unbound eyes behold what  eye hath not

“#een, noithor hath entered into tho heart of man,
the things which God bath prepared for thom
that love Him.” No sooner dves he cross the
threshold than he feels he has entored upon a world
of eternal realitics. Then begins to rest upon
Lim *“an cternal weight of glory.” Tis opened
cyes begin to see “ the things whioh are eternal.”
IIo has passed from the hopes and uncertainties of

' 2 Cor. xi. 23-27.
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Judnism into n world of indubitable certainty,
whore *lifo and immortality ” are *brought to
light,” and where he seems to catch the first note
of that trumpet which shall ring out “ when the
Lord Himself shall descend from heaven with a
shout, with the voico of the archangel and with
the trump of God.” He is initiated into the
etornal mysteries, and the circumstances of a
fleeting present, fulness and want, exaltation and
humiliation, are dwarfed into their true insig-
nificance. The * eternal weight of glory " makes
his joy or his affliction * light, enduring but for
a momoent.” The wondrous revelation makes old
ago and failing energies of no moment, for while
he looks, “not at the things which are seen, but
at the things which are not seen,” at that stu-
peundous vision of eternity, “ though the outward
man perish, yet the inward man is renewed day
by day.”* And thus from his prison in Rome,
though friends seem to forsake ? and resources to
be exhausted, Le writes as one to whom the vision
of eternal realities has taught the secret of in-
violuble peace.

As a second stage of initiation St. Paul had
learnt the significance of Man’s Sin and Fall, and
of his Restoration in Christ. As a Jew he had
learnt the fact, now he was to learn more of the
secret of the Fall. He begins to see that if * by
one man sin entered the world and death by
sin,” 3 and by his offence “death reigned,” yet
through the righteousness of a Second would the
“{ree gift come upon all men,” and to under-
stand how *the whole creation groaneth and
travaileth together in pain until now,” made
subject to vanity “in the hope that the creation
itself shall be delivered from the bondage of
corruption into the liberty of tho glory of the
children of God.”* He saw that as in Adam all
died, oven so in Christ should all be made alive.?
And now this *“mystery which hath been kept in
tilence through times eternal ¢ is uttered. And
in the light of that vision, in the knowledge of
the secret spoken, St. Paul has no fear of want,
no craving for wealth, no dread of humiliation,
no ambition for greatness. He counts not his
life dear to him, so that he may finish his course
with joy and his ministry, to testify the gospel
of the grace of God. He reckons that ¢ the
sufferings of the present time are not worthy to
bo compared with the glory that shall be revealed
in us””? As ho learns the significance of Man's
Fall and God’s purpose in Christ Jesus, these
things are small beyond consideration, mere motes
on tho radianco of “the glory that excelleth.”
Bodily pains and perils, the instability of friends,
the yorsistonce of foes, all the pressure of un-
toward ciroumstancos are as nothing to him. He
had discovered the true philosopher’s stone that
can transmute the baso metal of discontent into
the pure gold of joyous serenity; he had Deen
initinted and learnt the socret that enabled him to
bid woloome to poverty and pain, and because he
“rejoioed in hopo of tho glory of God,” to “ glory
in tribulations also.”

1 2 Cor. iv. 16-18. 7 2 Tim. iv. 10-11,

3 Nom. v. 12, 17, 18, * Rom. viil. 2_1—‘.".’.

3 1 Cor, xv. 220 ¢ Rom. xvi. 23 (&.v.).
7 Aots xx. 24, Rom. viii. 18.
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Thus had the Apostlo stood within the temple
of truth and gazed wupon ctornal things and
marked the greatness of the Divine purpose. In
view of these things, the ills and joys of life
became trifles, too inconsiderable for reckoning.
But again he raises his eyes to see new symbols
and gain a firmer grasp upon the thrice blessed
secret. Before him there was a manger, and
lying in it a Babe, but it was God’s “ Son made
of a woman,” One who *“had emptied Himself,
being made in the likeness of men.”! Beyond it
rises the form of a Cross, and upon it One obedient
unto death, “Jesus Christ evidently sot forth,
crucified.”  Still farther appears an opened
sepulchre and rising thence One * declared to be
the Son of God with power by the resurrection.”
Beyond, his eye beholds the ascending form of
the crucified yet risen Chbrist “received up into
glory.” -Yet again raising his eyes he sees the
same Jesus Christ at the right hand of God,
making intercession for us. And yet looking on
through the lengthened aisles toward the far-off
end, he beholds the dawn of the elernal day, « the
flaming of Christ’s advent feet,” how from that
throne of glory there will come again the same
Jesus, “ revealed from heaven with His mighty
angels in flaming fire.” And as through this far
reaching vista, whose end seemed even farther
off to human thought, the Apostle gazed upon
these glorious truths, these resplendent symbols
of Divine mysteries, earthly things once more
became as dross.

Before the Incarnation, Crucifixion, Resurrec-
tion, Ascension, Advent of the Lord he reckoned
life’s gains as loss, as dung. He is ready to
rejoice in his sufferings. By that cross “the
world has been crucified unto Him.” He is
shown what is “the length and breadth and
depth and height,” and to these stupendous
measures of the Divine love the things of this
world become as specks lost in the vastness. He
is “always bearing about in the body the dying
of the Lord Jesus, always delivered unto death
for Jesus’ sake,” a man whose hold upon temporal
things is loosened.

He has learnt the secret of the crucifixion,
that “ Christ died for all, that they which live
should not henceforth live unto themselves, but
unto Him that died for them and rose again™;
and this selfless life can take no reckoning of
want or fulness. Because Christ is seated at the
right hand of God, He will “seek the things
which are above, not the things on the earth,”
honour and possessions. Because at Ilis coming
the Lord Jesus will “fashion anew the body of
our humiliation ” (r.v.), therefore the accidents of
his hodily life can not be to him the all in all of
being ; the vision of the returning Christ dwarfs
the greatest of life’s gifts, and dulls the brightest
of earthly joys.

