
THE SUNDAY AT HOME 
0 DAY MOST CALM, MOST DRICHT ! .. , 

Trm WERK WERE DARK OUT FOR THY L1CHT.-//tr6ert. 

A STORY OF WAITING. 

SUE CAME Rll10IING DOWN TIIE PATIi WITII A I.ETTER IN IIER HAND, 

CHAPTER I. 

PERHAP3 I ought to apologize for bringing 
myself and my own troubles before tho 
rca<ler. l\ly only oxcuse for doing so is, 

that (indirectly) it was through the disnppoint­
ment of my life that I bccamo ncquuintccl with 

No. 2003.-S,rTE>1uv.n 17, 1so2. 

the most beautiful character it has been my 
h1ippiness to meet, and in my desire to toll some­
thing about him, who by his examplo guided me 
iuto the way of poaoo, I must spoak of myself. 

And yot what I havo to say is very little. It 
is a familiar tale enough. M11ny a woman could 
toll a similar tnle in so fow words that tho story 
would bo hardly worth recounting woro it not 
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that all the subsequent history of my iuwcml 
life turned upon jnst that. 

I am no longer very young, but it hurts me still 
to think of that evening, and the nights nnd days 
that followed it; perhaps because I pity the little 
lonely girl who through the mists of time nnd 
change looks out of her sorrowful eyes at me, not 
as my former self, but as a stranger. 

The rooms were crowded, for the squire was 
celebrating his silver wedding, nnd not only 
the people round about, but friends from London 
a11d from distant parts of England had come to 
share in his rejoicing. I had never seen so many 
beautiful dresses or such a profusion of jewelry, 
and the flowers and warmth and light affected 
me curiously, for Babbie and I had lived so 
quietly that what to other girls were matters of 
course had for us the charm of novelty. And 
Arthur Gordon was there, having come home from 
Lis holiday as he had promised, and that made 
everything complete and perfect. He smiled at 
me across the long room, the same appropriating 
smile with which I had grown so happily 
familiar; it always seemed when he looked at 
me like that, as if he would say : " There is no 
need to speak to you, dear ; we understand each 
other without that." And we did, or at any 
rate I understood him. We had been close 
friends for the last four years, ever since I was 
sixteen. He was the vicar's son, and was going 
to be a great author one day, so we all thought, 
and because I loved books, and there were so few 
congenial people in our quiet village, we had 
naturally drifted towards each other. I had no 
thoughts apart from him, and though we were 
not formally engaged, everybody, the vicar 
included, took it as a matte1· of course that our 
ways could never really diverge. To me the 
future meant life with Arthur, as the present 
meant life for him. 

I smiled back at him frankly and joyfully. I 
was so glad that he was home again. At my 
glance he suddenly reddened and turned away 
his eyes. I don't know why that blush made my 
heart beat so quickly. A woman sees what 
she wants to see, and interprets as her wishes 
dictate. I said to myself: " He bas learnt to 
love me differently since he has been av:ay," and 
I suddenly squeezed Babbie's little band. . "Oh, 
how lovely everything is ! " I said in a rapturous 
whisper. 

She looked up at me, her clear grey eyes bright 
with responsive happiness. She was glad because 
I was. She lived too near to God, was too selfless, 
to have my "moods," or to be carried away by 
external things, but her large sympathy made 
her understand and participate in the feelings 
of others. 

The evening wore on, and I talked to one and 
another gaily and contentedly enough. I may 
~ay now-it seems so long ag?-that I w_as 
beautiful· not so re"ularly beautiful as Babb10, 
but much more strikingly so. People grew to 
love her face, but they used to stare at ID;e ~s I 
passed, and comment audibly on my bnlhant 
comple~ion arnl the great long-lashed, gray eyes, 
which changed with every emotion. It was my 
beauty which attractecl people to my personality; 

it wns Babbie's personality which made them 
recognise her beauty. 

Even in those days I was not very vain of my 
appearance. As Babbie said: "God had made us 
like that, nnd we coulcln't help being gla<l; but 
it would bo a poor way of showing gratitude tn 
"poil the souls which He had given us as well," and 
I think she recognised her loveliness as a distinct 
talent, and tried to live up to it. So admiration, 
apart from love, did not have any effect on us, 
cmd before long I wearied of compliments and of 
the strangers who were constantly being intro­
duced. I wanted Arthur to fetch me and take 
me away into the conservatory, and tell me what 
he had been doing and thinking iu the long 
month during which, according to the doctor's 
orders; he had never even written a letter. 

Presently Babbie came up to me. She looked 
at me a little curiously, quickly, questioningly, 
as it were, and then gave a sigh of relief. 

"Mary," she said, "I should like to go home." 
"Oh, not yet," I answered, "unless you are 

tired, dear. I should not care to leave until I 
have spoken to Arthur." 

"I think it would be better for us to go," 
Babbie persisted gently. 

It was so unlike her to be in the least selfish 
that I wondered. But I said, "Very well, I will 
come in a quarter of an hour. Will that do?" 

"That will do," she replied grudgingly, and 
moved away. 

At that minute Tom Thuriton, the squire's 
married son, came up to me. 

"Miss Molyneux," he rnid, "I have not been 
able to get near you, and I haven't had the 
chance of talking to you for six months." 

"Is it so long as that?" I said indifferently. 
Tom was the least interesting of the squire's 
sons, and I did not know him very well. 

" You still live here, I suppose? " 
"Oh, yes," I answered, ,; it is quiet, but we 

like it." 
"I should be bored to death. But then I 

have no love for nature, I confess. I prefer 
Piccadilly to the most beautiful lane in all De,on­
shire. And so," quite suddenly and inelevantly, 
"Arthur Gordon is going to be married." 

Strange, that often the most harmless of our 
acquaintance should become invested with a 
terror not their own, should attain the awful 
dignity of being the executioner of our hopes, 
and become henceforward the symbol of cruelty 
to our imaginations. I can think of no one less 
prone to injure any living creature than that 
burly, tender-hearted, commonplace gentleman ; 
yet there he stood, like some blind instrument of 
fate, and dealt a blow which killed a woman's 
happiness. 

Hut he did not know. No one knew. Around 
us was still the lively, chattering crowd-the 
liaml was playing a gavotte-all was light and 
gaiety. Nothing was changed, except just 
myself. But siuce wo regard things from our 
own consciousness, everything was changed. 

I wonder if a moro skilful physiognomist 
would have seen what he had done, or whetlll'r 
my control over myself was as complete as it 
seemed. 
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"I did not know it," said n voico-surcly not 
my voice. 

"Dear me, yes! Ho told 1110 about it himself. 
She was at tho same hotel in Switzerland, nncl 
they met claily. 'l'herc is nothing like propin­
quity,· you know. I tell you who she is, a, 

daughter of Drnson, the Q.C. You've heard of 
him, I expect." 

"Oh, yes!" I fmswered. ",veil, I hope he 
will ho happy." 

"Marriage is a lottery," he remarked, taking 
refuge in a platitude, and turned the conversa­
tion into other channels. I let him talk, and if 
I was not a good listener, I was a sufficiently 
silent one to please him. I was longing-longing 
to break away. My dear, watchful little Babbie 
·came to my rescue. She stood at my side once 
more. 

"Are you ready now?" she asked, rn a 
whisper. 

"Yes," I answered, "I am ready now." 
She laid her hand ever so softly on my arm 

as we turned away. 
.. Don't," I said in a choked voice, "don't be 

nice to me yet, Babbie. I can't stand it." I 
gulped clown the great hard lump that rose in 
my throat. "Let us walk past him. I am 
going to be brave. I will do my duty." 

We strolled through the rooms together. 
Presently I saw him. He was standing, as it 
happened, alone. I suppose he was, under the 
circumstances, not much interested in any one 
there, and perhaps his conscience reproached him 
a little as far as I was concerned, and kept him 
from me. But as we passed him he held out his 
hand. He could not help it. I laid mine in it, 
and answered his "Good night." 

"And," I added, "I hear I must congratulate 
you. I hope you will have every happiness." 

"Thank you," he said, with genuine feeling, 
and be kept hold of my hand for a minute. But 
I drew it away. 

"Come, Babbie," I said, and we hurried down 
the stairs, I turning-how could I?-to make a 
laughing remark to some one as I passed. 

During the long drive home neither of us 
spoke. I lay back with my hands clasped, and 
my eyes staring into vacancy, too utterly dreary 
to even feel very much. Only I remember 
experiencing a passing impatience when I heard 
two or three suppressed sobs from Babbie. 

Oh, God was wise in not giving you troubles 
of your ;own, little Barbara. You suffered for 
others. He was wise in taking yon early to 
Him~elf. 'l'here was no need for you to wear 
through the long fight as I have douo, learning 
slowly thro11gh loss and pain ... In my memory 
of you there is a tender, sapctifying !};race as of 
moonlight that falls e,·en on ruins and beautifies 
them-and wo who look praise, not the moon­
light, but the rnins. 

All the long uight I lay in tearless misery, 
bard, rebellion~, crushed. I turned my face 
away from God, arnl for the first time since 
my childhood <lid not give myself into His 
keeping at the clm;e of the day. Why hacl this 
thing been allowed? 'Ne were meant for each 
other. Wo should have Leeu lmppy and useful 

together. My life, at any rate, was ruine<l and 
for all I know, his-for if I was the one p~rfect 
partnc!· for him, a.ny other union must be 
unperfcct. And ho loved me, was in love with 
me. 'l'hcre wai:i no doubt about it. Everybody 
who knew us well reco"nised the fact ancl I 
searched the past for p~ofs of it. 'l'h~y were 
convincing, then why had he acted thus? To 
this question I coulil find no answer. 

Yet the reason was simple. Since I have 
known more of the world I have learnt that 
there are many such cases, for men are not like 
women, Arthur was used to me, and perhaps 
fo~- that rnason, hacl never analysed bis feelings 
with regard to me. When in daily and almost 
hourly intercourse with a stranger who had for 
him the charm of novelty, with romantic sur­
roundings and all that was likely to kindle and 
develop sentiment, be had grown to think she 
was essential to him, had proposed and been 
accepted, and in a way he loved her. But "there 
are many ways of loving." 

