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that all the subsequent history of my inward
life turned upon just that.

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

The rooms were crowded, for the squire was
celebrating his silver wedding, and not only
the people round about, but friends from London
and {rom distant parts of Epgland 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 ho 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 matter of course that our
ways could never really divefge. 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 has learnt to
love me differently since he has been away,” and
I suddenly squeezed Babbie’s lit_tle. hand. “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
Iwas. Shelived toonear 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
say now—it seems so long ago—that I was
beautiful ; not so regularly beautiful as Babbie,
but much more strikingly so. People grew to
love her face, but they used to stare at me as I
passed, and comment audibly on my brilliant
complexion and the great long-lashed, gray ¢yes,
which changed with every emotion. It was my
beauty which attracted people to my personality ;
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it was Babbie’s personality which made them
recognise her beauty.

Lven in those days I was not very vain of my
appearance. As Babbie said: “ God had made us
like that, and we couldn’t help being glad; but
it would bo a poor way of showing gratitude to
wpoil 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,
and 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
Lhe had been doing and thinking in 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.”

“0Oh, not yet,” I answered, “unless you are
tired, dear. I should not care to leave until I
have spoken to Arthur.”

“«T 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 eaid, “I have mot 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 Devon-
shire. And so,” quite suddenly and irrelevantly,
« Arthur Gordon is going to be married.”

Strange, that often the most harmless of our
acquaintance should become invested with a
terror mnot 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.

But ho did not know. No one knew. Around
us was still the lively, chattering crowd—the
band was playing a gavotte—all was light and
gaiety. Nothing was changed, except just
myself. But since we regard things from our
own consciousness, overything was changed.

I wonder if a more skilful physiognomist
would have seen what he had done, or whether
my control over myself was as complete as it
seemed.
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“T did not know it,” said o voico—surely not
my voice.

“Dear me, yes! Ie told me about it himsclf.
She was at the same hotel in Switzerland, and
they met daily. There is nothing like propin-
quity,* you know. I tell you who she is, a
daughter of Druson, the qc. You've heard of
him, I expect.”

«“Oh, yes!” I answered.
will be happy.”

“ Marriage is a lottery,” he remarked, taking
refuge in a platitude, and turned the conversa-
tion into other chanmnels. I let him talk, and if
I was not a good listencr, I was a sufficiently
silent one to please him. I was longing—longin
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, in 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 wvoice, “don’t be
nice to me yet, Babbie. I can't stand it” I
gulped down the great hard lump that rose in

“Well, I hope he

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 be held out his
hand. He could not help it. I laid mine in it,
and answered his “ Good night.”

« And,” T added, “I hear I must congratulate
you. I hope you will have every happiness.”

“ Thanlk you,” he said, with genuine feeling,
and he 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 Jown, little Barbara. You suffered for
others. He was wise in taking you early to
Himself. There was no need for you to wear
through the long fight as I have done, learning
slowly throngh lossand pain . . . In my memory
of you there is u tender, sanctifying grace as of
moonlight that falls even on ruins and beautifies
them—and we who look praise, not the moon-
light, but the ruins.

All the long night T lay in tearless misery,
hard, rebellious, crushed. I turned my face
away from God, and for the first time since
my childhood did not give myself into His
keeping at the close of the day. Why had this
thing been allowed? We were meant for each
other, We should have been happy and usoful
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together. My life, at any rate, was ruined, and,
for all T know, his—for if I was the one perfect
partner for him, any other union must be
imperfect.  And he loved me, was in love with
me, There was no doubt about it. Everyhody
who knew us well recognised the fact, and I
scarched the past for proofs of it. They were
convincing, then why had he acted thus? To
this question I could 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
for that reason, had never analysed his 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, he 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 Dblamed. Why did He let things go so
wrong? If He controlled our actions, why didn’t
He prevent this? It would not have happened
if even we had been affianced, for Arthur was
not dishonourable; only perhaps mnot quite

.spiritual enough to discern the union that did

exist between our souls, and which would have
made it impossible for we to even think of
marriage with any other man.

I felt as though his death would have been a
smaller trouble to me than this separation in
life. For 1 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
s0, in bitter disappointment, I turned away from
my Father and went wearily into the darkness
to weep. I would not listen to His voice calling
me back. “I don’t want anything else,” said my
heart like a sulky child. ¢Leave me alone. I
do mnot believe you love me, because you have
given to another the only thing I cared to have.
You led me to expect it; and mow 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 kuew
who had put them there; and I knew too why
Babbie's lips were so tremulous, and why every
now and then her eyes filled with tears. My
aunt, with whom we lived (for we were orphans),
was eager for an account of our doings. Tt was
1 who told her all she craved to hear; who was
there, and what everybody wore, and how many
people wanted to tako us to supper. It was I,
too, who informed her unfalteringly about
Arthur's ongagewment, and listened to her com-
ments and surmises with a passionless interest
that surprised even myself. .