Tor joy and sorrow, possession and want, the
seeming good and the confessed ovil are alike
understood by him who has passed through this
initiation. He may be deeply abased, or highly
exalted; he may be hungry or satiated with
delicacies; be may abound with all that heart

1 Gol. iv. 4. PLil ii. 8.
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can cravo, or suffer the lack of even the things
that seom nocessary. To him it matters nothing.
His cyes have seen the symbols of reality, his
spirit has folt the mystic power, known only to
the initiated soul. Across the stillness mysterious
words have been borne, his eyes have been em-
powored to bohold Divine things and eternal
realities. He has been taught the meaning of the
primal Fall, of Death’s long reign, of the victory
of grace. He has gazed upon the facts and
symbols of the faith ; upon the manger, scene of
the Incarnation, the Cross, instrument of the
atoning Death; the tomb, rent by the rising
Lord, the splendour of His path into glory, and
the majesty of His triumphant return. So now
he can sit in Nero’s prison, poor and forgotten,
worn out with a life of toil, knowing, it would
seem, the pinch of need, yet, as he tells us, by
none of these things is his peace disturbed, for he
has been initiated into a life of inviolable calm,
and learnt the secret of profound, yea, fathomless
peace. Thrice blessed are they who have learnt
this secret of contentment, and have been initiated
into this, the life of Life.
J. T. L. MAGGS, B.A.

The Christ Hife.

OW, before o watching world,
Stands our life to gaze of man?
With our Christian flag unfurled,
With the eager haste to scan—
Are we faithful to our great Exemplar’s plan?

Can we bear His Cross in meckness?
With kindness ill return?
“In the view of other’s weakness
Strive to hide from scoff or scorn ?
Through oppression, can the Cross for Christ be borne ?

As we live our tiny moments,
Do we rest on God for grace?
Do we in our life day’s duty
Know He lolds His sacred place?
Ever near us, do we see His smiling face?

Are wo getting nearer, closer,
To our dear redeeming Lord ?
Working, winning, bravely bearing,
Trusting to His spoken word?
In obedience yielding up our all to God?

This means Christ-life, this means Christian—
Living out the thing wo preach,
Building up the Heavouly kingdom
With tho small things in our reach.
True to Jesus—heart and soul, as well as speech.
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THE RELIGIONS OF INDIA
AS ILLUSTRATED BY THEIR TEMPLES.

BY THE REV, CIIARLES MEGK, PILD.

THE CAVE OF ELLPHANTA,—TIIE WORSHIP OF SHIVA.

FTYHE subject of our last paper was the Great  ament in a golden car and represent the rays of

Cave of Elephanta. As we stand at the  light, which precede the break of day.

mouth of the cavern and see behind the But men who had settled down in the tropical
rows of pillars receding in the depth of “the climate of the valley of the Indus and the Ganges,
underground church,” colossal shapes of gods and  were far more impressed by the powers of nature
animals and men, standing or struggling along  around them than their kinsmen in'a temperate
the walls, we have before us hewn in stone—  zone. The scorching heat of summer, the sun
the religious history of a thousand years. To  burning overhead, the dark rain-cloud travelling
understand the full meaning of these sculptures, up from south and east, the struggle—repeated
we must go still further back’ to the earliest every year—between the heat and the rain, the

age, the beginnings of Indian mythology. tempest, the lightning, the roaring fire—all filled
The earliest sacred volumes, the Veda, which  them with awe and fear.
were composed by various poets between filteen The gods who ruled over these elements stood,

hundred and a thousand years before Christ, in their estimate, high above all the other deities.
might lead us to assume, that the original reli- These were Indra, the lord of the rain who over-
gion of the Aryans was monotheism, belief in  comes the demon heat with his bolts from the

one god. clouds, so that the

In the beginning there was neither nought nor aught, . Pent-u'p Wt?.ters,

Then there was neither day, nor night, nor light, nor Released from their long imprisonment, descend
darkness. In torrents to the earth; and swollen rivers,

Only the Existert One breathed calmly, self-contained, Foaming and rolling to their ocean-home,

Proclaim the triumph of the Thunderer.

says one of the earliest hymns come down to us. .

y J The second was Agni,
Whose hiding-place is immortality,

Whose shadow—death; who by his might is king Oue in (his) essence, but to mortals three;
Of all {he breathing, sleeping, waking world, Displaying (his) etern‘al tn.ple ‘form, )
Source of cnergy . . . the only God . . . above all gods. As fire on carth, as lightning in the air,

As sun in heaven.
runs another chant.! But the thoughts and ima- . ] .
ginations of men did not rest satisfied with this l'l‘he' tﬁm'(‘li was Surya’,, “with flaming locks,
one living cause of all things. How did he, they ¢ e]?ir-stllg te ngdlff da}l’l- L
asked, come to step out of himself, to create, to lacb one of these three gods is pictured as a
produce ? ¢ First in his mind was formed Desire, ?[nad? _emi, and _haz hl.s .CODS(&I‘t. The names of
the primal germ productive, the first subtle bond, t'n 13('1".1’ 5 %mte;,)m, dsvml,t and others are men-
conneeting Entity with Nullity”—their sacred oned; bu ey do mot occupy a prominoent
book told them. position ; they have, taken for themselves,.httle
What does this  Desire,” this * germ produc- SIg?lﬁcaqce, nor have they ever b_een wor§h1pped.
tive” mean? It means that the feminine, as Centuries passed away, during which the
opposed to the masculine (God) “ felt not delight, d‘?v‘?lol’me"f: of the Hindu religion cannot be
being alone. He wished another, and instantly distinctly tlalfed' dIth"vaS no doubt strongly in-
became such. He caused his own self to fall in fluenced by the Buddhist movement in the sixth
twain, and thus became husband and wife; and century p.c. The nex—t "9901"1 of a later age we
thus were human things produced.” have, is the Law-book of Manu, which was com-
When they once gave the reins to their ima- posed about five ceuturies, and edited about three
gination the Aryans in India, as in Greece, OEIEUJ:IGS,' bgfoéetﬁu; :ﬁ&“ Btornal One” is called
peopled all nmature with many different deities. B he“’ “OH'n at (‘13 . gl‘il‘l‘a ;,]he is cal,’ 'el
There was Prithvi, the goddess of the broad carth; ra lma. 1s name 18 derive xgm e root bri b,
and Yama, the ruler of the nether-world, of the which means fo grow, to expand. He does ex-
leparted spirits: in the heavens above thero Pan_d'and manifest Himself in thmgs visible and
ugl)a1 1 Iz 1: ! Ushas. “ the rosy daughtor of invisible, in things animate and inanimate, in
211:(1;63]:; ”aam(la.zvhré, Asi;gs: the twiny sonso of the  stones, mountains, rivers, plants, animals, men,