I did not blame him; not even in the first heat 
of anger against the facts as they ·stood. It was 
God I blamed. Why did He let things go so 
.wrong? If He controlled our actions, why didn't 
Be prevent this? It would not have happened 
if even we had l1een affianced, for Arthur was 
not dishonourable; only perhaps not quite 
spiritual enough to discern the union that did 
exist between our souls, and which would have 
made it impossible for me to even think of 
marriage with any other man. 

I felt as though his death would h(lve been a 
smaller trouble to me than this separation in 
life. For I should then have believed that he 
was mine still, by the divine right of love which 
is deathless, and that some day, when I was 
worthy, I should have him again. 

But this consolation was not for me. To a 
stranger had been given that which I had ex­
pected, nay, had all along regarded as my own, and 
so, in bitter disappointment, I turned away from 
my Father and went wearily into the darkness 
to weep. I would not listen to Bis voice calling 
me back. "I don't want anything else," said my 
heart like a sulky child. "Leave me alone. I 
do not believe you love me, because you have 
given to another the only thing I cared to have. 
You led me to expect it; and now I shall not 
trust you any more." 

I went down to breakfast with a hard set face. 
On my plate was a. little bunch of roses. I knew 
who had put them there; and I knew too why 
Babbie's lips were so tremulous, and why every 
now and then her eyes tilled with tears. l\ly 
aunt, with whom we lived (for we were orphans), 
was eager for an account of our doings. It was 
I who told her all she craved to hear; who \\·ns 
there, aml what ovflrybody wore, and how many 
people wanted to tuko us to supper: It was I, 
too who informed her unfaltormgly about 
Arthur's engagement, and listened to her com­
ments and surmises with a passionless interest 
that surprised even myself. 

All day I busied myself with work. I visited 
my poor people, I had a singing lesson,-! stndioll 
Gorman till my heml aclrntl, aml so put thought 
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from lllC'. "'hen the evening came, nml tho twi­
light and tho tcrriblo ycarniug which w11s now 
to me stoic suUly into my being, I crushe<l it 
baek Yaliantly. I went iub tho dmwi11g-room 
all'.l plttyod. I choso all my wildest, most pas­
sionate pieces, and I put into them such power as 
I had 110,·er done before. 'l'ho others came in to 
listen, and my aunt expressed an opinion that 
she belieYorl I had roal genius for music. (Ah, 
sometimes I wonder if some genius is not after 
all the child of a great despair.) And at last it 
,ms once moro nig·ht, and I was alone in my littlo 
room. 

'l'hen I took from a drawer an old carved box 
I possessed, and pulled out all the letters I had 
cYcr had from Arthur. I did not read them. I 
had not courage for that, but I hurled them into 
the grate, and then striking a match set them on 
fire. But they would not burn quickly enough 
tc> please me, and so I put my hands in among 
the feeble flames, and snatching the bulky enve­
lopes, tora the contents across and across, and 
:fliugiug them from me in little heaps, applied 
to them match after match. 

I was thus occupied when the turning of the 
door handle made me look round, and I saw 
Babbie. She came swiftly across the room and 
knelt by my side. 

"Have you come to help me?" I asked harshly. 
She did not speak, but stood watching me till 

there was nothing in the grate but charred frag­
ments and grey ashes, then she c:rnghL me in her 
arm8. 

"Oh Molly," she cried, "how can you be so 
brave?" 

"Bah ! " I said ; "I am not brave. I am i-eck­
less. What does it matter? What does any­
thing matter? Everything is luck and chance, 
and sentiment is unnecessary. I am never going 
to care for anyone again, except perhaps you." 

She took my hand, blackened by it:,i recent 
work, and smoothed it with her own. She 
had too much tact to contradict me or preach 
to me. -

" It's absurd," I went on," to imagine our lives 
are ordered for us. I don't see how I can ever 
hav_e believed it. For four years I have developed 
in one direction and for one aim, and then every­
thing is thwarted. Why? Because Arthur is 
allowed to come in contact with_ some designing 
girl who has probably no brains, and won't under­
stand him or help him in his life-work at all. 
And as for me, who might have been so useful 
and happy, I must go crippled all my days. 
Why should this happen to ]]10? Most girls, 
that girl probably, could love any man and be 
conteuted with him; but there is only one in ten 
thousand would do for me, and Arthur was that 
one." 

"I was not 1neant for unhappiness." I went 
on presently, encouraged by Babbie's sympa_th?tic 
silence. "Some people are meek and subm1ss1ve, 
an<l. they can get along; but I am not like that. 
I am 110 good unless I am happy. 'When you aro 
fnll c,f your owu sorrow you can't serve othor 
people ur sympathise with them half so much as 
you can then .... Still, it's no good talking. 
l'Yo gut to live, and I shall do it, I suppose; but 

I hope it won't be for long, I wish there were 
consumption in the family," I conduded. 

"Oh Molly," said Babbie, reproachfully. 
"I don't sec anything to be shocked at," I began 

defin,ntly. "I mean it. I wish I could die. I 
Rhall never be able to live all the long, lonely 
years." 

"I shall be with yon to help you, darling." 
Oh lhb1ie-how little you thought you would 

hreak that prorniso !-And yet-who knows? 
Perbaps you have kept it after all. May be you 
have been with me, are with me now. 

"I know I could never take his place," she 
wont on humbly. "I am not clever, and not 
very interesting, perhaps. But I can love you, 
dear, and be proud of you, and sympathise with 
you. I do that now, indeed I do." 

The gentle voice broke, and a tear splashed 
down upon my hand. 

"I shall never marry," she went on -presently, 
"and I hope no one will love me. I couldn't 
bear to make any one suffer. Sometimes I have 
wished a little to be of use to some one who is 
lonely or sad, and to give him the love that is in 
me, but I shall not feel that now that I have you. 
You see," she added, half-apologetically, "you 
have been so strong that you haven't wanted me 
before." 

"Oh Babbie," I sobbed, "how can you be so -
so-beautiful? I wish I was like you. Oh, be 
good to me, dear, always, always, and bear with 
me when I am cross. And don't let me get sour 
and hard. Don't let me, Babbie. Oh, I think 
my heart will break." 

And I hid my face in her lap, and let the pent­
up grief havo way .... 

All that summer night my little sister watched 
by me, and when, exhausted, I fell asleep, it was 
only to wake and find her kneeling by my side, 
with the morning sunlight making a glory of 
her hair. 

But those who have suffered as I did-perhaps 
- only those -will understand that not even the 

tenderest sympathy could cure the pain, however 
much it might alleviate it. When you have a 
very strong and self-centred nature, and do des­
perately (I have no other word to express what I 
mean) whatsoever you undertake, whethPr it be 
working, or playing, or loving, or grieving, 110 

one can save you from yourself. And, hardest of 
all, I had, in the world's eyes, no right to grieve; 
rather, maidenly modesty forbade my showing 
what I suffered, since it would be asked of me 
how I came by this wound which would not heal. 
So that I had to be always holding it with my 
fingers, however muc!1 it pained me, for if it 
gaped wide aud the blood flowed, all the gossips 
in the place would have something to say; and 
I knew not which would be harder to endure, 
their wonder or their pity. As it was mauy 
looked at me enquiringly, anxious, not unkindly 
so, to discover if I did mincl at all, aud the prillc 
iu mo rose up and drow a veil over my face and 
eyos, and said: "they shall not see you." Worst 
of all I had to meet Arthur and treat him as a 
friend, be not too colcl lest ho should suapect nu', 
not too kind bocauso the remembranco of that 
other woman forbade me; aml though he aYoided 
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m~ rather than sought 1110 out, yet ho too did not 
wish to appear lliffcront, and therefore wns con­
slraincd in my society. lf I had been 11 coquette, 
more worldly-wise, less innocent, perhaps I should 
h:we tried to win him back. 'l'hat I could have 
dono so I have no doubt. Only, thank God, thnt 
never entered into my thoughts for an instant. 
I could not have been Babbie's sister, and har­
boured such a notion; it would haYe seemed to 
us a sort of murder to ruin the happiness of any 
other girl in order to gain our own. 

But all these causes combined, the trouble, and 
the hiding of the trouble, and the constant strain 
of endurance and dissimulation, began to tell 
upon my health. In addition to this, my former 
pursuits, inseparable as they were from associa­
tion with Arthur and all that happy past which 
it was my desire to forg~t, had become distasteful 
to me. And yet I longed for action of some sort. 
Inanition has always been impossible for me. 
For a little while I did not speak of the craving 
which had come upon me to be up and away. I 
was held by the thought of Babbie. I did not 
want her to feel her tenderness and care were not 
all-sufficient, or to seem to reject the best she had 
to offer. But love understands without the need 
of words. She realised even before I had done it 
myself that change was imperative for me; and 
she came to my assistance. 

One afternoon when I was sitting listlessly in 
the garden, working at some little garments for 
a local bazaar, she came running down the path 
with a letter in her hand, her cheeks flushed and 
her eyes dancing with pleasure. 

"News I" she said briefly. 
"Well?" I enquired, with as much enthusiasm 

as I could muster. 
"Put down yonr work. Come for a walk. 

And I will explain." 
I obeyed her. She put her arm through mine 

and we sauntered into the orchard. 
"I thought," said Babbie slowly, looking up 

at me sideways, "that you and I might make 
more use of our lives than just to live quietly 
hero. Perhaps it's eYen a little selfish, especially 
as one of us is quite enough to make company 
for Auntie. And so, it seemed to me, that the 
other one, the cleverer, might go out into the 
world and do something." 

She pausecl, evidently a little anxious to Ree 
how I flhould take what i;ho was saying. I 
vouchsafed no remark, so she went on more 
quickly : " I wrote to Mr. Marsham " ( onr 
guardian), "and he has found the very thing. 
'l'here is a gentleman in London, most interesting 
he says, with a blind Bister; they live in Bland­
ford Square, wherever that may be, and work 
among the poor. He wants a secretary, and ~ho 
a companion, and they would like someone lJrigl1t 
and intelligent, and they don't mind paying a 
good salary. And, of course," she c:oncluckrl 
breathlessly, "though you r1on't need the mor,ey 
you can give it away to those who do. And so I 
don't see why you shouldn't go," 

"Oh, Babbie." I clasped my hands, with 
a great sigh of relief at the mere thought of 
escape. 