All day I busied mysolf with work. I visited
my poor people, I had a singing lesson,’I studied
Gorman till my head acliod, and so gut ghought

3a
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from me.  When the evening came, and tho twi-
light and the terriblo ycarning which was new
to me stole subtly into my being, I crushed it
back valinntly. I went into tho drawing-room
and played. I chose all my wildest, most pas-
sionate pieces, and I put into them such power as
I had never done before. The others came in to
listen, and my aunt expressed an opinion that
she believed 1 had real genius for music. (Al,
somotimes I wonder if some gonius is not after
all the child of a great despair.) And at last it
was once more night, and I was alone in my little
room.

Then I took from a drawer an old carved box
I possessed, and pulled out all the letters I had
cver 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 enocugh
to please me, and so I put my hands in among
the feeble flames, and snatching the bulky enve-
lopes, tore the contents across and across, and
flinging them from me in little heaps, applied
to them match after watch.

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 caught me in her
arms. .

“Oh Molly,” she cried, “how can you be so
brave ?” :

“Bah!"” Isaid; “I am not brave. I am reck-
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 its recent
work, and smoothed it with her own. She
had too much tact to contradict me or preach
1o me. .

«It’s absurd,” I went on, “ to imagine our live
are ordered for us. I don’t see how I can ever
have 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 me? Most girls,
that girl probably, could love any man and be
contented with him; but there is only one in ten
thousand would do for me, and Arthur was that
one.”

“I was not meant for unhappiness.” T went
on presently, encouraged by Babbie’s sympa'thptlc
silence. “Some people are meek and submissive,
and they can get along; but I am not like that.
I am no good unless I am happy. When you are
full of your own sorrow you can’t serve other
people or sympathise with them half so much as
you can then. . . . Still, it's no good talking.
I've got to live, and I shall do it, I suppose; but
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I hope it won’t be for long. I wish there were
consanption in the family,” I concluded.

“ Oh Molly,” said Babbie, reproachfully.

I don’t sec unything to be shocked at,” I began
defiantly. “I mean jt. I wish I could die.” I
shall never be able to live all the long, lonely
years.”

« T shall be with you to help you, darling.”

Oh Bablie—how little you thought you would
break that promiso!—And yet—who knows?
Perbaps you bave 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 yon,
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. 1 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. O, 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 have 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, whether it be
working, or playing, or loving, or grieving, no
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 much it pained me, for if it
gaped wide and 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 many
looked at me enquiringly, anxious, not unkindly
so, to discover if I did mind at all, and the pride
in mo rose up and drow a veil over my face and
eyos, and said: “they shall not see vou.” Worst
of all I had to meet Arthur and treat him as a
friend, be not too cold lest he should suapect me,
not too kind becauso the remembranco of that
othor woman forbade me; and though he avoided
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mo rather than sought me out, yet he too did not
wish to appear different, and thorofore was con-
strained in my society. If I had been o coquette,
more worldly-wise, less innocent, perhaps I should
have tried to win him back. That I could have
dono so I have no doubt. Only, thank God, that
never entered into my thoughts for an instant.
I could not have been Babbie's sister, and har-
boured such a notion; it would have 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 wy 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 forget, 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. 1
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!” she said briefly.

“'Well?” I enquired, with as much enthusiasm
as I could muster.

“Put down your work. Come for a walk,
And I will explain.”

I obeyed her. She put her arm through mine
and we sauntered into the orchard.

“T 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
here. Perhaps it’s even 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.”

A

Sho paused, cvidently a little anxious to see
how I should tuke what she was saying, I
vouchsafed no remark, so she went on more
quickly: “I wrote to Mr. Marsham” (our
guardian), “and he has found the very thing.
There is a gentleman in London, most interesting
he says, with a blind sister; they live in Bland-
ford Square, wherever that may be, and work
among the poor. He wants a secretary, and she
a companion, and they would like someone briglht
and intelligent, and they don’t mind paying a
good salary. Amnd, of course,” she concluded
breathlessly, ¢ though you don’t need the money
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 T 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.”
evasively.

] 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 clasped
my little sister in my arms and kissed her almost
passionately.

«I shall never be as useful as you are,” I said.

“ Babbie, how can I thank you? hat made
you think of it.”

“ T suppose God put it in my mind,” she said
quietly. ¢ He wants you to be happy too.”

She answered

==

THE SPIRITUAL EXPERIENCE OF ST. PAUL.

THE SURRENDER TO CIIRISI’S WILL AND KEEPING.

“He is able to keep that which I have committed unto Him against thet day.”—2 Tim. i 12.