| and gods. The noblest of men, we are now
] ; ome, who mount the firm- ¢ B ¢ s
sun, young and handsome, taught, are the priests, the Brahmans. Above
1 Phegn, s well as the following quotations are token them are ranges upon rances of ancels and divino
e : ey PRAE A0S hrigti . o 2 5
from Sir Monier Wll)lmms ‘I-Im(l]ul:m] 87§N01(]‘-C|]]lﬂtv;q(:1 beings. Maun, when he dics, receives the reward
Itcligions Sysiems). Tart IL London, 1877 ~Comp, n/se, e i wworky done during the time of his life
“ Religious Thought and Life in Indin” p. 26 et seq. X o { e
Sceond edition.  London, 1885, By the enme author. here wo sce tho influence of Buddha’s teaching—
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he is born again in a higher or lower form of oxis-
tence, ‘“an angel or a Dbeast” He may pass
through all possible forms: for no line is drawn
between the higher and the lower, between stock
and stone, men and gods, between * Brahma and
a tuft of grass.”

Far above all others there are enthroned three
divine persons, the highest manifestations of the
Eternal Essence. Their name is the mystic
monosyllable of three letters, Aum. Hindu
philosophers have endeavoured to introduce this
sacred number into their system of this world.
There are, they say, three objects in nature:
Earth, Water, and Fire; and three worlds:
Earth, Air, and Sky ; and three kinds of bodies:
the earthly, the intermediate, and the spiritual.
Nay, even living man is himself a threefold
trinity ; he consists of three spiritual essences,
three corporeal envelopes, and three dominating
qualities.

The Eternal Spirit, they taught, entering the
bounds of matter, manifested himself first as fiery
creative energy, as Brahma, who seems identical
with Agni, the ancicnt god of fire; secondly as
the power of darkness and destruction, as Shiva,
who takes the place of Indra, the ancient god of
storm and rain; thirdly as the power of preser-
vation, as Vishnu, who stands for Surya, the
ancient sun-god.

All around us in the world we watch tbe un-
ceasing process of death and of birth; we see con-
tinually plants and ‘animals fading and dying,
and out of their dust fresh organisms arising.
The death of one is the birth of another. The
two are one and the same thing regarded under
different aspects. The matter, even when it is
converted from the body of a man into earth, and
thence into the stem of a plant, “ Imperial Casar
dead and turned to clay,” is preserved through-
out these changes; and throughout them there
is manifested creative energy. The gods who

reside over this process, Brahma the creator,
Shiva the dissolver, Vishnu the preserver, are
really one and the same ; each can take the place
of the other ; none is before or after.

Each first in place, cach last—
Brahma, Vishnu, Shiva, each may be
First, second, third among the blessed three,

says an Indian poet. Further, as in the ancient
Veda wo found the belief in the Eternal One, and
next in the deities of fire, rain, and sun; so here
we are instructed that the Eternal Spirit mani-
fests itself in this triad of gods, and may be wor-
shipped through any one or all of them. Each
one of them has a wife; the consort being the
counterpart of her lord, and exhibiting all, or
some of his qualities. We have dwelt on this
subject at some length, to show the great differ-
ence which exists between the Hindu conception
of a triad of gods, and the Christian doctrine of
the Holy Trinity.

We return to the Cave of Elephanta. Enter-
ing in by the portico to the mnorth we find
ourselves in a structure carved out of tho side of
the hill, which may be roughly compared to a
church, stretching from cast to west; a double
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row of columns traverse the nave; at the western
end is the sanctuary and altar, corregponding
—may we say’—to the chancel. On either
end, east and west, is a door leading into an
open court; to the morth of the eastern court
rises the wing, which is represented in the
illustration. In the middle of the long south
wall, which is all solid rock, there is a recess—
we may compare it to a chapel. As we walk
from the portico straight across the nave towards
this recess, we see that it contains three groups of
sculptures. The central group is a bust of huge
size. It consists of the breast and shoulders of a
man, bearing a head with three faces; the middle
face is turned full towards the spectator, those to
the left and the right appear in profile. The
height of the whole bust measured about eighteen
feet, the circumference twenty-three feet, and the
length of each face four feet.

A glance will tell us what this colossal sculp-
ture represents—the one god-head manifesting
itself under three different aspects. The central
face, Brahma, ¢ the father of all,” has a mild and
tranquil appearance ; the face is round and full,
the lips somewhat thick; the neck is adorned
with strings of pearls, the head crowned with a
diadem elegantly chiselled in the stone, similar
to that perhaps worn by the princes of the age.
The profile to the left is Shiva, the destroyer;
his emblems leave no doubt as to his character;
amongst the ornaments of his headdress appear a
human skull and a writhing serpent. His brow
seems to be protruding. ‘That protuberance
marks the place of the third eye, which the god
has in the middle of his forehead, and from which
at the end of time fire will flash to consume the
world. In his right hand he holds up a cobra,
its tail is twisted round his right arm, its hood is
raised, the human face and the sepent are gazing
at each other with mutual grim satisfaction.

The profile to the right is Vishnu, the pre-
server. His face has a gentle almost feminine
look, the nose is finely and delicately formed, the
underlip thick. The headdress is tastefully
wrought; around it swing garlands of pearls,
amongst which are entwined the leaves and
flowers of the lotus, the emblems of the god.