"Haven't 1 been business-like, and quiet?,, 
She cried delightedly. "And you like it? You 
are glad?" 

" Very glad." 
" I am only sorry about one thing," said 

Babbie thoughtfully. 
" What is that?" 
" That the blind sister won't be able to sce­

you." I pinched her cheek for the compliment. 
"And you are not sorry about anything else?,,, 

I asked, selfishly anxious to go, and yet doubting 
a little, for we had never been separated, and 
Babbie would be left alone. 

"I want you to be happy." She answered 
evasively. 

"I shall never be that." 
"You may-I pray that you may. Anyhow it 

will be easier there." 
" Yes, it will be easier.'' 
"And you .will learn things and make use of 

your talents, and be useful to so many people." 
No thought of herself, only of others, now as, 

always. 
I am not demonstrative as a rule, but I claspell 

my little sibter in my arms ancl kissed her almost 
passionately. 

"I shall never be as useful as you are," I saiLl. 
" Babbie, how can I thank you? What made 

yon think of it." 
"I suppose God put it in my mind," she said 

quietly. "He wants you to be happy too." 

THE SPIRITUAL EXPERIENCE OF ST. PAUL. 
THE SURRENDE!t TO CIIRIST'S WILL AND KEEPING. 

"He ie able to keep that which I have committed unto Him agC1inst thC1t ,lay."-2 Tim. i. 12. 

AGAIN is St. Paul reverting to that supreme 
moment of his life, liis conversion on the 
way to Damascu~. He who had regarded 

himself as in that great crii,is apprehended by 
Christ, and led iu the triumphal procession by 
his conquering Lord, or as branded with the 
tokens of the Hedeemer's ownen,hip, or fascinatoll 
by a heavenly vi8ion to which he darell not re-

fuse obedience, in these words considers himself 
flfl a pledge surronclerell t~ the absolute ':ill aml 
safe keeping of Jesus Chn~~, as a <lepos1t_ com­
mitted to the suro protect1011 of thoso p1crce,l 
handt:l which for his salvation hml been uailc,1 to 
the cross of shame. 

St. l'anl had oxoouted a llc0<l of entrn~tnH·nt, 
had m1do a great smT01Hlcr, haLl eommittc,1 t,) 
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other hands an,1 Anoth('l''s care that which to him 
was of surpassinr~ worth. For the moment this 
is to him tho key that unlocks his history, the 
supremo fact of his life, the most conspiouorn1 
a8pect of his c01nersion-" I committed unto 
] Iim." He hacl made a final and absolute sur­
rcnllcr of all into the control and keeping of 
Another. 'l'he action had made a stupcmdous 
change in his character, hopes, and relation to 
other men. It was then he crossed the Rubicon 
of his life, and cast the irrevocable and decisive 
die. When he had so done, many could have 
told. The priests; who had lost the enthusiastic 
executor of their authority, or, it may be, the 
very spur of their half-tolerant indifference. The 
infant churches; who glorified God in one who 
"preached the faith which once he destroyed." 1 

The martyrs whether in heaven or upon the 
earth; who bad experienced his efforts, by cajolery, 
~raft, taunt or violence, to make them blaspheme 
the Holy Name, or had seen him, without a touch 
of pity or shame, give the vote against them.2 

But of all men, St. Paul could never grow forget­
ful of that time, never defined by day, or month, 
or year, or any reckoning of man's devising; a 
day inscribeJ in the book of God rather than on 
the calendar of men; a day whose year is still 
uncertain because its chronology was trivial 
compared with the ex1lerience to which it gave 
birth, and the universal consequences which 
have flowed from it. It was that day when 
Christ appeared to the apostle" born out of due 
time," when first St. Paul exercised the faith he 
never renounced, and made the great ontrustment 
be never regretted or reversed, when he com­
mitted all that he had and was to Christ. 

What had he thus " committed to Him " ? It 
-can hardly be questioned that brilliant prospects 
belonged to Saul of Tarsus as the enthusiastic 
.student of the Rabbinic schools. Scholars there­
in of his own day and of following decad·es have 
won immortal fame, and it is highly probable 
that this Cilician Jew with his wider culture, 
touched by Greek influences, who yet in early 
manhood accepted so completely the yoke of the 
Jewish schools, would have been worthy a place 
with the most famous. But this St. Paul sur­
rendered to become the missionary of a small sect, 
too insi""nificant for contemporary writel"s to 
notice, a~d at that very time the victim of _per• 
secution. Again when that restless enthusiasm 
had spent itself, he might have become a grave 
teacher learned in the law, a " plastered cistern" 
from which no drop of traditional lore could 
escape, the revered head of a throng of dis0iples. 
But that ease and honour he forfeited to become 
a wandering apostle, with his own hand supply­
ing his necessities, to Le regarded as "the filth of 
the world and the off-scouring of all things." 3 

Upon this venture ~f a n~w faith ho plaet:cl life 
itself; he exposed 1t to innumerable penis, he 
pai::sed it in poverty, wore it out in toil, suffe~ecl 
it to become virtually worthless by long im­
prisonment, and poured it out in a martyr's 
death. How different to the lifo of which he 
might have dreamt, prolonged and revered, 

1 Gal. i. 23, 2-1. 2 Acts xxvi. 10. ' 1 Uol". iv. 13. 

closing amicl tcarA and plaudits; the chan:i-pion of, 
not the apostate from, the ancestral faith. To 
no man could such a surrender have been a lio-ht 
matter. It was more than casting out the m~re 
ballast to lighten the overweighted ship; this 
was the throwing overboard of the most precious 
cargo borne on life's voyage. 'l'o renounce such 
prospects, to sacrifice ease and veneration, to put 
existence itself on a risk, and in very deed to 
subject it to the hard wear and tear of poverty, 
toil and contempt, was to make a surrender of 
no mean importance, to commit to another a trust 
of no trivial worth. 

Yet even more than this hail he committed to 
the Prophet of Nazareth. As an orthodox pupil 
of the Rabbis, Saul of Tarsus could not have 
doubted that the merits of Abraham gave him 
an unimpeachable right of entrance into the 
Paradise of God. But he had ceased to trust 
those merits, or to depend upon his fleshly de­
scent from the patriarch; he was resting upon 
the merits of Christ, boasted spiritual not carnal 
sonship to Abraham. Now in that choice, in­
terests which were eternal in their duration, and 
infinite in their importance, seemed to be in­
volved. It meant more than turning his back 
upon the past, and facing the toils, perils, and 
sorrows which lay before him. His soul, his 
spiritual future, Paradise and Gehenna, seemed 
involved in this choice. Were the merits of the 
Crucified better than those of the " Friend of 
God ? " Had he shut the door of Paradise or 
gained_ a sure and better en trance? Had he 
sinned against truth in forsaking Judaism, or 
had he grasped the Truth in accepting Christ? 
Or if Christianity were true, were his personal 
connections safe and saving? Was the " blas­
phemer, the persecutor, the injurious person" to 
have access into the eternal kingdom? Was 
he, "the chief of sinners,'' who had renounced 
Judaism, with its victims and annual Atone­
ment, some day to find that for him there was 
no sacrifice, no cleansing blood, no atoninn· 
victim? In one word, were the eternal interest~ 
involved in his choice of Christianity perfectly 
secure? 

For a season of testing would come; a day of 
strict inquisition; "that day," time's supreme 
moment. At one period that day appeared near; 
he seemed to catch its very dawn. How then 
would his interests fare? :Fame, ease, existence, 
were in comparison mere trifles. But the eternal 
interests, acceptance or rejection, the pardon or 
the condemnation of the " chief of sinners," these 
were matters of profound concern to him. How 
would these fare in that final crash of a speut 
world? )Vere those interests safe which he" hall 
committed unto Him?" 

But now the impatient hope of earlier years 
had gone; the Advent was a far-off event, and 
vast intervals of time seemed to stretch out 
between him ancl "that day." Empires woulcl 
" perish, ruined ancl abhorred," and others rise 
heirs of thoir might and crime:;; civilisation 
would make g-reat strides, new worlds would bo 
discovered, and tho world's face changed. How 
through those vast intervals of timt1, how in that 
great day of doom which should cousuu1mate the 
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wholo, wonl1l t.ho int.orcRts ho hrul committOll to 
Christ pnJHpor? St. l'a11 l hn,s no droiul; ho 
m1swors tho q11cfltio11 ho 1mggcsts. "Ho iH nhlo 
to keep that which I luwo committod unto 1 [im 
against that tlny." 

St .. l'anl did not rogrot thnt, not of oonunittn,J, 
nrnl hatl no neod to do so. 'l'ho prospects ho hnd 
rncrilicod ho hud roguiuocl ueeonling to tho pro­
mise "a hundred-fold now in this timo with per­
secutions." 'l'ho honour ho lost hns como back 
in immortal fame; ho who might for a. fow ycurs 
have boon the Jowish Ilo.bbi, ho.s for th0 cont\uio~. 
become tho Apostle of tho Gentiles. 'l'ho very life 
which ho riskod, rwd lost, o.nd yot rnvod in mar­
tyrdom would prolmbly in viow of his patriotic 
and enthusiastic tomporament havo boon sacrificed 
not many years la.tor in the destruction of Jeru­
salem, his death that of a fonatio not of a martyr. 
nut most of all his eternal interests wero secure, 
the deposit was safogunrded. The Son of God 

hnd "lovo,1 him, given UimRolf up for him." He 
luttl 11111clo tho persecutor a Rl1aror of His toih! and 
pains that ho might sharo the joy of His final 
victory. St. Paul felt tl10 ground beneath his 
foot was soliu rock ; his anchor was "both snro 
nnd stoaclfust;" that which ho had comrnitterl 
wns hold by Ono who wa9 "Faithful and 'I'rue" 
o.nd Almighty. 'l'ho great cloposit, his ungrudgerl 
nll, wus luid up with Christ; and when the crack 
of tloom. shall sound ho hoocls not, against that 
cloy Christ will guur<l. tho trust commit.tc,1 t,, 
}Jim .. lllcssecl aro thoy who, liko St. Paul, look 
not buck when they havo put hand to the plough, 
grudge not whut they havo consecrated, douht 

,neither tho might nor tho fidelity of Him for 
whom thoy devoted all, but who pass the stres, 
of life and look to tho clowning of that day with 
this confidonco in the heart and upon the lip, 
"I-lo is able to keep that which I have committed 
unto Him." 