GAIN is St. Paul reverting to that supreme
moment of his life, his conversion on the
way to Damascus. He who had regarded

himself as in that great crisis apprehended by
Christ, and led in the trinmphal procession by
hig conquering Lord, or as branded with the
tokens of the Redeemer’s ownership, or fascinated
by a heavenly vision to which he dared not re-

{use obedicnce, in theso words considers himself
an a pledge surrondored to the abselute will and
safe keeping of Josus Christ, as a deposit cowm-
mittod to the sure protection of thoso piereced
hands which for his salvation had been nailed to
tho cross of shame,

St. Paul had oxoouted a deed of entrustment,
had made a great surronder, had committed to
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other hands and Another’s care that which to him
was of surpassing worth. For the moment this
is to him the key that unlocks his bistory, the
supreme fact of his life, the most conspicuous
aspect of his conversion—*1I committed unto
1tm.” He had made a final and absolute sur-
render of all into the control and keeping of
Another. The action had made a stupendous
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 lad 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.”!
‘The martyrs whether in heaven or upon the
carth ; who bad experienced his efforts, by cajolery,
-craft, 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 thera.?
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 inscribed 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 experience 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 entrustment
he 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 decades 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 inmsignificant for contemporary writers to
notice, and 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 disciples.
But that ease and honour he forfeited to become
a wandering apostle, with his own hand supply-
ing his necessities, to be regarded as ““the filth of
the world and the off-scouring of all things.” 3
Upon this venture of u new faith he placed life
itself; he exposed it to innumerable perils, he
passed it in poverty, wore it out in toil, suﬁ'c}'ed
it to become virtually worthless by long im-
prisonment, and poured it out in a martyr's
death, How different to the life of which he
might have dreamt, prolonged and rovered,

1 Gal. i. 23, 24, 2 Acts xxvi. 10. 31 Cor. iv. 13.
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closing amid tears and plaudits; the champion of,
not the apostate from, the ancestral faith. To
no man could such a surrender have been a light
matter. It was more than casting out the mere
ballast to lighten the overweighted ship; thig
was the throwing overboard of the most precious
cargo borne on life’'s voyage. To renounce such
prospects, to sacrifice ease and veneration, to put
oxistence 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 had 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 entrance? 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 rencunced
Judaism, with its victims and annual Atone-
ment, some day to find that for him there was
no sacrifice, no cleansing blood, no atoning
victim? In one word, were the eternal interests
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? KFame, 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? Were those interests safe which he < had
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
botween him and “that day.” Empires would
¢ perish, ruined and abhorred,” and others rise
heirs of their might and crimes; civilisation
would make great strides, new worlds would bo
discovered, and the world’s face changed. How
through those vast intervals of time, how in that
great day of doom which should consummate the
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wholo, would the intorests he had commikted to
Christ prosper?  St. P'anl has no drond; ho
answors the question ho suggests. “Io is ablo
to keep that which I havo committed unto lim
against that day.”

St. Panl did not rogrot that act of commilital,
and had no need to do so. The prospects he had
sacrificod he had roguinod according to tho pro-
miso ““a hundred-fold now in this time with por-
sceutions.” The honour ho lost has como back
in immortal fame; Lo who might for o fow years

have boon the Jewish Rabbi, has for the conturies,

become tho Apostle of tho Gentiles. I'ho veory lifo
which ho risked, and lost, and yet savod in mar-
tyrdom would probably in view of hLis patriotic
and cnthusiastic temperament have boen sacrificed
not many years later in the destruction of Jeru-
salem, his death that of a fanatio not of a martyr.
But most of all his oternal interests were securo,
the deposit was safeguarded. The Son of God

had *lovoed hir, given Ilimself up-for him.” e
had mado tho persccutor a sharor of His toils and
pains that ho might sharo the joy of His final
victory. St. Iaul felt tho ground beneath his
foot was solid rock ; his anchor was * both sure
and stoadfust;” that which he had cominitted
was held by One who was * Faithful and True”
and Almighty. The great doposit, hisungrudged
oll, was loid up with Christ; and when the crack
of doom shall sound ho hoods not, against that
day Christ will guard tho trust committed to
Ilin, Blessed are they who, like St. Panl, look
not back when they have put hand to the plough,
grudge not what thoy have consccrated, doubt

‘ncither the might nor the fidelity of Ilim for

whom they devoted all, but who pass the stres-
of life and look to the dawning of that day with
this confidence in the heart and upon the lip,
“ e is able to keep that which I have committed
unto Him."”

CAIRO.

DY MRS. BREWER, AUTHIOR OF THE “ HOSPITAL SEETCHES.”

T course we went to the Pyramids, gazed at
the Sphynx, and saw the other wonders
familiar to every tourist in Egypt. We

passed ono or two mud villages on our way ; theso
are curious and like mnothing we know of, the
roofs are covered first with the dried tops of the
sugar cane, and secondly by manure; so you may
imagine what chance those who live in them
would have in time of pestilence ; there are slits in
the mud walls for light. Oue visit which pleased
us very much was Heliopolis, the very ancient
city of On, where Joseph and Potiphar dwelt, and
of which only a fow fragments of ruins are to be
seen. The obelisk is marvellous and covered
with hieroglyphics which can be scen and read
only on the mnorth side, for on the others, oxposed
to the sun, the wild bees have built their comb,
filling in every figure and sign.