To the right hand and to the left of the bust
there stand twohuman figures, carved out of the
stone, like pillars, thirteen feet in height. They
are known as the dwarapalas, doorkeepers. They
have been standing on duty for the last thousand
years.

We have seen that Brahma occupies in this
image the place of dignity; for he is the creator.
We may be surprised to hear after this that no
homage is paid to him, and that throughout India
there are only two temples consecrated to his
gervice. “ He is a spirit, and as such an object
not of direct worship but of thought and medita-
tion,” the Brahmans say. But the frue explana-
tion of the fact is probably quite a different one.
The deed of creation once done, lies behind us in
the past, and Lecomes ever more distant, and
though of course creative force is at work around
us, it does not come home to us in the same way
as tho terror of death and joy of birth, which we
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witness every day; on tho other hand, onr
preservation is a matter of the utmost concern for
us. The great Destroyer and the great Preserver
are the deities men are most likely to pray and
to sacrifice to; the worship of Shiva and of
Vishnu is the very “life and soul of modern
Hinduism.” The greater number of roligious
men prefer Vishnu as the particular god through
whom they hope to obtain salvation; but the
worship of Shiva is far more extended amongst
the people of India; numberless temples dedi-
cated to his service are scattered throughout the
country. Every temple and shrine in towns,
‘“‘ under green trees, and on high places,” contains
an altar upon which is fixed his symbol. The
number of such symbols throughout India is
estimated at thirty millions. The Regenerator
has usurped the place of the Creator. Shiva is
frequently called Mahadeva, lord of the universe,
a title really dus to Brahma.

All the rock-cut temples of Western India
which illustrate the Hindu religion, amongst
them the Cave of Elephanta, are devoted to his
service. He is worshipped by the masses of the
people, because his character appeals to the
different instincts, to the highest religious and
spiritual as well as to the lower and brutal inclin-
ations of human nature. The tendency seems to
have been, on one hand, to exalt him far above
all gods; on the other hand, to represent his
character as displaying some of the worst and
most horrible qualities found in man. It is
wonderful how sharply the sculptures in the Cave
bring out these various traits. We need but
walk through, and look at, the groups of rock-
carvings, which are placed against the south wall
and in the four corners of the nave, as well as to
the right and left of the entrance-door—and we
see as in a gallery, embodied in stone, the various
ideas which the Hindoos entertain of their god.

The central doctrine of their religion is that of
the three gods, and accordingly we find in a
central place in the recess the image of one head
with three faces.!

In the south-west corner we come upon 2
representation of the marriage of Shiva and
Parvati. The bride stands at the right hand of
her lord, as she should on the day of her wedding;
thereafter her place will be to his left. Shiva
had sent seven sages to king Himalaya of the
snowy hills, so the poet Kalidasa tells us, to ask
for the hand of his daughter. As on a painter’s
canvas, so on the stony background there throngs,
neatly chiselled in half relief, a crowd of people.
Amongst them we recognise the friends of the
groom; crouching on the ground is Brahma,
“ Lord of Might,” who in this ceremony took the
part of priest, next to him is Vishnu, “ glowing
from the realms of light.” The father and mother
of the bride appear in this august company.

In the fourth, the north-west corner, we are
startled by an entirely novel sight. IHewn in

1 Comp. J. Burgess.
phonta.”  Bombay, 1871,

“The Rock-cut Temples of Elo-
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the rock is a hugo figure, over eleven feet high
(a reproduction of which is found at Ellora). Tt
is the figure of a man; his face expresses rage,
his eyes are swollen, tusks project from his lips,
On his diadem 1is fixed a skull, behind which a
cobra twists. Te has over his left shoulders “a
rosary of human skulls,” and a short straight
sword is fixed in his waistcloth. From his
shoulders issue eight arms, five of these as well
as the two legs are broken off. But their stumps,
the body, and the head, indicate a violent and
passionale movement; the corresponding image
at Ellora leaves us little doubt as to the scene
which the god is enacting. One of his arms has
seized a child by its legs, another brandishes a
sword, a third holds a bowl to catch the blood of
the victim, a fourth raises a bell whose tinkle told
the fatal moment, again another swings a strip of
elephant’s hide, which he wore round the loins,
but which in frenzied excitement ke now flourishes
in the air. On either side of the slayer are two
small creatures, who with clasped hands hold up
garlands, and above are clouds of tiny beings
who seem looking down with awe upon this deed
of horror.

Some of the emblems, such as the third eye,
the death-skull, the hooded cobra, which appear
upon the brow of Shiva, we have noticed before ;
we have some idea as to what they mean, namely,
death and dissolution. But the sculptures in the
recess on either side of the bust, and those in the
three corners of the nave, show forth one and
the same conception, god and goddess, man and
woman, the progenitors of the human race.
Shiva is the Regenerator; but before he can
reproduce he must destroy, he is the Dissolver,
the king of * the grave and decay,” whose sign is
the grinning skull and the snake.

Shiva means the *“blessed one,” it is natural
that men should dwell with preference on the
gracious, the life-giving attributes of his being,
and that five out of six images of his should
show him as “father and mother,” but over the
brightest picture ave scattered like black spots
those sinister emblems, a warning of the gloom
to be revealed in his character. About the statue
before us, there can be no mistake. It exhibits,
although we have reserved it to the last amongst
the sculptures of the nave, the god in his original
character—he is the Destroyer. Ilis names are
Bhairava, that means the terrible one; and
Kapalabhsit, that means the skull-cherisher; his
colour is black, his nature darkness. Naked with
dishevelled hair, smeared with funereal ashes,
adorned with a garland of dead men’s bores
strung together, he roams the cemeteries, he is
attended by hosts of ghosts. Heo is the instructor
in the proper mode of conducting human sacrifices,
and he is evidently pictured in the statue as
giving a practical example of his instruction.
According to the principle of Hindoo theology he
must have a spouse, she is a fominine copy of
this aspect of his character ; the darkest attributes
of Bhairava have been transferred upon the
dreadful goddess Kali.

