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say our travelled friends, who love to poko fun at
us, “sinee you aro nine miles from civilisation—
nine miles from everything, savo a postago
stamp!”

Wo bear the reproach with meokness, even
with equanimity. T'o us those nine miles which
divide us from tho butcher and baker and candle-
stick maker, from cverything, as our frionds
truly say, but one outgoing and incoming mail
(a day late, by the way) are barriers and bul-
warks shutting in much that we prize, shulting
out a great deal that we should regret to admit.
For in our little corner of green England old
customs, old superstitions, habits of thought, so
quickly dying out elsewhere before the march of
progress still linger, survivals of a past that had
its good points; here character and individuality
have room for growth; we are not all cut out on
one pattern, nor forced to clothe ourselves in the
common wares of the slop-shop, nor to set our
thoughts to the popular tune; we may even be
a little eccentric without anybody thinking the
worse of us.

Among the faces seen no more, fur death finds
us out even here, I recall that of old John
Wilkins who, close upon a century ago, entered
as gardener’s lad upon a service which lasted
through nearly three generations. How quaint
were the stories and with what a shrewd twinkle
of the eye he spoke of those long-gone days when
the Squire, his master, and the stately Dame, the
Squire’s neighbour, carried on the traditions of
a friendship that had had its beginnings further
back than either of them could couut. In
especial, John’s .eyelids would wrinkle with
satisfaction when he described how he had ex-
tinguished and utterly laid low an upstart
“ Lunnon lad” whom my lady had once in-
cautiously employed, and who in his young zeal
ihought he had discovered in the Squire an
unauthorized trespasser on his mistress’s domain.

“ There was mnever no fences in those days;
old Squire and my lady were that convivial
they would walk 1n each other’s grounds and
never a word. My lad, says I, to he, Squire he
walk here through tradition. He don’t walk
here out of no felonious intent; he walk here
out of hereditary ’abit, and the sooner you lays
that up in your mind the better for you.”

John was a travelled man for those days, and
had seen the sea and the wild, bleak coast, and
the spreading salt marshes where innumerable
gea-birds bred undisturbed. But John—his
language was always so delightfully conde-
scending—*“ hadn’t no great opinion of the sea,”
as being but an “onchancy ” and unstable sub-
stitute for the stable carth in which it was his
business to delve, and preferred the wind-rippled
green cornland spread out under the wide spaces
of sky. But his disappointment in the ocean
(which, by the way, Charles Lamb not only
shared but justifiel) was a standing ground of
difference with his neighbour, Margaret Atkins.
It had lasted them as a kind of mental rocreation
since they were lad and lass, and it did not fail
them till Margaret died.

She was a very tall, very thin old woman, and
she had an odd trick of drooping her chin and
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holding her head on one side as if she would fain
nature” had been less liberal in the matter of
inches, and her manner, though she had inoments
of great firmness, was correspondingly weak. She
did not say much, but she gave you the im-
pression that there was not much to say.

There had once, we were told, been a half-
defined purpose of matrimony between the pair,
but their deliberations and hesitations had lasted
so long that death left them no time to make up
their tardy minds. And no doubt the love that
had been so lukewarm was better content with
an honest if undemonstrative friendship.

Margaret's career seemed singularly eventless
even in our uneventful world; when once you
had learned that she had been born and bred in
the village, and never gone more than a mile or
two from it, that she had had a sister who spent
her early youth in an “Oriental position™ (to
quote honest John once more) and who died of a
disease which Margaret described as * gallopy
disumption,” you seem to have mastered her
history ; but by-and-by, almost by accident, one
discovered that a vein of romance underlay this
matter-of-fact exterior. Thelonging of Margaret’s
life had been to see the sea. Easily accomplished,
surely, since it breaks upon our shores but thirty
miles off, but it never was. Those thirty miles
to her untravelled habit were more than three
hundred to you and me, or perhaps, like her
dream of matrimony, she kept it as a purpose to
give colour io life, a hope not to be too lightly
realised. Yet though she had mnever looked
upon its waters she could not forgive John for
trying to tarnish the picture fancy had created.
She had learned, when no longer young, to read
in a laborious fushion, spelling out the hard
words letter by letter; an accomplishment by no
means shared by all her contemporaries, and only
acquired by her after long pondering and delibera-
tion. For Margaret had rather narrow views
upon the question of mental culture; she held
that no one in her own order was justified in
becoming a ‘scholard,” unless he spent his
learning on the study of the Bible. She had
no acquaintance with any other book, and she
displayed a reluctance she did mnot seek to hide
when, her sight beginning to fail, we offered
to read passages from other works which we
thought might intorest or amuse her. She even
seemed offended to think that we did not credit
her with knowing her place and station in
life; miscellaneous book-learning being in her
eyes an exclusive privilege of the well-born, and
she would deplore with a kind of feeble rigidity
the presumptuous height to which Wilkin (it is
our way in our village to drop the final s) had
aspired in his pursuit of knowledge.