Trom here we drove to the Ostrich Farm in the
descrt, over a shaky bridge with a deep hole in
the middle. We saw about eight hundred birds ;
the young ones are pretty lively things, whito
and ‘speckled, the older birds are very fierce and
have long red necks with wings and bodies richly
covered with Dlack white and grey feathers. Tho
male birds sit on the eggs which the fomales
lie carelessly about on the sand.

None can be said to have seen Cairo who havo
not mado themsolves intimately acquainted with
the bazaars and the life lod in them. They are
human bechives lying behind the chief thorough-
fare, tho Mousky. They consist of an immonse
number of narrow streots, courts or alleys,
running out of each other, with hero and thero
exquinitely carved Moorish arches and baleonios,
and the lower floors of thie houscs, thoso oven
with the streets, are oblung deus in whioh tho
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peoplo live and work and sell; there are no
windows; all haveopen fronts. Every tiny space
within is made use of for the goods, and on the
counter, or raised platform, the merchant squats,
smoking often a naghileh, and behind him sit his
work people engaged in gold or silver embroidery,
or in the various works for which Cairo is noted.
The purchaser is accommodated with a chair in
the street, and if he or she happen to find favour
with the merchant, some finy 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-legged
on his low counter. The carpet and curtain
bazaars are really large courtyards open to the
heavens, with carved balconies, round which the
storves are kept. The bazaars are most fascinating
places, and tempt visitors {o spend much time
there, as well as a good deal of monoy.

Our first visit to the Citadel was to seo the
mosque, the finest of all in Cairo. We had to
put on big brown shoos over our own. Tho court
of the mosque has a lovely marble floor and
fountiin where the worshippers wash their feet.
Tho walls of the mosque are alabastor, and when
the sun shines in through the door or windows
they look somi-transparent. The floor is covered
with costly carpets, of which the mosque has a
gront store, for rich peoplo desirous of standing
well with Allah give presents or leave legacies of
onrpets to tho mosquo. Thore wero hundreds of
lamps hanging from tho roof. which is richly gilt
and ocoloured, but the windows are of simple
colourod glass, or at most have Arabic lotters on
them, no figures of mon, angols, or animals being
pormittod.

Thero woro sevoral worshippers within, and
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doors) ; ghostly-looking people with darlk skins,
in long white robes gliding about; brown men,
in gold and red turbans, and sashes and white
gowns; an open staircase, with brillidnt blue sky
by way of roof; and 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 one of tho English sisters who are
in charge of this immense hospital came towards
us in order to take us through it. She was clad
in white dress and apron, and a white handker-
chief over the head, and, being winter, a little
dark blue cape over the shoulders, lined and
piped with red, and the feet encased 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 the
supervision of six English sisters, 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, according to Egyptian 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 om; but 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.

The sisters’ quarters used 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 IHareem wards
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 of 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, angl herp was one of
polished wood. The patient is laid first on a
stretcher, which is then placed on a trolly, and
so without pain the sick person is brought from
the bed to be dressed here, and in the same
manner taken back.

There are no mattresses to the beds, as insect
life is a great difficulty here. I'rom the first war
has been waged against it, now they use wire
netting, and pink and white qguilts, which aro
all changed once in twenty days and disinfected,

CAIRO.

THE CHILDREN’S TESTIMONY.

TOUCHING story comes from Scotland. ¢ Last
November,” says Mr. Jobnson in The Chronicle of
the London Missionary Socicty, “a boy, five years

old, heard our agent, Mr. Warcham, preach in Anstruther.
He continually spoke about the sermon aftcrwards, saying :
‘I must be a missionary when I grow up’ But his wish
was not to be realised. In Deceinber he died of influenza,
but just beforc the end, he said: I ean’t be a missionary
now, but Mr. Warcham said a teacher could be kept for 10,
Mother, I want a teacher to preach to the heathen about
Jesus, for me. I have 11I. 8s. 6d4. in the bark. You must
send Mr. Wareham 101 of it, and the rest spend for Bibles.”
The 10l has reached me, and is being applied to the
support of a teacher in Cuddapah.”

This incident recalls another one related by Mr. Holmes
White, at the anniversary of the Religious Tract Society :
« About twenty years ago I knew a lad who was in my
clnss at a certain Sunday school—a puny lad, who stam-
mered so badly that, though lie was seventeen ycars old, he
a!ways had to be passed over whencver a ver:e or a chapter
had to be read. A tradesman in the neighbourhond kindly
gave him a place in his shop, and gave Lim some small
wage, which he gave to his grandmolher, with whom he
lived. Every morning she gave him something to buy his
breakfast with. Twelve months afterwards the boy fell
sick and lay on o dying bed, and, while he was tlicre, his
grandmother, poking about his room, fuund a heap of tracts.
She said, ¢ Where did you get these tracts?’ He replied,
‘I bought them.” *How could you buy them?’ ¢I bought
them out of the savings I made from my brealkfast money.’
¢And why did you do it?’ ‘Because,” he said, ‘owing to
my stammering I caonot 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
after I heard that his self-sacrificc and the life that he had
led had made such an impression on his grandmother that
shie too gave her heart to God.”