—_—— e T



MARY QUEEN OF SCOTS AND JOHN KNOX.

HE Reformation had hardly becn established
in Scotland when the arrival of the young
French queen, Mary, threatened to throw

all into confusion again, Educated upder the
Guises, and Ler uncle, the Cardinal of Lorraine,
Mary had been early taught that the chief glory
of her reign would be to restore the kingdom of
Scotland to Rome. Her mind had béen prejudiced
against the Reformers, and against the religion
of her new subjects.

Already, the year before her arrival, the first
General Assembly of the Reformed Church had
met, and a free Parliament had declared Popery
to be abolished, and Protestantism to be hence-
forth the national religion.

Notwithstanding the Act of Parliament by
which the celebration of the Mass was forbidden,
the Queen resolved to have her own way in her
private chapel at Holyrood, and gave orders
accordingly. In this she was acting according
to ber right. Even the * Lords of the Congrega-
tion,” the associated nobles who had favoured
the Reformation, declared their rezolution not to
interfere with the Queen. No sooner were they
admitted to an audience at Holyrood, than they
cooled in their zeal for what they had called
“ pure religion.” As an old chromicler of the
time has recorded, after being with the Queen
they came out quieter one than another. At
first they had been ready to cry ¢ Down with the
Mass,” or “Hang all the priests,” but that
fervency soon passed. “I think,” he adds,
“there must be some enchantment, whereby men
are bewitched.”

But there was one man, whom neither the
fascination of the Court, nor the defection of
friends, could move from his integrity of purpose.
This was John Knozx, the leader of the Reforma-
tion. Hearing after a time that the Queen was
preparing to celebrate Mass in a more public
manner, and with great pomp and ceremony, he
took occasion to demounce the evils of idolatry
from the pulpit, concluding with these remark-
able words: “One Mass is more fearful to me,
than if ten thousand armmed enemies were landed
in any part of the realm, on purpose to suppress
tho whole religion.”

This sermon in St. Giles’s Cathedral was much
talked about, for it was through the pulpit that
the people were in those times reached. The
Queen heard of it, and sent for the preacher.
Thero was a long conference, the substance of
which was a charge against him of teaching a
different religion from that which was allowed
by his princes. He replied that true religion
derives its origin and anthority not from princes
but from God. When Knox quoted the prophecy
that kings should be foster-fathers and queens
nurses unto the church, ¢ Yea,” sho rejoined,
“hut ye are not the kirl that I will nourish; I
will defend the Church of Rome, for itis, I think,
tlie true Clurch of God.” Much more was said,
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and Knox, in this first interview, perceived that
he had an able and self-willed as well as a
dangerous foe to contend against.

Not long afterwards the news came of the
“ massacre of Passy,” where the Queen’s uncle,
the Duke of Guise, attacked a congregation of
Huguenots, and slew mapy of them, when
peaceably assembled for Divine worship. The
Queen made this the occasion of a festival, and
gave a ball at Holyrood to her foreign Court.
Against this Knox inveighed in severe terms
from the pulpit, and was a second time summoned
Lefore the Queen.

In his defence he said that his words had not
been truly reported, as he would show, if the
Queen would be pleased to hear cxactly what he
had said. So the Queen had for once to hear a
Protestant sermon. When he had firished, she
told him that if he heard anything in which her
conduct displeased him, he ought to come to
herself privately, and she would listen to his
admonitions, instead of publicly attacking her.
Knox saw through this courteous proposal, which
was evidently meant to keep him from saying
what would bring contempt on the Court. How-
ever, he left the Queen without further discussion,
and as he passed out, on hearing one of the
attendants say, “He is not afraid!”—‘ Why,
should the pleasing face of a gentlewoman affray
me? I have looked in the face of many angry
men, and yet have not been affrayed above
measure.”

Once again he was summoned to Holyrood.
The Queen knew that the sermons of Knox,
delivered with fiery eloquence to thousands of
people, and fearlessly denouncing the faults and
follies of the Court, were rendering her un-
popular. When she heard that a protest against
her marriage with Darnley had been made, she
could no longer refrain from seeking another
interview. It was more stormy than the pre-
ceding ones. No sooner had he appeared than
she jassionately exclaimed—¢ Never has prince
been handled as I am; I have borne all your
rigorous speeches ; I have sought to make favour
with you by all means; yet I cannot be quit of
you. I vow to God I shall be once revenged!”
She then burst into tears. Her maids of honour
tried to stay her grief, and lessen her resentment.

Knox waited calmly, and said to the Queen,
“Madam, out of the pulpit, no one complains of
me; but there I am not my own master, and I
have to obey Him whose word I speak, and to
flatter no flesh on tho face of the earth.”

Mary burst afresh into tears. Knox waited till
she had given vout to her feelings, and then
addod, “I neover took delight in the distress of
any croature; it is painful to me to sce my own
boys weep when I correct them, and far lexs can
I rejoice in your Majesty's distress; but since I
havo given no just cause of oftence, and have only
di-charged my duty, I am constrained, however
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unwillingly, to sustain your Majesty’s tears rather
than hurt my conscience, and betray the Common-
wealth by my silence.”

The apology enraged the Queon more than the
offence. She ordered him instantly to leave her
presence, and await her pleasure in the adjoining
chamber. It was when there that he uttered the
words of faithful rebuke to the ladies of the
Court: “Ah, fair ladies, it were a pleasing life
this of yours, if it should always abide, and if in
the end you might pass to Heaven in all this guy
gear! But fie upon that knave Death, that will
come, whether we will or no!”

The subsequent history of Mary need not be
more than referred to. The words of warning
were unhceded. The marriage with Darnley, the
assassination of Rizzio, the attachment to Both-
well, the murderer of her husband, all rapidly
succeeded. For a short time the Queen, by her
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alluring manners, gained over a party of the
nobles, and she joined the league, planned hy
Catherino do Medici and the Dake of Alva, for
the extermination of the heretics. TFor a season
the Reformed religion was under a cloud, Knox
had to leave Edinburgh, and the good Earl of
Moray had to take refuge in England.