CAIRO. 
DY nins. DREWER, AUTITOR 01' TIIE "IlOSPITAL SliETCHES." 

OF course we wont to the Pyramids, gazed at 
the Sphynx, and saw the other wonders 
familiar to evory tourist in Egypt. W o 

passed ono or two mud villages on our way ; these 
aro curious and like nothing we know of, tho 
rnofs aro covorod first with the dried tops of the 
s1?gar cane, and secondly by manure; so you may 
imagine what chance those who live in them 
wcruld have in time ofpestilonco; there are slits in 
the mud walls for light. 0110 visit which pleased 
us very much was Heliopolis, tho vory ancient 
city of On, whel'O Joseph and Potiphar dwelt, and 
of which only a few fragments of ruins are to bo 
seen. 'l'he obelisk is marvellous and covered 
with hieroglyphics which can bo seen and reacl 
only on the north side, for on tho others, exposed 
to the sun, the wild beos have built thoir comb, 
filling in every figure and sign. 

From horo we drove to tho Ostrich Farm in the 
desert, over a shaky bridge with a doop hole in 
tho middle. We saw about eight hundred birds; 
the young ones are pretty lively things, whito 
and spccklod, the oldor birds are vory fierce and 
havo long red necks with wings and bodies richly 
covered with black white and groy fcathors. Tho 
malo birds sit on tho eggs which tho females 
lie carelessly about on the sand. 

Nono can be said to havo seen Cairo who huvo 
not mado thomsolves intimately ucquaintecl with 
tho bazaars 11,nd the lifo ]eel in thom. 'l'hey a.re 
human beohivos lying bohind tho ohiof thorough­
fare, tho MouHky. 'l'hoy consist of 11,11 immense 
number of nu1Tow stroots, courts or alloys, 
running out of each other, with horn ancl thoro 
cX<]UiHitely carvOll Moori1:1h nrches and bulconiofl, 
and the lower floors of tlrn houses, tll(\80 cvo11 
with tho stroots, ure oblu11g; dous in whioh tho 

peoplo livo and work and sell; there are no 
windows; all ho.vo open fronts. Every tiny space 
within is made use of for tho goods, and on the 
counter, or raised platform, tho merchant squats, 
smoking often a naghileh, and behind him sit his 
work people engaged in gold or silver embroidery, 
or in the va1·ious works for which Cairo is noted. 
Tho purchaser is accommodated .with a chair in 
the street, and if he or she happen to find favour 
with the merchant, somo tiny cups of black coffee 
are brought on an engraved brass tray, and 
placed on a mother-o'-pearl table, and while 
it is being drunk the merchant sits cross-leo-o-ed 
on his low counter. The carpet ancl cu~b1in 
bazaars aro roally largo courtyards open to the 
heavens, with carved balconies, round which the 
stores are kopt.. The bazaars aro most fascinating 
plnces, nnd tompt visitors to spend much tiwo 
thoro, as well as a good deal of monoy. 

Our first visit to the Citndel wns to sec the 
mosque, the finest of all in Cairo. Wo had to 
put on big brown shoos over our own. The court 
of tho mosque has a lovely marble floor and 
fount tin whero the worshippors wash their feet. 
'l'ho wulls of the mosque aro nlal.lnstor, and when 
tho sun shines in through tho door or windows 
tboy look somi-transparent. 'l'ho floor is covered 
with costly carpets, of whioh the mosque hns n 
great storo, for rioh peoplo dosirous of standing 
wall with Allah give presents or leave logacics of 
oarpets to tho mosquo. 'l'horo woro hundreds of 
lamps hnnging from the roof. which is richly gilt 
and oolourod, but tho wimlows aro of simple 
oolonro1l gl11ss, or nt most hnvo Arabic letters on 
them, 110 figures of mon, nngols, or nnimnls being 
por111itto1l. 

'l'horo wo1'o sovornl worshippers withiu, aml 
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i-omo poor men lying nslcop, for homeless vngrnnts 
nro allowed to 'sleep in tho mosques nt night. 
Lucky people to luwo such luxurious cusun,l 
wanls, mill with no oukum to piok in return for 
the nccommodat.ion; und still further if they 
wnnt breakfast they hnve only to present them­
selves before tho Sheik in order to obtn,in it I 

'l'his wonderful attention to the poor and the 
idlo alike 1mzzlod us visitors from the Western 
·world. ,ve learned that there wore numerous 
establislnneuts in Egypt, called Risgah and 
Ouagfs maintained by the pious dispoeal of gifts 

IlOYS WE,\YIXG, 

by will. The first of these, founded by the sove­
reigns, is among other things set apart for the 
support of mosques, public schools and hospitals. 

Funds from the second are employed to support 
persons engaged in reading lectures on the 
Koran, repeating public prnyers over tombs on 
Fridays, and to mnintnin i;chools, to distribute 
alms both in money, food and olothing, to the 
poor, particul'lrly the blind. These revenues 
consist "principally of villages and sands given 
by the rulers of Egypt or individuals, aml of 
certain duties upon nrticles of consumption." 

'l'hoso responsible for collecting and distribut­
ing these funds are accountunts specinlly clmrged 
with keeping in a public register ull the Risgahs 

or endowments ; and inspectors to look after 
and receive the revenues and distribute them 
according to the design of the endowment. 

On our return from the mosque we were in 
time to see the entmnce of the new Khedive frum 
the tenace of Shepheard's Hotel. He looked bnt 
n boy, and his manner of entering was very 
Enstern. There was o. crowd of Arabs dancing. 
singing nncl shouting in front of him, and all who 
took part in the procession were to ns most 
interesting. First came a. carriage foll of veiled 
women, preceded by black ronners, or syce, in red, 

white, and gold raiment, 
can-ying long staves; 
then old men in flowing 
white robes on white 
donkeys, then Arabs on 
camels, a group of Eng­
lish soldiers in red and 
g o 1 d, a company of 
Egyptian soldiers in 
blue and silver and so 
on in ever varying and 
indescribable pictures; 
it was more like a 
variegated, moving, 
flower garden. 

The Howling Der­
vishes form one of the 
features of Cairo life 
which most visitors try 
to get a glimpse of, but 
this scene and the per­
formances have been too 
often described to detain 
the reader here with 
details. 

To those who ha,e 
lost friends in Cairo it 
may comfort them to 
know that the resting­
place of those who were 
dear to them is a peace­
ful well-cared-for spot in. 
Old Cairo, full of palms, 
poinsettias, and pink 
roses. The warm sun 
shines on it by day, and 
the bright and brilliant 
stars keep watch over it 
by night. The late 
Rector of St. George's 
Hanover Square, among 

others, lies there. The English cmd the F1·ench 
have their" God's Acre" side by side. 

W'ell, so fo1· we have spoken only of what every 
visitor to Cairo can sec, but we longed to know 
how the occupation of the English had affected 
the moral, physical, and social condition of tho 
people at present living on its soil. w·e are much 
indebted to Dean Butcher, who pointed out to 
us those in authority and best able to direct us. 
,ve mo.y so.y here that we feel proud of the work 
clone both in Cairo and Alexandria by the Eno-lish­
speo.king people, who IU'O the very life of ~very 
improvotnent in the condition of the people of 
the country. 

First lot us see how the native sick are tended 
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and cared for in Cuiro : how tho native women 
nud girle are being trained to help in thie great 
work, and who it is that hns iuuugmntcd thie 
blessed work of healing, 

squnre, with a mosque in the centre, whero tho 
men worship. It was formerly a barrack, or a 
priHon, rin<l it seems that until it was taken O\"er 
by Dr. Milton and the English sisters a few years 

DllASS DAZAAR, CAIRO. 

TJIE GREAT EUROPEAN HOSPITAL OF KASR-EL-A.INE 

FOR NATIVES IN CAIRO. 

This is a novel and most interesting hospital, 
differing in almost every particular from those 
we ha\'e been accustomed to in Europe. 

It is a great rambling place, built round a 

ago, it was a hospita~ o~ly ~u name. The neglect, 
dirt, and cruelty within its walls "ere beyond 
description. . . 

As we waited for some one to guide us over, 
we observed touches of Oriental colouring nnrl 
chai·acteristics, such as 1'6d and yt:llow striped 
curtnins before the doorways (there were no 
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doors); ghostly-looking pcoplo with dark skins, 
in long white robes glitling about; brown men, 
in gold and red t11rba11s, arnl sashes und white 
gowns; an open staircase, with Lrilliant Llue sky 
by way of roof; aud to remind us of home, a 
little black-and-white cat sunning itself; and, 
that which is always music, children's voices in 
the distance. 

At length ono of tho English sisters who are 
in clrnrge of this immense hospital came towards 
us in order to take us through it. She was clacl 
in white dress ancl apron, and a white handker­
chief over the head, and, Leing winter, a little 
dark blue cape over the shoulders, lined and 
piped with red, and the feet encase!:l in dainty 
shoes. A prettier picture in that eastern land 
one cannot imagine. 

The work is carried on with very much the 
same routine as an English hospital, under t.ho 
supervision of six English si5ters, who divide the 
work. One is matron, another is night super­
intendent-a very trying-post in this warm 
climate-a third at the head of the male surgical 
division; a fourth at the head of the medical 
section ; another takes charge of the " Hareem," 
or division set apart for the women, who are kept 
quite separate, accorcling to E6yptian custom, no 
men being allowed to pass through this quarter 
unless charged with important duties. 