ProriTLEss QUEsTIONS.—A whole evening will be spent
by brethren in discussing o question just about as valuable
as the famous inquiry of the schoolmen, as to how many
angels would be able to stand on the point of a single
necdle. After discussing it with some little temper,
perhaps, and having prayed over it a good deal, too—
though I wonder how they dare do so—the whole of it
ends in a bag of wind or a bottle of smoke, and nothing else.
Had that same tiine been spent in the visitation of the sick,
and reclaiming the Arabs of our streets, the lifting up of the
rufianism and the blackguardism of London into something
like decency, morality, and Christianity, it might have been
much better. But there is very much rubbish, and I em
very much afraid wo all of us contribute to that rubbish
heap o little.  'Wo have all somo favourite notion, some
conceit, gome invention of our own, some addition to the
Word, somo subtraction from it, some impossible theory,
some dogma or doctrine rather of our own inventing than of
Bible teaching, and so there is very much rubbish, so that
wo cannot build tho wall. Doces not one feel inclined, full
often, to say, ¢ Oh, how I wish I could get at it—really get
at it—got to doing something for God, and Christ, and the
souls of men.” Just let the dust cart come and eclear the
wny. Theso very cxecllent works upon futurity, and
profound books upon nothing—yet, let them go, beautifully
written as they are, and let us plunge into the middle of
affairs, and say, “ God forbid that I should glory, save in
tho cross of our Lord Jesus Christ.”—Spurgeon’s Sermons.



SOME OF THE OLD WELSH PREACHERS.

DY D. DURFORD NOOKE.

RHYS PRICIIARD—WILLIAM WILLIA)I.S.

ITH the Reformation, Welshmon seem to
havo lost the spirit of saored song. The
first who did much to recover it was

Ruys Priciiarp, the vicar of Llandovery. At
that timo both the Wolsh clergy and their con-
gregations were in a texrible condition. Writing
forty years alter the martyrdom of Penry, ¢ Vicar
Prichard,” as he was onlled, says it was diffioult
to deoide whether the clergyman, the farmer, the
labourer, the artisan, the bailiff, the judge, or the
nobleman were the most daring in impiety. The
picture which he drew of Wales in the early part
of the sixteenth century, was of the saddest kind.
Ho declared that not one in a hundred of his
fellow-countrymen could read the Bible; that no
copies of the Scriptures were to be found in the
mansions of the rich, leave alone the cottages
of the poor, and that religion was lotally dis-
regarded. Prichard’s own career seems to bear
proof of this. He owed his conversion to his
goat. A frequenter of public houses, he 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 master into a public house. It led the young
clergyman to think, to repent and to be saved.
It is thought that during the reign’ of James I,
he was probably the only evangelical preacher in
the diocese of St. David’s. Not only was he
vicar of Llandovery, but chaplain to the earl
of Essex, rector of Llanedi, prebendary of the
collegiate church of Brecon, and subsequently
chancellor of St. David's. He thus had unusual
opportunities for preaching the gospel; multi-
tudes flocked to hear him, so that not even
the spacious cathedral of St. David’s—in some
respects the most beautiful in Great Britain—
was large enough to contain the crowds which
gathered and thus he often preached in the
open air. . .

The necd of some spiritual songs in which the
people could give vent to their religious feelmgs
came home to him. Edmund Prys—who is
regarded as the link between Welsh hymnology
and tho Reformation period—Llad not then pub-
lished his metrical version of the Dsalms, in
order, to quote his own words,  that the Wels_h
people might be enabled to praise God from their
hearts.” So Prichard turned the substance of
Lis scrmons into vorse for the benofit of his
parishioners, but they soon becamo the common
property of the Welsh peoplo, and thus consti-
tutod tho first Welsh hywn-book. At first ouly
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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 Morning Star; or, the Welshman’s

andle.”) 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 prota-
bly interest those English readers to whom * The
Welshman's Candle” has hitherto been an un-
known book, giving as they do an imsight into
the condition of the Principality less than three
centuries ago. Take 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 gain—
Tho suit of [riecnds—the poor’s affecting strain—
Coaused me to print this little work of mine,
For my compatriota of the Cambrian line.

Becauso they take in sermons no delight,

But idle songs with engerness recite,

I, for their good, have thus employed my time,
And put tho doctrines, that ensue, in rhyme.

For as I saw fam'd Sal'sbry'! labour'd stile
Negleoted by the unlearned of our isle,

I therefore took o metro short and plain,”
Easy to read and easy to retain.

And this my book, «“ The Welshman’s Candle” nam'd,
Because, therein Ivo most sincerely aim’d

Each ignorant and darkling mind to light,

And taught him how to serve his God aright.

To give tho unletter'd an assisting hand,
Who, at tho best, but littlo understand.
Theso pooms I composed with pleasing care,
Tho rest, I ween, have better pastors far!

Qod grant tho Welsh sufficient light to know
And sorvo Him while they sojourn here below—
God grant this ¢ Candle,” as it was design’d,
Moy givo wnorring light ¢'en to the blind!