The murder of Darnley on the 10th of February,
1567, awakened the nation to the true danger of
the position. The murder was at once ascribed
to Bothwell, and the marriage of the Queen to
the murderer roused the nation. She was soon
compelled to abdicate the throne, and after the
defeat of her adherents at the battle of Lang-
side she fled to England, where she lived for
many years as a prisoper till her execution in
1587, the year preceding the Spanish Armada.
Her son was proclaimed king by the title of
James vI '

TALKS WITH WORKERS.

N an age of polytechnics, youths’ institutes,

A Plea and social clubs of every kind, one wonld
‘.E;I:;l‘z_ think {hat the evening leisure of our work-
dehoys.”  ing lads was amply provided for. Yet there is

a large class who are only just coming into line
with these helpful and humanising agencies. Clerks and
the better kind of mechanics, to whom the charmed world of
amateur science, art, handicrafts, and intellectual life is open,
are now well catercd for in almost every neighbourhood.
But the “hobbledehoys” of the “awkward age”—from
fifteen to twenty—the big, independent lads newly launche.l
into the routine of shop, or cart, or errand-basket! How the
perplexed parish worker sighs about them, and the minister
shakes his head over what he looks upon as the doubtful
element in his flock! They are too respectable for missions
of the ragged-school order; too old for bands of hope or
board-school  recreative evenings ” ; too exuberant in animal
spirits either to read seriously or to listen to lectures.

Handicraft and innocent amusement seem to be the great
safety-valves for their superfluous strength. Literary closs-
work is not to be thought of ; they delight in the handling
of tools, and will be happy for hours with the licence to make
unlimited litter. Most of them, too, are fond of music, and
can be organised into drum and fife or brass bands—no,
“orchestras,” il you please ; fortunate indeed if long-suffer-
ing neighbours will look kindly npon an occasional procession,
and lenient audiences be induced to sit through a “ Toy
Symphony.” Gymnastics, too, are always safe and popular.
Better still if drill can be introduced in a harmless fashion.
The diills and parades which the Boys’ Brigade has
initiated have proved a wonderful bond of union; and,
perhaps, we have not yet fully learnt tho moral value of o
upiform. Lads earning their own living resent all nuthority
that savours of the schoolronm; but strong discipline cx-
hilarates whilst it trains them.

The difficulty in {he cnse of girls arizes nt o

smg'-l;,fms' different age, and on anotherlevel of indnstrinl
Evenings. s8ocicty. ‘The cnmpaign of practical pli-
paig P P

lanthropy among avernge working-women,
domestic servants, factory and laundry hands, flower-sellers,
ete., is now fuirly well organised. DBut tho leisure of

respectable shop-assistants, many of whom are girls of
considerable refinement, offers a much more delicate
problem to the sympathetic mind. Intelligent, well-dressed,
fairly educated young women naturally hold a little aloof
from the less skilled bread-winners of their own sex, with
whom they have neither tastes nor ambitions in common. A
great number of them live in lodgings, having left country
homes for town employment ; and are at a loss for pleasant,
innocent resources for their leisure hours.

Efforts are now being made in London, and with encourag-
ing success, to establish quiet and Lomely club-rooms, which
shall be open on Sundeye, and every week-night, for girls
in business during the day. The rooms are under the
management of Christian ladies of the locality, but some
measure of responsibility is left in the members’ hands.
Furnished with a piano, o good library, comfortable lounges,
and writing-tables where weekly correspondence may be
kept up with “the old folks at home,” such resorts may
be an invaluable link with the family life from which the
youug workers are too easily severel. In London, a very
good specimen is the “ Westbourne Evening Home for
young ladies in business,” situated in Westbourne-Grove.
By no means the least of the benefits is the kind and
womanly friendship which the organizers of such homes
extend to tho lonely and inexperienced girls with whom
they are brought in contact.

Is there not a danger that the entliusiasm for

Aword legal reforms in the supply of intoxicants, the

Ton:get;noe closing of public-houses, and restricting the

Workers.  gnle of liquor, may outrun the worker’s desire

for the reformation of the individual? “If the
tomptations were not so great, men would be more sober.”
We must not despisc even a half-truth. “The sight of
meaus to do ill decds, oft makes ill deeds done.” Our Lord
Himsolf taught us to pray : © Lead us not into temptation !
Ho teaches us not to despise, but rather to provide an
improved environment for the weak brother. But the
conflict is still to come, there is still the “straight gate,”
and tho “narrow way,” to be confronted, and o time
arrives whon no casement is to be reckoned on in the
inovitable conflict. Our Lord’s chiof work for the tempted
is to mako them strong to resist temptation.
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Tho noblest character will be formed in men who have
had the hardest fight with tho foe, The moral naturo of
the man is sirengthened by every conflict in which the
conscicnee subdues tho impulse, and the will eonquers tho
appetile and the desiro. * Temperance Made Easy | ” must
not be the watchword of our Plan of Campaigu.

Retreat may often bo an absolute duty, cven
The of the mature Christian soldier. The trumpet
%:ﬁ:;cé"ﬁigdoes not summon him lo every fight. 8till
the less must we put the poor weakling recruit in
Recrults.  the front of the battle. His time will come,
he will be promoted to the place of conflict.
But as a recruit how our sympathies go out to him! Few
are the veterans who cannot go back in thought to the time
in their own lives when they were painfully rehearsing
both his failures and successes. “ Despise none, despair of
none !” says Archbishop Leighton. Il indeed is it for our
hardness as good -soldiers if we cannot look back, as
Coleridge says, on “an hour of solitude passed in sincere
and earnest prayer over a single passion or subtle bosom
sin.”
“It must be seraphs and not the hearts of

Re§§fmg imperfect mortals that can burn unfuelled
&fe and unfed,” says tbe author of “ Aids to Re-

flection.” And the worker in any field of
. Christian service well knows the reflex truth
implied in this aphorism. It refers us to the nced of a
constant renewal of personal instrumental fitness for our
work. It reminds us of the incvitable depletion of the
will, even when our ideeals are still before us. There are
times - too, when the busy worker needs not only time
for recuperation, but for self-scrutiny. ¢ Have I really
anything to give to my fellow-men? Have I the morality
to make them better?” Such was the inquiry solemnly
put to himself by a young American fresh from college, who
afterwards becane a great power for good in the Christian
ministry. And how much more than this is expected of us ?
Yes, happily there is a time for us to be refuelled and
refed; end a time to regain the higher vision from the
peaks. And then again the call comes, and our work
reclaims us 2

‘Worker.