But the little she knew Margaret knew well.
She could almost repeat the Bible by heart,
and though she solved the difficulties of pro-
nunciation in a manner all her own, the sacred
words lost no dignity on her lips. It was from
this inspired sourco sho drew her ideas of the
gea, and thero was not a reference to it from
Exodus to Acts sho could not instautly quote.
It was difficult to know how far she realised the
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images it presented, for ours is a weoterless
region, and for miles we can show nothing more
Imposing than a duck-pond or a moat, but I can
believe that her conception fell nothing short in
grandeur of the original,

She specially delighted in those rhythmic pas-
sages in Job or the Psalms or Isaiah, where you
seem to hear the thunder of the mighty waters,
wave shouting to wave in a wild majesty of glee.
The thousand isles, the vast continents it washes;
leviathan cleaving his shining path through the
hoary deep, and that mysterious dragon of the
sea whose doom is sealed—out of eclements
such as these she wove her dream, and who
could have the heart to shatter it?

John’s contempt hurt her, not because it shook
her faith, but because it seemed such perilous
presumption to belittle the work of God’s hand
and the images He had inspired, but John was
constitutionally incapable of sympathy in a
matter such as this. He had no faculty for
seeing anything but what his bodily eyes set
forth before him, and the sea as he had seen it
was but a sullen and leaden coloured expanse of
useless salt water, before which he remained
uninspired, if indeed, he did not regard it
hostilely as an encroacher upon and an enemy of
the earth.

It was not 1ill she was growing old that an
opportunity was given us to help Margaret to
realise her dream. No persuasion of ours would
bave induced her to enter a train; for that new-
fangled mode of locomotion she had nothing but
severe disapproval, but since we had now our
own carriage, was the enterprise impossible?
Maps were consulted, routes conned; a midday
halting-place decided on before we broke the
matter to her, but then only did our difficulties
begin. They seemed indeed insurmountable.
The territory we conquered one day we lost the
next; sometimes she disbelieved the sincerity of
our purpose, another day she shrank before the
presumption of the undertaking; mever even in
the remote past, when she and Wilking  walked
out” together, and there was that underlying
matrimonial project in their minds, had any
event so shaken and moved ker. No sooner was
one doubt or scruple slain than another started
up in its place ; surely a very Hydra this we had
set out to slay! It was John who came to the
rescue and finally turned the scale in our favour.
His cynic certainty that she would be dis-
enchanted, as he had been, stung her to the quick.
To prove him for ever in the wrong she would
brave the perils of the journey, of a night in a
strange bed. My coadjutor in this little affair
came home triumphant from a late visit to her
cottage.

“Yes, she has yielded,” he said, “so you may
make all your preparations for the morning.”

The details of the costume to be worn on tlis
great occasion—she was a woman still, though
no longer a young one—had all been discussed
and scttled long since, and there was little to do;
but this pause after the battle with her hesitations
gave room for the thought—weroe we, after all,
doing her a kindness in helping her to embody

this beautiful sea-dream? Might she not ask
more of us than we could give? If she should
expect to see leviathan, or that great fish that
swallowed the disobedient prophet—even if she
should ask for a tempest when there was only a
great calm? But though I do mnot think she
would have been disappointed, for she had the
idealising faculty John lacked, we were mnever,
after all, to put the matter to the test.