1 A roforonce to Willinm Salesbury, “tho father of
Wolsh religious literature,” who, in 1567 published trans-
lntions of tho Book of Common Prayer, aud of the New
Testament.
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Here is a *“ Morning Hymn,” penncd nearly o
century before Ken wrote—

Y Awake my soul, and with tho sun
Thy duily stago of duty run.”

O God, my safeguard aund delence,

My fort, in every cxigenco,

Receive my {hauks—Thou who did'st keep
Me safo lust night, whilst I did sleep!

A wateh, around my hend, each night
Thou plaecest, when I'm conquered quito
By sleep, and o'er me spreadst Thy wing,
When I've forgot cach earthly thing.

Thou givest me sweet onse and rest,

And ev'ry night with them I'm blest,
Whereby this feeble frame, O Lord!

Is daily to its strength restor'd.

My gracious God does never close
Or wink His eyes when I repose,
But while I sleep within His arms,
Secure He keeps me from all harms,

Oh, what a favour this ! —that Thou

The King of kings, should’st stoop so low
As dust and ashes to regard,

And unto man to be o gunrd!

The tithe can ne’er be paid by me
Of all the thanks I owe to Thee,
Good God, the truth I freely own—
Was it but for this gift alone.

All glory, pow’r thanksgiving too,

All praise, respect, and homour due, a
Let us unto tho Godhend pay

For His protcction night and day.

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 it they found it not
in their parish churches. So he bids them—

Quit thou the parish, town, and ground,
Quit father, mother, friends, and kin,
Quit house and home—if the sweet sound
Of God’s Word can’t be heard within,

’Tis better in some cave to hide,

And sometimes hcar the Gospel there,
Than in the richest vale reside,

Wlhere none can e'er tho Gospel here.

The reference to the cave is evidently to bands
of his fellow-countrymen who thus met for
worship. Williams, of Pantycelyn, was the gon
of a deacon of a famous Carmarthenshire church
which had to meet for a time in a cave because
of the persecution to which its membors were
subjected.

Rhys Prichard died in December 1664, and
is supposed by Anthony Wood to have beon

SOME OF THE OLD WELSH PREACHERS

buried in Llandingad, the parish in which
Llandovery is situated. Yet no one knows of
his grove, for whon in 1682, the learned Dr. Bull,
Bishop of St. David’s wished to be buricd by his
side, his resting-place could not be found. His
pooms are his monument. To this day they are
soid to be, “a source of unspeakable comfort to
young and old, rich and poor, in every house, and
on overy hearth, wherever exists a Welshman’s
spirit, or wherever beats a Welshman'’s heart.”

Among the poet-preachers of Wales, WiLrLiam
WiiLians, of Pantycolyn stands pre-eminent. Hig
days wore spent amid 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
Llandovery, and sights which inspired one, could
not but have been suggestive to the muse of the
other.

What Isaae Watts and John Wesley did for
English hymnology, Williams did for Wales. An
edition of his works which was published in
1758 contained upwards of eight 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 paris 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 thousands.
As the author of the * Sweet Singers of Wales”
truly remarks, the hymns of Williams ‘ have
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 the cradle of her
child, surrounding its soft-winged slumbers with
the praises of Him whose ‘very name is music.’
The funeral procession iakes up one of his strains
of sorrow touched with hope, and sirfgs it when
accompanying the dead to the lonely home, sings
it musingly, measuredly moaningly.” Few sights
are more impressive than a Welsh funeral, with
its long line of mourners singing one of these
laintive songs.

Willinm Williams owed his conversion to
Howell Harris, the Welsh Reformer, whom some
have called *“the Luther of Wales,” and others
«tho Elijah of the Principality.” The story of
his conversion is briefly this, Harris who at
Oxford had come under that influence which
lingered ovon though the Wesleys had left,
detormined on his return to the Principality to
give himsolf to ovangelistic work. One of his
contomporaries says, ho “Dbogan to go ocut in
Breconshire to exhort his neighbours concerning
tho intorests of their sonls,  1Ie soon grew in
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gifts and knowledge, and went to other counlies.
Vast numbers of young people and others in
Wales were then quite irreligious. . . . When
Mr. 1larris began to traverse tho country, he
thundered most awfully against cursers, swearers,
drunkards, fighters, liars, Sabbath-breakers, eto.,
and, as it were, scattered sparks of the fire of
lhell among them. He would exhort in dwelling-
houses, fields, and wherever he could got people
together to hear him; as Mr. Walter Craddock,
Mr. Vavasor lowell, and others had done in
Wales a hundred years before. But this was
quite a new thing in our days, and its novelty
attracted large multitudes to hear.”