“ Now,” saith the Lord, “the hour is past!—we go;
Our home, our life, our duties lie below;
‘While here we kneel upon the mount of prayer,
The plough lies wailing in the furrow there.”

* There is a pleasing unanimity at the

The present time in favour of frequent and
Guild  pociable meetings for the discussion of the
Movement, practical difficulties of religious and social
work, and of the current intellectual topics

of the day. The growth of the “Guild” epirit has
done much to foster the desire for friendly interchango
of thought and opinion between the older and the younger
members of the flock. DBroadly speaking, of course the
Guild movement involves much more than this. It is
pre-cminently a binding together of workers, rather than
talkers; and it aims at the fedcration of all branches of
educational, evangelistic, and philanthropic work in cach
church info one corporate society. But the intcllectual
clement in the congregation has too often been lost sight of,
and is only beginning to be recognised as a source of
spiritual and social etrength. At o well-known evangelical
church in north-west London, the members sometimes mect
in the week to discues their minister’s sermons of the pre-
ceding Sunday: the preacher himself showing the utmost
cordiality towards the debate. Similar Guilde in con-
nection with the Church of England often meet after school
on Bunday afterncons, thus giving the teachers an oppor-
tunity of gharing in the talk. Somelimes tea is provided,

TALKS WITH WORKERS,

50 that ihose living ut o distance (and does not every
church number such among its most earnest workers ?) can
remain to the evening service. Cfrave and pressing (uestions
of tho hour, with which religious teachers are increasingly
urged to deal, and the difficulties of church life in town
and counlry, are discussed in the light of Christian revela-
tion and duty. The reading of carefully prepared papers by
the members in turn, followed by open discussion, is felt to
be the most helpful method of procedure. In many instances
the results justify Macoulay’s dictum, that * men are never
g0 likely to settle n question rightly as when they discuss it
freely.” Whatever objections may be urged against the
insufficiency of “guilds,” and “hands,” and ** leagues,” and
* unions,” they have become a feature of the time.

“ Why,” it was recently asked, * cannot men and women
cultivale any particular virtue, or abstain from any par-
licular vice, without all this elaborate machinery of social
crusades? If I am convinced that a certain course of action
is injurious or beneficial, why cannot I avoid or pursue it
without joining & society for the suppression or encourage-
ment of this, that, and the other?” Simply, it may be
answered, because human nature is fallible; and so long
as the weaker brethren flnd it impossible to stand their
grouud alone, so long will Christianity “set the solitary in
families,” and bid the strong confirm the weak with the
inspiration of a common loyalty and love. Men and women
may have perfectly clear ideas of right and wrong in their
own minds, and yet be utterly unable to put those ideas into
practice without the constant stimulus of fellowship and
sympathy. In all our “rescus” work, in the broadest sense
of the term, the most difficult cases we have to deal with
are those of people who need no argument to convince
them of their wrong-doing; who know as well as we do the
folly and wickedness of their besetting sin; but whose
lapses seem to spring only from an incurable weakness of
the will.

Not that there are no great moral battles

:;;ﬁle%' fought single-handed and nobly won, thank
Battles. God, by isolated and obscure heroes all the

world over, quite apart from any mutual
pledge or special dedication. Indeed, such solitary heroes
are the vanguard of the army of holiness. No human
hands buckled on their armour: no earthly witnesses ap-
proved their victory. All honour to the temperate who
know no temperance society, to the pure who join no White
Cross League, to the charitable who give through no
benevolent institutions. Still, we must not ignore God’s great
economic Jaw that a two-man power is more than twice as
strong as & one-man power: it is o two-man power plus a
new force which is generated when two men join hands.

Morecover, tho essence of Christianity lies

The always in its missionary spirit. Andrew * first
Missi : o
Bpiglntt.lry findeth lLis own brother Simon.” ¢ Philip

findeth Nathanael and sailth unto him, Come
and see”” The woman of Samaria brings the men of her
oity to the Saviour and asks them straightly, « Is not this the
Christ ?” Tho religion of Jesus is abovo all others a gospel
to be passed on from man to man in the common intercourso
of life; ns nmong the fishermen in their boats at Bethsaida,
so in English homesteads, and in the offices and workshopas
of tho grent metropolis, “ not by might, nor by power” of
much argument or exhortation, but by the Spirit of the Lord,
daily rovenled in the ohcerful countenance, the pleasant
voice, the sunny temper, and tho gracious word and deed of
the disciple. The gospel of Lovo is in its very naturo
ovangelistic. A religion in which cvery man does what is
right in his own cyes, and nover secks to * impose " (a3
oynios love to say) his faith and hope upon his neighbours,
is simply not Chrietianity, E W,
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Up to tho present, Kitly Topsell had never penectrated
beyond the shop ; but she had looked in through the glass
half of the door, which scparated tho shop from the back
parlour.  There she saw what was to her o nover-to-be-
forgolten sight; a carpet, with blue, and green, und pink,
and yellow, and red, and black, and white, and grey nlso,
were scattered about it hiere and thero. ‘There nlso sho saw
a stuffed arm-chair, in which Mrs. Roots rested when off
duty, and espeeinlly on Sundays. Morcover, there wns o
smaller one, in which Miss Rebecen sat from time to time,
For Mrs. Roots thought familiarity to be odious; and cal-
culated, as the copy says, *“to breed contempt,” and the
distauce between her poor scrub and her daughter would
be suitably marked and emphasised by the word “ miss.”