The floors are all of stone, which of course is 
admirable in summer; but as Arabs feel the 
slightest cold very acutely, stoves are placed in 
the passages. Petroleum lamps are used through­
out the hospital when needed, with but two 
exceptions mentioned later on; lmt in reality 
very few lights are needed, as the Arabs get up 
at sunrise and go to bed at sundown, and no 
actual work is done after. Of course the night 
superintendent takes a light with her on her 
rounds. 

'l'he sisters' quarters usecl to be in the main 
building, merely shut off from the rest of the 
hospital by a curtain; but now a good house has 
been built for them facing the road, and almost 
touching the hospital. 

The matron caters for all six, for which each 
pays a certain sum down. 

The porters and boabs, or doorkeepers, are 
natives, and are chosen more·on account of their 
age than their efficiency. The Hareem ward1:1 
are large and airy, and at the end there is a 
small but complete dressing-room, which is both 
useful and necessary. 

The head and directing spirit or the whole 
hospital is Dr. Milton, an extremely clever man, 
and it was his idea to have this room attached to 

_ the wards, as some surgical cases can only be 
properly dressed on a table, ancl hero was one of 
polished wood. The patient is laid first on a 
i;tretcher, which is then placed on a 1rolly, aucl 
so without pain the sick person is brought from 
the bed to be dressed here, and iu the sarno 
manner taken hack. 

There are no mattresses to tho beds, as insect 
life is a great difficulty here. From the first wnr 
has been waged agairn;t it, now they use wire 
netting, and pink and wbito quilts, which aro 
all changed once in twenty days and clisiufocted, 

THE CHILDREN'S TESTIMONY. 

A TOUCHbIN?, storyMconJiea1 from ScotlanCrl. " Lnet 
Novcm er, says I r. o mson in The hronicle of 
the London Missionary Society, "n boy, five years 

old, hertl'll our agent, Mr. Wareham, preach in Austruther. 
He continually spolie a.bout the sermon artcrwar<ls, saying : 
'I must be a miasionnry when I grow up.' But bis wish 
"·ns not to be realised. In December he died of influenza, 
but just before the end, he so.id: 'I can't be a missionary 
uow, but Mr. Wareham snid n teacher could be kept for lOl. 
Mother, I want a teacher to preach to the heathen about 
Jesus, for me. I have Ill. 8s. 6d. in the bank. You must 
send Mr. Wareham IOl. of it, and the rest spend for Bib!cs.' 
'l'Le 10!. bus reached me, nnd is being applied to the 
support of a te:i,cber in Cu<ldapah.'' 

This incident recalls another one related by Mr. Holmes 
White, at the anniversary of the Religious Tract Society: 
•• About twenty years ago I knew n lac! who was in my 
class at a certain Sunday school-a puny lac!, who stam­
mered so badly that., though he "as seventeen years old, he 
[l,!ways had to be passed over wl,encver n verse or a chnptcr 
Iind to be l'Cad. A tradesman in the neighbourhood kindly 
gave him n place in his shop, nn<l gave Lim some small 
wage, which he gave to his grandmother, with whom he 
lived. Every morning she gave him something to buy his 
breakfast wilh. Twelve mouths afterwards the boy fell 
sick and lay on a dying bed, and, while be was thne, his 
grandmother, poking about bis room, found a heap of tracts. 
She said, 'Where <lid you get these tracts?' He replier!, 
'I bought them.' 'How could you buy them?' 'I bought 
them out of the savings I made from my breakfast money.' 
'And why did you do it?' 'Because,' he saitl, 'owing to 
my stammering I cannot speak for God, and I thought that 
by giving these tracts away I might do something for my 
Saviour.' A few days after that the lad died, and shortly 
ufter I beard that his self-sacrifice and the life that he had 
led had made such nn impression on his grandmother thut 
ahe too gave her heart to God.'' 

PnoFlTLESS QuESTio::,;rs.-A whole evening will be spent 
by brethren in discussing [l, question just about as Yl\lu[l,ble 
as the famous inquiry of the schoolmen, as to how muny 
angels woulcl be able to stand on the point of a single 
needle. After <liseussing it with some little temper, 
perhaps, and having prayed over it a gooi deal, too­
though I wonder how they dare do so-the whole of it 
ends in it bng of wiucl or a bottle of smoke, und nothing else. 
Had that same ti10e been spent in the Yisitution of the sick, 
m:rl reclaiming the Arnhs of our streets, the lifting up of tt,e 
rm1ianism and the blackgnardism of London into something 
like decency, morality, and Christianity, it might huve been 
much better. Ilut there is very much rubbish, nnd I r.m 
very much afruid wo all of us contribute to thut rubbish 
heap n little. "'o huvo nll somo favourite notion, somo 
conceit, some invention of our own, some addition to the 
Wortl, soma suhtmction from it, somo impossible theory, 
some dogmn. or doctrino rntl,cr of our own inventing than of 
Dible teaching, Ullll so th,,re is very much rnbbish, so tlrnt 
wo cannot lrnild tho wall. Docs uot one fed incliuc,1, full 
often, to SU)', " Oh, how I wish I could get [l,t it-really get 
ut it-got to doing something for God, und Clirist, uncl the 
souls of men." Just kt the dust c1ut come nnd ckar the 
wny. 'fhcso ycry excellent works upon futurity, and 
profound books upon nothing-yet, let them go, bciiulifully 
written ns they m·,,, uncl let us plunge into the mhlclle of 
cdfoirs, oucl suy, "Goil forbi<I that I should glory, s:1n, in 
tho cross of 0111· Lord Jesus Chl'ist.''-Sp111"!7<'011's Sermons. 



8O1\:IE OF THE OLD WELSH PREACHERS. 

DY D. DURFORn IIOOKE, 

RHYS l'nICIIARD-WILLIAM WILUUIS, 

WITH the Reformo.tion, Welshmen seem to 
ho.Yo lost the spirit of snored song. The 
first who did muoh to rocoYor it was 

RHYS I'RICIIARD, the vicnr of Llandovory. At 
tlutt timo both the Welsh clergy and their con­
gregations were in n terrible condition. Writing 
fort,y years a.l'ter the martyrdom of Pemy, "Vicar 
P1·ichard," ns he wns oo.lled, snys it was difficult 
to dcoido whether the clergyman, the farmer, the 
labourer, the artisan, the bailiff, the judge, or the 
nobleman were the most do.ring in impiety. The 
picture whioh he drew of Wales in tho early part 
of the sixteenth century, was of the saddest kind. 
Ho declared that not one in a hundred of his 
follow-countrymen could read the Bible; that no 
copies of the Scriptures were to be found in the 
mansions of the rioh, leave alone the cottages 
of the poor, and that religion was totally dis­
rogarded. Priohard's own career seems to bear 
proof of this. He owed his conversion to his 
goat. A frequenter of public houses, ho was 
followed by his goat with all the fidelity of a 
faithful dog. One day in a drunken frolic with 
his companions, he compelled the goat to drink 
with him. The effect may be imagined. The 
drunken goat soon excited Prichard's sympathies 
by his sad condition, and subsequently convinced 
him of his sin, for never again would ho follow 
his mastl!r into a public house. It led the young 
clero-yman to think, to repent and to be saved. 
It i~ thought that during the reign· of James I, 
he was probably the only evangelieal preacher in 
the diocese of St. David's. Not only WllB he 
vicar of Llaudovery, but chaplain to the earl 
of Essex, rector of Llo.nedi, prebendary of the 
collocriate church of Brecon, and subsequently 
cho.n~ellor of St. Do.vid's. He thus had unusual 
opportunities for preaching the gospel; multi­
tudes :flocked to hoar him, so that not oven 
the spacious cathedral o_f St .. David's-i~ s_ome 
respects the most beautifu! m Great Bntau~­
wo.s largo enoucrh to contam the crowds winch 
go.thered and thus he often preached in the 
open air. 

'l'ho need of some spirituo.l songs in which the 
people could give vent to their religious feelin~s 
camo home to him. Edmund Prys-who 1s 

reo-ardcd o.s the link between Welsh hymnology 
and the Reformation period-had not then pu!1-
lishecl his metrical version of the Psalms, m 
ordor, to quote his own words, "that tho Wels_h 
people lllight be enabled to praise Go::l from thou 
hearts." So Prichard turnocl the sn bstance of 
bis sormous into vorse for tbo bonofit of his 
parishioners, but they soon beomuo tho commo~1 
property of tho W olsh poop lo, and thus const1-
tutod tho firllt Weh1h hymn-book. At first only 
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written copies were circulated; but in 1646, 
two yoars after his death, many of them were 
gathered into a volume, to which was given the 
title of "Y Seren Fore, neu Ganwyll y Cymry" 
(" The l\Iorning Star; or, the ·Welshman's 
Candle.") Its publication marked the dawn of a 
new era in the religious life of Wales. "It is 
scarcely credible," says Canon Williams, "with 
what avidity and pleasure the work was received, 
read, and repeated, and, it may be said, sung by 
the people." 

The Rev. Williams Evans, Vicar of Llanhaden, 
published, in 1815, a translation into English 
verse, under the title of " The Morning Star, or 
the divine poems of Mr. Rhys Prichard, formerly 
Vicar of Llandovery." Some extracts will proba­
bly interest those English readers to whom "The 
Welshman's Candle" has hitherto been an un­
known book, giving as they do an insight into 
the condition of the Principality less than three 
centuries ago. To.ke the introductory "Epistle 
to the Reader," which follows the dedication of 
the book to the Earl of Essex. 

The glory of the Lord !-my country's guin­
Tl10 suit of friends-the poor's uffeotiug stmin­
Co.used me to print this little work of mine, 
For my compntrioh of the Cumbrie.n line. 

Because they toko in sermons no delight, 
But idlo songs with eugerness recite, 
I, for their good, huve thus employed my time, 
Ancl put tho doctrines, tbo.t ensue, in rhyme. 

For o.s I so.w fo.m'd Sal'sb'ry' 1 l11bour'd stile 
Negleoted by the unlenrned of our isle, 
I thtJrcforo took II metro short and plain,· 
Easy to re11d 11nd e11sy to retuin. 