The news of this earnest preacher reached
William Williams, who was then studying at
Hay with a view to entering the medical profes-
sion. Harris was to preach, in virtue of the
freehold of his father’s grave, from the tombstone,
in the church, and at Talgarth after the usual
Sunday morning service. There is no record of
the sermon, but it made a deep impression on
Williams, who, in after years wrote.— It wasa
morning which I shall always remember, for it
was then that I heard the voice from heaven; I
was apprehended as if by a warrant from on
high.” So his career in life was changed. He
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 thaun nineteen
charges had been brought against him. It was
alleged that he sometimes preached in unconse-
crated spots, and that his whole career was marked
by irregular zeal. So he joined the band of
Methodist preachers, became the poet-preacher
of Wales, and wrote the songs which, for more
than a hundred years, bave comforted the living
and cheered the dying.

To English readers Williams is best known as
the author of the hymn beginning with, * Guide
me, O 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.!
Printed by the desire of many Christian friends.
Lord, give it Thy blessing.” The English trans.
lation has always been felt by Welshmen to be
very inadequate. The form in which it is at

resent usedis said to be due to the amendments
of Keble. The following new translation, kindly
supplied by the Rev. Henry Oliver, will be read

! The Countess of Huntingdon founded a College in 1768
at Trevecca. It was removed in 1792 to Cheshunt. The
opening sermon was preached by George Whitfield, and
among the tutors was Rev., John Williams, & son of the
poet. His students included William Roby of Manchester.
Augustus Toplady, author of the “ Rock of Ages” has left
an interesting record of the proceedings at the ninth anni-
versary, when Lie was one of the preachers. He says *“ the
congregation was so large that the chapel would not liave
conteined a fourth part of the people, who were supposed
to amount to three thonsand.” Evidently most of them
came on horscbacl, for “no fewer than one thousand threo
hundred horses were turned into one large field adjoining
the college, besides what were stationed in the neighbouring
villages. A scafiold was erected at one end of the college
court, on which n book-stand was placed, and then six
or seven of us preached, successively, to one of the most
attentive and lively congregations I ever beheld.”

with interest, and possibly may find its way into
general use—

Dilgrim through this barren desert,
Secking home and fatherland,
Guide me, Lord, throngh every danger,
Hold me with Thy powerful band ;
Power Almighty,
Can alone sustain my soul.

Let the ficry pillar’s brightness,
Through the desert lcad my way,
And the cloud with shadow soften,
Rocky stecp and glare of day.
Bread of heaven,
Feed me till I want no more.

Open Thou the erystal fountain,
Wheuce the liealing waters flow,
Spreading verdure as they travel,
And refreshing gifts bestow ;
Pure enjoyment,
Love's o’erflow in streams of grace,

When I tread the verge of Jordan,
Meet death’s terrors face to face
(Thou Thyself has felt its sharpness),

O sustainu me by Thy Grace.
Songs of Victory,
Let me sing in death’s cold stream.

Long and wide i3 Thy dominion,
In Thy love I put my trust;
Death and hell, and Satan’s power
Thou has levelled with the dus:,
Calv'ry’s triumph,
Be for e’er my strength and song.

Another hymn by Willlams is almost as
well known to English readers, though, of the
two, more remarkable, namély his Missionary
Hymn. 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 turned to the east, there was the day
dawning with the promise of noontide glory.
The following new translation, supplied by M.
Oliver, will help the reader, even more than the
old version, to realise these surroundings—

Through the gloom that shrouds the mountains,
Calmly look, my soul and gaze;
All Thy troubles are but birth-pangs,
Of the promised day of grce.
Blessed Jub’lee,
Lot my eyes behold Thy dawn!

Let the barbarous tribes of India,
Let the dusky ncgro see,
And in wonder il the conquest,
Onco obtained on Calvary.
Shout the Victory
To the world’s remotest bounds!
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able glee just before that meeting with Micle; wondering
what his * Pilgrim's Progress "—he olready looled upon it
as his, he was hardly likely to lose it in o week—would bo
like ; thinking low grawny would enjoy hearing him read it
aloud, while she did her eclear-starching or lher ironing.
Now le began to question whether Mick might not
consider this a fame way of spending time.  Perhaps it was
rather beneath a young fellow who, if he did not exacily
smolie, had at all cvents been offered o cigar. And why
shouldu’t he smoke? ‘Chuffy pulled a rush from the way-
side, and placing it between his lips, gravely went through
much expressive pantomime. He wondered whether the
real thing was difficult; bhe felt it would be wiscr to let it
alone. Well, Mick might forget all about his promise ;
but if he didn't—at this point Chuffy threw away his rush
and his seruples, and hastened home.

And the very next day there was Mick awaiting lim
under the convenient shadow of & blank wall. Mick—
triumphantly displaying two rolls of strong smelling
tobacco; ome for himself, one for his friend. Chufy
flushed up guiltily as the gift reached his hand. He set
down his empty basket—he was on the way back to
dinner—and muttered something about being too near
home ; but Mick laughed fear to scorn. And then to see
Low coolly he struck a match, and puffed away like an old
smoker! Why, that disreputable father of lhis, who spent
most of his time and money in the public house, could not
do it better! Cluffy’s ambition was fired immediately by
the sight of Mick with his bands 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
Micl’s already gave him a tickling cough ; but native pluclk
came to his aid—was he not British born—and he too
struck a match and lighted up. :

It was nice—oh! very pice. “Draws well, don’t it?"”
said Mick. Even as Chuffy had before grown red with
excitement, so he now turned pale—with pleasure of course.
Soon several new and bewildering sensations began to
oceupy him, or be might have seen little Stephen Porter
peeping round the corner. There was a mischievous grin
on Steevy’s face as he made full speed for the cottage at the
cod of the row.