Of this drawing-room and parlour Rebecen Roots was
very proud, for she kept it in order with her own hands.

* Suppose you were allowed to dust and clean in here,”
said the Miss to the Scrub; “ what would you think of
that?”

The bare supposilion was too much for poor Kitty, who
in her own way gave Rebecca to understand that the idea
of attaining to so great a privilege never crossed even her
wildest imagination.

« And there’s an upstairs, as you know—’tien’t as grand
as this, but ’tis very comfortable with a feather-bed, and a
carpet too; and maybe some day you may clean up there.”

It must be beautiful,” said the poor Scrub, *“I never
see’d the like.”

“ And would you like to sze it all ?”" asked Rebecca.

“If you please, miss. I'd like to see the bed; you say
’tis made of fcathers, miss.”

“Yes, of feathers; and it has four posts, and curlains all
around it; they’re for ornament, you see, and to look com-
fortable; but mother keeps them open, because she says
when one is sleeping one ought to have plenty of air.”

“ Please, miss, I'd like to see the bed, I never sced a bed.”

“ And what do you sleep on?”

“On the floor, miss. We've slept there ever since I can
remember ; and we have only some rags to cover us; the
bed’s made of shavings and all sorts of things that’s any
ways soft, I won’t say soft, but at least that isn’t any ways
sticking up and too hard.”

Permission having been gol to allow the Scrub to enter
the sacred privacy of the Roots’ establishment, tlie Scrub pre-
pared herself accordingly, to the very best of her ability, to
put in an appearance worthy of the occasion and its privileges.

Kitty rubbed and scrubbéd herself, uniil her skin almost
shone ; and had she only been tin, she would have reflected
like a mirror; it wasall the preparation she could make, and
it was perfect of its kind. The glories of the parlour being
exhausted, poor Kitty was ushered upstairs, where was dis-
played not only the feather bed, but a smaller one in which
Miss Rebecca reposed. And it was on this that the poor
Scrub’s eyes were fixed, on this and the carpet. The china
milkmaid, and the florid youth who was supposed to be court-
ing her, but who looked too bashful ever to propose, unless
he were helped very much (which, according to the appear-
ance of the milkmaid, he was likely to be), had few charms
for her, though she owned they made the chimney-pieco
look very nice; the bedand the carpet, they were substanti-
alities, and the former especially; and in her mind they
were put in sharp conirast with the bare floor and the bed
of raga at home.

“And that's o bed ?” said Kitty, “and may I touch it
please, miss? my hands are clean;” and thoe Scrub licld up
her palms for inspeclion.

The leave was given; and tho child pressad tho soft
foather-bed with Loth her handa; and then, on further
permission, felt the thicknces of the blankets, sheets, awd
quilt, coibined. Rebecca Roots didw’t perceive it; but o

“KITTY TOPSELL'S FOUR-POST BED.”

tenr camo into the Scrul’s eye; and she is not to he blamed,
for how could she perceive that a cold chill passed aver the
Berub’s heart; it was as if a broath from nn iceberg blew in
upm its warm blood.

“And now,” said Rebecea, “TI'1l show you how mother
tucks me in ot nights,” and the girl put the bolster in
her own litile bed to imitate herself, and tucking the clothes
in quite tightly round it, patted it affectionately, and said,
“There, my deary, I hope you’ll lie comfortably, nice and
warm unlil the morning.”

* And what do you feel like when you’re in bed ?” asked
the Scrub, “ up so high from the floor, and with such a lot
of soft stuff under you and over you; I'd feel as if I were
sinking like, and as if I were smothered like.”

“Ol, no, you wouldn’t,” said Rebecca; “you'd feel all
like buttered toast before the fire.”

“ And what'’s that like, miss ?

Rebecea Roots was pondering an answer to this, I confess
a difficult question, one for which I am sure that I should
not have got a mark, if it had been put to me at an examina-
tion for honours; and must have confessed herself unable to
answer it, had not the necessity been prevented by another
question about the bed.

“ And, miss, what do you dream about, when you’re eom-
fortable and warm? Is it of the angels that I heer’d father
talk about when he was alive? I wouldn’t wonder now if
they helped Mrs. Roots to tuck you in, anyhow they’re sure
to come and look at you of nights. I'm always dreaming
of bread, and of our Bess growing so tall, and wanting so
much to eat; and of mother'’s being so poor. I never seed
an angel in my sleep but once, and she said, ¢ Some day!
Some day !’ that was all, but she smiled very sweet, and
stooped down and kissed me; ’twas as sweet as candy; T'd
rather have that kiss than the candy tuppence an ounce,
miss, in the yellow bottle in the shop.”
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'BURIED TEXT.
NO. VIII:

1. Let us therefore fear, lest, o promise being left us
of entering into His rést, any of you should seem to come
short of it.—Heb. iv. 1.

2. There shall conie n. Star out of Jacob.—Num. xxiv. 17.

3. Joseph . . . went in boldly unto Pilate, and craved
the body of Jesus.—Mark xv. 43.

4. Then shall He sit upon tho throne of His glory.—
Matt. xxv. 31.

5. God resisteth the proud, but gwetl.\ grace unto the
humble.—James iv. 6.

6. So that we may boldly say, The Lord is my helper.—
Heb. xiii. 6,

7. So run that ye may obtain.—1 Cor, ix. 24

8. Merey and truth are met together.— Psa. 1xxxv, 10.

9. Let me find gruce in the sight of my lord.—
Gen. xxxiii. 15.

10. O my Strength, haste Thee to help me.—Psa. xxii. 19.

11. He wont down also and s'ew o lion in tho midst of o
pit in time of snow.—2 Sam. xxiii. 20.

12. My God shall supply all your need.—Phil. iv. 19.

Trom the 1st, 4th, 6th and 11th take thrce con-
seculivo words; from tho 2nd, 5th, 7th and 12th, one; from
{ho othors, two words ench. The whole forms a text from
one of tho Epistles.
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