Aud this my book, "The Welsh1u11n's Cnndle" nnm'd, 
Because, thl·rcin rvo most sincerely 11im'd 
E11ch ignorant 11nd clllrkling miud to light, 
Aud to.ught him how to servo his God •aright. 

To gh•o tho unletter'd 11n nssisting hand, 
Who, nt the bost, but littlo uuderstand. 
Thcso pooms I composed with plensiug care, 
Tho rest, I wecn, h11vo better p11Stors fnrl 

God gmnt tho Welsh sufficient light to know 
And sor1•0 Him while they sojourn hero below­
God grtlnt this "Candle," ns it WI\S ,fosign\1, 
l\foy givo unoning light o'on to tho blind! 

1 A roforonoo fo Willinm 811lesbury, "tho father ot' 
Wolsh roJi.-.ious litcrntm·,,," who, in 1567 pnblished trnns­
h1lions of tho Dook of Common Pri1yer, 11nd of tho ~frw 
Tost11111out. 



732 S01\m OF THE OLD WELSH PREACHERS 

Hero is a II l\Iorning Hymu," pouncd nearly 11, 

century before Kon wrote-

"Awnko Illy soul, nnd wilh tho sun 
'l'hy tl11ily sl11go of duty run." 

0 God, my snfl'gm\l'd nutl defence, 
l\ly fort, in every cxigenco, 
Ucccivc my lhnnks-'l'hou who dit!'st keep 
l\fo snfo lust night, whilst I ,lid sleep I 

A wntch, nrouud my hcnd, enoh night 
Thou pl11ccst, when I'm conquered quito 
By sleep, nud o'e1· me spre,ttlst Thy wing, 
When I'vo forgot cnch onrlhly thin g. 

Thou gi \'est 1ue sweet ouse nnd rest, 
Aud ev'ry night with them I'm !.,lest, 
Whereby this feel.,Je fmme, 0 Lord 1 
Is dnily to its strength restor'd. 

l\Iy grncious God does never close 
Or wink His eyes when I repose, 
Ilnt while I sleep within llis emus, 
Secure He keeps me from ull hnrlll9. 

Oh, whn,t n favour this I-that Thou 
The King of kings, should'st stoop so low 
As dust nnd ushes to 1"0g1ud, 
And unto mnn to be n gunrd ! 

The tithe cnn ne'er be pnid by me 
Of all the thnnks I owe to Thee, 
Good God, the truth I freely own­
"'us it but for this gift nlone. 

All glory, pow'r thanksgiving too, 
All pro.ise, respect, o.nd honoUl' due, • 
Let us unto tho Goclhend pny 
For His protection night nnd dny. 

In the fourth verse "wink" is evidently used 
in what is now an obsolete sense, namely to 
sleep. Chaucer thus uses it: " although I wake 
or wink." 

Though an attached Conformist, Vicar Prichard 
was anxious for his fellow-countrymen to go any­
where to hear the Gospel if they fonnd it not 
in their parish churches. So he bids them-

Quit thou tho pnrish, town, ancl ground, 
Quit fo.thcr, mother, friends, nnd kin, 

Quit house nud home-if the sweet sound 
Of God's Word cnn't bo he11rd within. 

'Tia better in soma cnve to hide, 
And sometimes hcnr the Gospel there, 

1'hnn in the richest vnlo resit!<', 
Where noue cnn e'er tho Gospel hcrn. 

'l'he reforence to the cave is evidently to bands 
of his fellow-countrymen who thus met for 
worship. ,villiams, of Pantycelyn, was the Eon 
of a <leaeon of a famous Carmarthenshire church 
which had to meet for a time in 11, cavo because 
of the persecution to which its members we1·0 
su lijccted. 

Hhys Prichard diell in December IGG-1-, nml 
ill 1mpposed by Anthony WoOLl to hcwo boon 

bu.rie!l in Llnndingad, tho parish in which 
Llnmlovery is situated. Yot no one knows of 
his gmvc, for whon in 1G82, tho learned Dr. Hull, 
Bishop of 8t. David's wished to be buried hy his 
sido, bis resting-place could not bo fonnd. His 
poom!l nro his monument. 'fo this day they are 
snicl to bo, "11, source of unspeakable comfort to 
young aml olcl, rich and poor, in every honsr, and 
on every hearth, wherever exists a \Velshman's 
spirit., or wherever beats a Welshman's heart." 

Among the poet-preachers c,f Wales, ,vrr,r.r.rn 
"\V1LLIA111s, of Pantycolyn stands pre-eminent. Hi!:! 
days wore spent nmid scenes dear to Rhys 
Prichard, and which were illuminated by his 
presence. The road along which he passed to 
school was often trodden by the Vicar of 
Llnndovery, and sights which inspired one, could 
not but have been suggestive to the muse of the 
other. 

What Isaac Watts and John Wesh1y did for 
English hymnology, Williams did for Wales. An 
edition of his works which was published in 
l 7li8 coutained upwards of oight hundred hymns, 
to which some sixty others have since been 
added. As "Glanffrwd," the late Vicar-Choral 
of St. Asaph and a recognised authority on 
Welsh hymnology, admits, it is a matter of 
history that his sacred songs and hymns did 
more than any thing else to arouse the people, 
and create a taste· for reading in all parts of 
Wales. They were a great factor in the spiritual 
education of the Welsh people. Many who could 
not read them, soon learnt them, and thus they 
lingered in the hearts and memories of thousal!ds. 
As the author of the "Sweet Singers of Wales" 
truly remarks, the hymns of "\Villiams "ha Ye 
both stirred and soothed a whole nation for more 
than a hundred years; they have helped to 
fashion a nation's character, and to deepen a. 
nation's piety. They have been sung by the 
shepherd on the moor and on the mountain, in 
the midst of romantic solitudes; or by the smith 
to the accompaniment of his ringing anvil; or by 
the miner in the weird halls of buried forest 
underneath the ground .... The mother hums 
one of his tender musings above 1he cradle of her 
child, surrounding its soft-winged slumbers with 
the praises of Him whose 'Yery name is music.' 
'fhe funeral procession 1akes up one of his str,iins 
of sorrow touched with hope, and sings it when 
nccompanying the deo.d to the lonely home, sings 
it musingly, measuredly moaningly.'' Few sights 
are more impressive than a ·welsh funernl, with 
its long line of mourners singing one of these 
plaintive songs. 

Willinm Willio.ms owed his conversion to 
Howell Harri~, the "relsh Reformer, whom ~ome 
have called "the Luther of ,vales," nnd others 
"the Elija11 of the Prinoipality." 'l'he story of 
his conversion is briefly this, Harris who at 
Oxford hnd como undor 1hat influence which 
lingered evon though the "'esloys had foft. 
llotormine,l on his return to the l'rinripality to 
give himself to ovnngolistic work. One of his 
contempornries says, ho "began to go uut in 
Breoom1hiro to exhort his noio·hbours cone,,rning 
the intorosts of thoir souls. 

0 
lfo soon grew i~1 



WILLIAM WILLIAMS. 733 

gift.11 nnd knowledge, nnd wont to other counties. 
Vast 1,umhers of JOttng people nncl others in 
,vales woro then quite irreligious .... "When 
Mr. Hanis begnn to 1iraverso the country, he 
thundered most nwfully against cursers, swearers 
drunkards, fighters, liars, Sabbath-breakers, eto.' 
and, as it were, scatterecl sparks of the fire of 
hell among them. Ho woulcl exhort in dwelling­
houses, fields, and wherever he could get people 
together to hear him; as Mr. Walter Craddock, 
Mr. Vavasor Powell, and others bad clone in 
Wales a hundred years before. But this was 
quite a new thing in our days, and its no,·elty 
attracted large multitudes to hear." 

The news of this earnest preacher reached 
William Williams, who was then studying at 
~ay with a '\"iew to entering the medical profes­
sion. Hanis was to preach, in virtue of the 
freehold of his father's grave, from the tombstone 
in the church, and at Talgarth after the usuai 
Sunday moming service. There is no record of 
the sermon, but it made a deep impression on 
Williams, who, in after years Wl'Ote.-" It was a 
morning which I shall always remember, for it 
was then that I heard the ,·oice from hea\'eu; I 
was apprehended as if by a wanant from on 
high." So his career in life was changed. Re 
ceased to be a medical student, and became a 
minister, being ordained in 1740 by the then 
Bishop of St. David's. Three years later he was 
deprived of his licence, for no less than nineteen 
charges had been brought against him. It was 
alleged that he sometimes preached in unconse­
crated spots, ancl. that his whole career was marked 
by hregular zeal. So he joined the banu of 
Methodist p1·eac!ters, became the poet-preacher 
of Wales, and W1·ote the songs which, for more 
than a hundred years, have comforted the living 
and cheered the dying. 

To English readers Williams is best known as 
the author of the hymn beginning with, "Guide 
me, 0 Thou Great Jehovah." This was first 
translated in 1773, and published as a leaflet 
with the following heading-"A favourite Hymn 
sung by Lady Huntingdon's Young Collegians.1 

Printed by the desire of many Christian friends. 
Lord, give it Thy blessing." The English trnns• 
lation bas always been felt by Welshmen to be 
very inadequate. The form in which it is at 
present used'is said to be due to the amendments 
of Keble. The following new translation, kindly 
supplied by the Rev. Henry Oliver, will be read 

1 The Countess of Huntingdon founded a College in 1768 
at Trevecca. It was removed in 1792 to Cheshunt. The 
opening sermon wo.s preached by George Whitfield, and 
among the tutors was Rev., John Williams, a son of the 
poet. His students included William Roby of lllanchester. 
Augustus Toplo.dy, author of the "Rock of Ages," has left 
an interesting record of the proceedings nt the uiuth anni­
,·ersn1·y, wheu be wo.s one of the preachers. He says " lhe 
eong1·egation w11e so large that the chapel would not have 
contained a fourth part of the people, who 11·cre supposed 
to amount to three thousand." Evidently most of them 
came on horseback, for "no fewer than one thouerLDd threo 
lmndred horses were turnrd into one large field ndjoining 
the college, besiclee what were stcitioued in the neighbouring 
villages. A seo.ft'old was erected nt one end of the collegti 
court, on wl1ieh I\ book-stand wns plnccd, nncl then six 
or se\·en of us preached, successively, to one of the most 
attentive and lively congregations I o\·er beheld." 

with interest, nncl possibly may find its way into 
gencrnl use-

Pilgrim through thig barren desert, 
Seeking home and fo.therlnncl, 

Guide me, Lorcl, through every clanger, 
Hold me with Thy powerful band ; 

Po11·er Almighty, 
Cnn nloue enetnin my soul. 