“ Please, Mrs. Robins, your boy’s a smoking along with
Mick Brown round by the waste ground.”

It was such a shock that granny scorched the frill of old
Mrs. Lynn's best night cap, which she happened to be
goffering. “ Smoking! the young rascal!” Then not
stopping to put on her bonnet, nor even to turn down her
slecves, she just laid hold of her trusty switch and sallied
forth, swooping down on the culprit almost as quickly as
nimble Steevy could have done. But the uplifted cane fell
harmlessly enough ; granny had not the heart to strike such
a woebegone object. Chuffy was very pale; he looked as
if lic were going to be sick; he also appeared to find some
difficulty in standing; and on lLis grandmother’s appear-
ance, no other seat being near, subsided suddenly into the
cmpfy clothes-basket; from which haven of refuge he
feebly informed her that he didn't feel very well.

«“ Humph'! sv it scems!” said granny, looking about for
help in this dilemma. Mick had prudently made himself
scarce ; but Sleevy's big brother, passing by to his work,
good-naturedly lent a hand ; and between them poor Chuffy
was carried ignominiously home.

How kind granny was| How she batlied his forehead;
and sooihed the throes which made his life o burden for the
next half hour. Even in the midst of his discomfort he
«could not help remorsefully recalling the unworthy thoughts
of yesterday ond to-day. Tied to an old woman's apron
string indced! It was lucky for him ho had got her to look
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after him; and to whom did he owe his respectable
bringing up, nnd comfortable home, if not to her? Some.-
thing of this he dimly felt as well as his swvimming head
would let him. Then came another recollection.  # Oh!
granuy, it must he ever so late—I've lost the prize!”
“Not n doubt of it!” snid gronny. “There’s no more
school for you to-dlay; and as for the ¢ Pilgrim’s Progress’
that you were going to read so fine to me,” her eye fell on
the unlucky night cap, and she could not resist adding,
“that's all ended in smoke, my boy.”

“They’vo come !” put in the irrepressible Stecvy, who
had volunteered to sit by Chuffy, while granny went to
make peace with the owner of the pight-cap. “The
prizes have come; I saw ’em being unpacked in the school-
Louse. Ain't they lovely, all green and gold !

Chuffy groaned ; it was the last straw.

In the evening the schoolmaster looked in, quite
concerned at the failure of one of his best pupils. He and
Chuffy had a long talk, sitting in the porch; how delicious
was the scent of the roses after that tobacco !

“I shall ncver smoke again, even when I am a man,”
announced Chuffy with conviction.

“ Well, lad, no doubt you'll be better off if you have
the courage to stick to that resolution,” said the school-
master.

“Courage !” repeated Chuffy, ¢ why, the courage is
wanted to begin, it seems to me,”

The schoolmaster smiled, and shook his head. “ Not the
courage I mean. That was the mistake you made to-day,
Chuffy. You sece you were very auxious to appear knowing
and monnish; and terribly afraid of Mick’s opinion—of
Mick's opinion,” repeated the schoolmaster contemptuously,
while Chuffy felt himself growing a bright scarlet up to the
very roots of his bair, “and therefore you ventured to act on
the sly as you dared not act at home. I don’t sce much
bravery in that, do you ?”

“No1” said Chuffy, humbly.

“Cheer up, lad!” 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 schoolmaster said good night; and Chuffy sat
a little longer in the porch, and presently went to bed,
seeing his adventure in its true light, and wondering how
he could have heen so stupid.

To day he is the proud possessor of e beautiful * Pilgrim’s
Progress,” but he had to wait another half ycar before he
got it; and he seldom turns its pages without remembering
how his first attempt to gain the punctuality prize ended in
smoke.

SYDNEY GREY.

ANSWER TO SCRIPTURE SCENE.
. No. 1.—p. 621
The mecting of Elisha and Hazael, 2 Kings viii. 9-11;
2 Kings «il. 17, 18; Amosi. 4; 2 Kings iii. 11; xiii. 20, 21.
1 Kings xx. 16; 1 Sam. i. 14, 153; 2 Kings viil. 15;

2 Kings xiii. 20-24.
—

ANSWER TO SCRIPTURE ENIGMA.
NO. XX1X.—p. 621.—siMoX PETER.—Matt. xxvi. 70-74.
S cri r. . Matt. x. 10.
I sraclit . . Johu i. 47,
. M ount Arara T . Gen. viil. 4. -
O Dbedicne L. 1 Sam. sv. 22; Actsv. 20.
N icano R. . Acts vi. 5.
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