Let the fiery pillar's brightne.s, 
'fhrough the desert lcacl my way, 

Ancl the cloud with shadow soften, 
Rocky steep and glare of day. 

Brend of heaven, 
Feed me till I want no more. 

Open Thou the crystal fonntain, 
Whence the healing waters llow, 

Spreading verdure as they travel, 
And refreshing girta bestow; 

Pure enjoyment, 
Love's o'erll.o,v in streams of grace, 

When I tread the verge of Jordan, 
Meet death's terrors face to face 

(Thou Thyself bas felt its sharpness), 
0 sustain me by Thy Grace. 

Songs of Victory, 
Let me Bing in death's cold stream. 

Long and wide is Thy dominion, 
In Thy love I put my trust; 

Death and hell, and Satan's power 
Thon has levelled with the duse, 

Colv'ry's triumph, 
Be for e'er my strength and song. 

Another hymn by Williams is almost as 
well known to English readers, though, of the 
two, more 1·ema1·kable, name1y his Missionary 
Hvmn. Remarkable because it was written in 
1759, before any Missionary Society had been 
formed. On its surface it amply shows that a 
"general feature of Welsh hymns is their pictu­
resqueness. Almost every verse is a transcript 
from nature-spiritualised and illuminated." 
The hymn, which, by the way, has been strangely 
omitted from one or two recently published 
Hymnals, gives its own history. Williams, who 
was staying near the Prescelly Hills, rose one 
morning, before the sun. As the day broke, he 
saw the mountain ranges dark and gloomy. But 
as he tumed to the east, there was the day 
dawning with the promise of noontide glory. 
The following new translation, supplied by Mr. 
Oliver, will help the reader, even more than the 
old version, to realise these suuoundings-

'l'hrough tbe gloom that sbrouds the mouutoioa, 
Calmly look, my soul and gaze; 

All 'fhy troubles are but birth-pangs, 
or the promised day of grace. 

Blcssc,l Jub'lec, 
Lot my eyes behold Thy dawn! 

Let the bni·bnrous tribes of India, 
Let the cl nsky negro see, 

And in wonder hnil the conquest, 
Once obtnincd on C1\lrnrv. 

Shout the Yictory· 
To the worl,l's remotest bounds ! 
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O'er the 'l'l"ide dom,iios of dnrknces 
Roll the mighty flood of light; 

And from Ell!!tern const to Western, 
Let the morning chnsc the night; 

And Redemption 
In its mntchless lo\"e prevl\il. 

Dawn Rt length, thou blessed morning, 
On the realms of nncient night; 

Let the golden trurupot's echoes 
Put the bnnner'd foes to flight 

O'er the borders 
Of the Grent Immnnucl's lnnd. 

Speed Thy cour.e with lightnin(l' splendour, 
Let Thy victories never cease, 

Ewr wider be Thy limits, 
Aud thy glory still increase ; 

Thy dominion 
Shall extend from sea to sea. 

Lord Selborne, in his lecture on " Hymnody," 
alludes to Williams as being the author of "some 
of our sweetest hymns." In his Book of Praise 
he quotes, in addition to " Guide me, 0 Thou 
Great Jehovah," two hymns beginning with 
"Beneath thy Cross I lay me down," and" Jesus 
lead me by Thy power." In a hymn-book, 
published in 1788, for use in the Countess of 
Huntingdon's chapels, and which remained in 
use until thirty, or thirty-five · years ago, there 
were several others. Notably "Jesus is all my 
hope," "Jesus, whose Almighty sceptre," and 
"Lord, let my spirit dwell." 

Until recently, Wales, though a land of hymns, 
was not a land of hymn books. My first visit to 
the Principality was about twenty-six years ago. 
I had occasion to spend a Sunday at Ruthin, in 
the Vale of Clwyd, where Mr. J. D. Jones, to 
whom Wales is so much indebted for its service 
of praise, then resided. I was greatly struck by 
the fact that though I saw almost ihe whole of a 
congregation without hymn books, yet I heard 

congregational singing of the heartiest character. 
Tho foct wna the people knew the hymns by 
henrt, and, save the prencher, the choir, ancl those 
who occupied the "big pew," few thought of 
r;ecuring a hymn-book. In this sense the poet­
preachers of \Voles did more for their country 
than Watt~ and Wesley did for England, because, 
committed to memory, the verses had a greater 
influence on tho hearts and thus on tb':l lives of 
the people, than was possible if only sung from 
the printed page. True, this limite,l the selection 
of hymns to o. comparatively small number, but 
far better to know a. few good hymn~ so well 
that they become a. part of our spiritual life, than 
have a mere smattering of many. Written more 
than a. century ago, the hymns of Willia.ms of 
Pantycelyn, exercise a powerful influence on the 
religious life of Wales to-day. Now that each 
denomination has its own Welsh hymn-book, it 
will be found that in every case more hyrnns are 
quoted from the works of Williams than from 
those of any other author. 

'fhe poet, who was born in the year 17 i 7, at 
Cefncoed, near Llandovery, died on 11th January 
1791. Eleven days before · he passed away he 
wrote to Mr. Charles at Bala :-" I have but little 
hope that I shall be able to go out much more, if 
at all again, for I am even se~enty-thrce years 
old. But think what a disappointment it mnst 
be to one who used to travel 3000 miles yearly, 
during 50 years, and is now not able to move 
any more than about 40 feet in· a day-that is 
from the fire to the bed! But thus my Lord 
would deal with ine, and it is good." 

Williams was buried in Llanfair-ar-y-Bryn 
churchyard, in the Vale of Towy, where an 
inscription tells how 

He nwaits . the coming of the Morning 
Star which shall usher in the glories 
Of the first Resurrection. 

ENDING IN SMOKE. 

E was not christened Chnffy, 
but he always went by that 
oawe. He lived with his 
grcrn<lmother in one of the 
small houses by the cnual; 
nnd until he struck up n. 
friendship with llick 
Brown, was ns hnppy ne the 
dllys were long. Why nut? 

His time of life-eleven yenrs olcl 
last birthday-is ono genernlly as­
socinted with lightness of heart; he 
had enough to eat; plenty of fresh 
air; his gnrments, if not exactly the 
Jnteat cut, '\'l"ere clenn and service­
able ; nnd his grnnny, a most 
<:stimablc old Indy who took in 

wMhiog, thought a grent deal of her boy, nncl looked nfter 
him like n. mother. 

Chuffy in return loved her sincerely, and re$pected her 
too; for granny, remembering . Solomon's mnxim about 
sparing the rod nnd spoiling the child, kept a enue for tho 
purpose of discipline, nnd wns stout-heru:tcd enough to use 
it effectively when occasion required. But this wns not 
often. Gencrnlly spenking, Chutry, 118 she proudly re­
marked, wns good ns gold, and getting so hnncly l\t <.-arryiug 
the clothes to nnd fro thnt she didn't know wh1\t she would 
do without hi:.n. • 

It wns only nt odd times-the dinner honr 01· on hnlf 
holiclnys-thl\t he cnrried home the clothes; his profo,sional 
dulicd wcro not nllowcd lo interfere with his srhooliug, for 
Chutry wns n "schohll'd," to quote grnnny ngnb,, and 
prosecutecl his studies with much nrdour at tho village 
school where ho hoped to goiu n prize nt midsummer, not 
only for sums, which he hnd n. wonderful hen,l for, but nlso 
for puuclunlity. The vionr's wifo hnd prou1is,,,l nn illus­
ln\ted " Pil1,'Tim's Progress" to C\'ery boy who slwuld b,• 
neither Into nor nbsent 1luriug the wholo term; t\t1tl, so fur. 
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Chnffy hnd fl\ithfully fulfilled those condilione, with somo 
help from granny, whose occnsionnl "huny up, my Ind," 
when he lingered too long over hie second helping of 
pu,lding, or forgot timo over hie new mbbit-hutch, really 
ought to have entitled her to half the prize. 

l•'or Chn!Ty wne thoughtless. Well-menning enough; 
you could not look on his frank, sunburnt fnco 1md doubt 
that; but thoughtlesH certuinly; and apt to think too 
highly of any one with a little bit of bounce. 

Thl\t is whJ Mick's friendship did him no good. Mick hnd 
n great denl of bounce; and Chuffy, without stopping to test 
the worth of his pretensions, believed in him nt onct•, and 
felt quite proud to be the chosen companion of such a hero. 

He had to keep quiet on the subject at home though, for 
granny could not be brought to sco it at all in the samo 
light. To her tl,is new friend "\"\"as simply on idl<J young 
scapegrace, who if he dicl not mend his ways would come to 

"Sorry I haven't one to offer you I" said he, grandly, 
between the puffs. 

Chu!Ty WM not sorry at nil, but 110 didn't say so. It 
would nevor do to own he had never smoked, IVhen Mick, 
who, in spite of hie thirteen years, wns smaller than he, 
could mannge it quite easily, I forgot to say that for a 
hero Mick wus very puny, being pale-faced and stunted in 
growth; perhaps the tobacco had something to cio with it, 
Chuffy could not etay long, he had still some distance to 
go; but he put clown hie basket for a chat of five minutes 
or so. He refused, rather ehamefnccdly, the generous off'er 
of a few puffs f1 om the cigar; and was relieved when Mick 
replied in hie patronibing manner, '' Well, you're right; 
you can't get the flavour that way." Foolish Chuft'y felt 
elated lo find he had unconsciously said the right thing. 
On the spur of tho moment, and noxious not to lose ground, 
he warmly received Mick's promise to give him a cigar on 

HE1 TOO, STRUCK A MATCH AND LIGHTED UP, 

no go0d. Other people shared granny's opinion; people 
who might fairly be supposed to know more than the little 
boy, who persisted in thinking they were all unaccountably 
mistaken. Yee, this was it, Chuft'y felt sure; they were 
mistaken. Why, some of the very things they most blamed 
in Mick, really made him, according to Chuffy, more worthy 
of admiration. 

So he continued to enjoy Mick's society whenever and 
wherever he could get it. The when often occurred during 
the journeys with the clothes; the where was generally some 
quiet out-of-the-way corner in which he would suddenly come 
upon Mick, kicking hie heels together with the lordly air of 
one whooo time is at hie own disposal; or perhaps engaged 
in tl10 useful occupation of whittling a stick. Once he had 
actually a cigar in hie mouth-none of your brown sugnr 
imitntious, artfully tipped with golcl leaf for the lighted 
encl; Chuffy himself had bought these before now, nnd 
smoked, or rather sucked them with much relish; bnt a real 
cigar from which, on his friend's approac.h, ho puffed out 
such a cloud of smoke that Chuffy's blue eyes, opened wido 
in admiring a.we, blinked again. 

the first opportunity. " I know it aint easy for you to get 
'em," remarked that young gentleman, considerately. 
"And it's hard lines on a sensible chap who knows what's 
good." Here Mick iudulgcd in a quiet wink, which Chuft'y 
did not see, as ho ·wne getting the basket on his hea.d, 
preparatory to moving off. 

"You won't come on a bit?" 
" Catch me at it I" returned Miok, politely. "rm not 

tied to on old woman's apron-strings, and it's broiling 
enough iu the shade, let alone ponnding along iu the sun." 
He stretched himself lazily on tho grl\llS as he spoke, and 
tilted hie ragged cap over hie eyes. Chuft'y, tall and stro,,g 
and comfortably clothed, actually looked at this idle, 
untidy whippersnapper with something like enTy; ho 
seemed so free and in<lepcn<leot--so manly ! Chuft'y had 
yet to learn that true manliness is very for removed from 
boasting talk, and slang, and the apeing of othe1· people's 
munners und h11bits. 

Ho trudged on discontentoclly. Really this bright June 
moming w11s too hot for work. It wanted but a wel·k to 
Midsummer. He h11d been counting the clays with consider-
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nblll g-lcc just bC'forc thnt meeting wilh l\liek; 1\·omlcl'ing­
whnt. his" Pilgrim's Progress"-hc nlrcndy lookctl upon it 
ns his, he Wl\8 hnr<lly likely to lose it in a. \\'eek-would bo 
like; thinking how granny would enjoy henring him rencl it 
nloud, while she did her clenr-stnrching or her ironing. 
Now he bcgnn to question whether Mick might not 
l.'onsidcr this n ,nme way of spending timr. Pcrhnps it 1\"RS 

mther bcnooth a young fellow who, if he did not exo.otly 
smoke, hnd at nil events been offered o. cigo.r. And why 
shouldn't he Sllloke? 'Chulfy pulled a 1·nsh frolll the 1\'cty­
side, nnd placing it between his lips, gmvely went through 
much expressive p1mtomimc. He wondered whether the 
real thing wns difficult; he felt it would be wiser to let it 
nlonc. Well, l\Iick might forget nil about his promise ; 
but if he didn't-at this point Chutfy threw away his rush 
and his scruples, and hastened home. 

Aud the very next day there was Mick o.wo.iting him 
under the convenient shadow of a blnnk wnll. Mick­
triumphantly displaying two rolls of strong smelling 
tobacco; one for himself, one for his friend. Chuffy 
flushed up guiltily as the girt reached bis hand. He set 
down his empty basket-he was on the way back to 
dinncr-nnd muttered something a.bout being too nenr 
home; hut Micl, laughed fear to scorn. And theu to see 
how conlly he struck a match, and puffed away like an old 
smoker·! Why, that <lisreputable father of his, who spent 
most of bis tiwe and money in the public house, Cf)uld not 
do it bette1· ! Cliutfy's ambition was fired immediately by 
the sight of Miok with his hands thrust in his pockets, his 
elbows stuck out, and his shabby jacket thrown magnifi­
cently back. He felt sure in his heart of hearts that the 
cigar would prove intolerably nasty; the smoke from 
l\lick's already gave him a tickling cough ; but native pluck 
came to his aid-was he not British born-a~d he too 
struck a match anµ lighted up. 

It was nice-oh ! very nice. "Draws well, don't it?" 
said Mick. Even as Clrnffy had before grown red with 
excitement, so he now turned pale-with pleasure of course. 
Soon several new an:l bewildering sensations began to 
occnpy him, or he might have seen little Stephen Porter 
peeping round the comer. There was a mischievous grin 
on Steevy's race as he made full speed for the cottage at the 
end or the row. 

"Please, Mrs. Robins, your boy's a. smoking along with 
lllick Brown round by the waste ground." 

It was BUch a shock that granny scorched the frill of old 
Mrs. Lynn's best night cap, which she happened to be 
golfe1ing. " Smoking! the young rascal!" Then not 
stopping to put on her bonnet, nor even to_ tum down ~er 
sleeves, she just laid hold of her trusty switch and salhecl 
forth, swooping down on the culprit almost as quickly ns 
nimble Steevy could have clone. But the uplifted co.ne fell 
harmlessly enough; granny ha<l not the heart to strike such 
a 1\'0ebegone object. Chulfy was very pale; he looked us 
if he were going to be sick; he also appenred to find some 
<lifficulty in standing; and on his grandmother's appear­
ance. no other seat being near, subsided suddenly into the 
empty clothee-basket; from which haven of 1-efuge he 
feebly informed he1· that he didn't feel very well. 

"Humph! so it seems ! " said granny, looking a.bout for 
help in this dilemma. Mick had prudently n1o.de himself 
scarce ; but Sleevy's big brother, passing by to his work, 
goocl-unluredly lent a hand; and between them poor Chuffy 
was cnrried ignominiously home. 

How kind grnuny was I How she bathed his forehend; 
and soothed the thl'ocs wliich mndo his lifo a burden fo1· the 
next half houl'. Even in the midst of his cliscomfol't ho 
could not help rcmol'sefully recalling the unworthy thoughts 
of yeslerdny o.nd to-clny. Tied to un ohl woman's npron 
i;tring incked ! It was lucky for him ho hod got her to look 

nrter him; 11111! to whom did he owe his rcRpeclo.ble 
bringing up, nnd comfortnble home, if not to her? Some­
thing of this he dimly felt M well as his swimming henc\ 
would let him. Then came another recollection. " Oh! 
gran11y, it must be ever so late-I've lost the prize ! " 
"Not n doubt or it!" said gronny. "There's no more 
school for you to-rlo.y; nnd as for the ' Pilgrim's Progress' 
thnt you were going to read so fine to me," her eye fell on 
the unlucky night cap, o.ncl she could not resist adding, 
"thnt's nil curled iu smoke, my boy." 

"They've come I" put in the irrepressible Stcevy, who 
hncl volunteered to sit by Chutfy, while gr.,nny went to 
make peace with the owner of the night-cap. "'fho 
prizes have r.ome; I saw 'em being unpacked in the school­
house. Ain't they lovely, all green and gold!" 

Chulfy groaned ; it was the lost straw. 
In the evening the scboolma.stcr looked in, quite 

concerned a.t the failure of one of his best pupils. He o.nd 
Chutfy had a long talk, silting in the porch ; how delicious 
was the seen t or the roses after that tobacco ! 

"I shall never smoke again, even when I am a man," 
announced Chu:ffy with con'l"iction. 

" Well, la.cl, 110 doubt you'll be better olf if you have 
the courage to stick to that resolution," said the school­
master. 

"Courage I" repeated Chuffy, " why, the courage is 
wnnted to begin, it seems to me." 

The schoolmaster smiled, and shook his head. "Not the 
eoura.ge I mean. That was the mistake yon made to-day, 
Chutfy. Yoo. s.?e you were '\"ery anxious to appear knowing 
and mannish; and terribly afraid or Mick's opinion-of 
Mick's opinion," repeated the schoolmaster contemptoously, 
while Chu:ffy felt himself growing a bright scarlet up to the 
Tery roots of his hair, "and therefore you ventured to act on 
the sly as you dared not act at home. I don't see mucb 
bravery in that, do you ? " 

"No I" said Chutfy, humbly. 
"Cheer up, Ind I" said his friend. "There is a nobler 

courage which, please God, shall make a man of you yet. 
It is the courage to do nothing which you would be 
ashamed your friends should know. Ask that good 
grandmother of yours .whether her favourite Solomon does 
not say 'The folly of fools is deceit.' " 

Then the schoolmastenaid good night; and Chuff'y sat 
a little longer iu the porch, and presently went to bed, 
seeing his adventure in its true light, and wondering how 
he could have been so stupid. 

To day be is the proud possessor of a beautifitl" Pilgrim's 
Progress," but he ho.d to wait another halfycnr before he 
got it; ·and he seldom turns its pages without remembering 
how his first attempt to gain the punotunlity prize ended in 
smoke. 

SYDXEY GREY, 

ANSWER TO SCRIPTURE SCENE. 
NO, 1.-p. 621. 

The meeting of Elisha and Hazncl, 2 Kings \'iii. 9--11; 
2 mngs :di. 17, 18; Amos i. 4 ; 2 Kings iii. 11 ; xiii. 20, 21. 
I Kings xx. 16; 1 Sam. i. H, 15; 2 Kings viii. 15; 
2 Kings xiii. 20-24. 

ANSWER TO SCRIPTURE ENIGl\IA. 
NO. xx,x.-p. 621.-smo~ PE':'Ell.-1\Intt. xxyi. 70-7-1. 

I. S cri P, Malt. x. 10. 
2. I srnelit 1: . John i. -17. 
3. 111 ount Arnl'I\ 'I'. Oen. viii. -l. • 
4. O boclicnc E. ISnm.X\'.22; Actsv.29. 
5. N ic11110 U . Acts Yi. 5. 