Next morning, when we went to fetch her, she
sat in her usual place at the window bonnetless,
cloakless, her neat cap a little less carefully
adjusted on her grey head than usual, her Bible
unopened on her lap. The feeble spring of
energy had died away in the night watches. She
had no explanation to give as she looked up with
lips that trembled, except that she could not go.
She looked very old and worn and so agitated
after her sleepless night that we did not press
her any more. -

“ Maybe,” she said in a timid whisper, laying
her hand on the book, as we turned to leave her,
“maybe Wilkins' right, and it’s not what it was.
when this was wrote.”

It was the first time in her life she had admitted
the bare possibility of such an explanation, and it
showed how much she had been disturbed; there
could no longer be any doubt that it was kinder
to leave fancy to weave its own spells.

But the excitement of these days had left its
mark ; she had lived too fast for her strength, and
month by month she faded. She was not in the
least unhappy or complaining; indeed, I think
sho was more at rest since she had made that
great renunciation than she had been for years;
and she still had her dream. Before winter she
had taken to bed, the last stage for such as she
upon her final journey.

We were with her often, and John, who was
old now, too, did such tasks as he could for her,
keeping the patch of grass in front of her window
smooth for her. She did not care for flowers,
but the greenness of the grass pleased her; it was
what she had been used to, and she clung to the
old and the accustomed.

Her Bible was still her chief study; but she
turned now with new eagerness to those passages
in the Revelation of St. John which describe the
sea of heaven. Hitherto it had been for the occan
which girdles earth and performs its pure offices
of ablution she had yearned, but she was done
with that now, and with all mutable things; tho
world and the fashion thereof was passing away
—the eternal drawing near.

She had had such timid difficulties as might occar
to an untutored mind about the crystal sea which
is spread before the throne, but if they had cver
really troubled her, they troubled her no more.
She was content to rest; so near to the last great
mystery which shall explain all mysteries that
from dreamlight to daylight seemed but a step.

Once wo heard her saying—*“a now heaven
and a new earth, and no more sea,” then, after
a pause, “and tho sea gave up the dead which
wero in it.”

“Yes,” ho said, who sat by her bed, * for the
sea here is for many but another word for
sorrow, DBut yonder it will bo a sea of lizfe. Do
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you remember, Margaret, to whom it is given
to stand in praise before the throne?”

She smiled a fine, tender smile.

“They which are written in the Lamb’s Boolc
of Lifo; you aud her,” pointing to the sitter by
tho window, “and Wilkin—" she hesitated a
moment, and then her face cleared into seronity,
*and, by the grace of God, Margaret Atkins too.”

It was for Wilkins she had the last word.
We thought she was sleeping, but she must have
heard his step as he carried a pail of water from
the well.

“ John,” sho said —1I don’t think she lad ever
called him that before, and for a minute he did
not answer. Then he set down his load and came
in heavily, his old face set and grim. Her voico
was strangely clear, but she groped with her
hand, and we kuew then that she did not see him.

“The sea of glass before the great white
throne,” she said, “I'll see it the first of us two,
but you'll come, you'll be sure to come?” Her
long thin face was so strangely bright, I scarcely
knew it; she was smiling as if something pleased
her very much, she groped again with her
fingers and I closed mine about them,

¢« Tell him—he’ll not be disappointed then.”

Poor old John, he missed her sorely, though
he said little, he who had so many big words.
‘We took him with us one summer to Margate,
but he was so visibly unhappy and out of his
element that we sent him back to the green flats,
where he survived Margaret nearly twelve years.
Latterly his fancies went out a little towards
astronomy, for he was still “ the most learnedest
man mext to parson,” and had a reputation to
keep up. It was a very superficial (I had
almost said .in his own words superfluous)
smattering he acquired, and my own acquaint-
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ance with the science went but little heyond hig,
But I remomber this time because it drew from
him the first mention of Margaret since she died.

We were discussing an article that had appeared
in one of the magazines upon the physical
structure of the planet Mars. He suddenly said—

“Do you believe in them seas and oceans in
the stars?”

I told him that the probabilities were on the
side of that theory.

“ And the sky chokeful of them. Well”—he
gave a long drawn sigh, « surely Margaret Atkins
is satisfied now!”

But she was satisfied when she awoke.

I have somotimes thought there was a strain
of pathos in poor Margaret’s little story, but as I
write of it here by the waves she never saw, it
seems to me as if there were nothing to regret in
it ov else that I have told it amiss. For though
she was just an illiterate old woman, limited,
ignorvant, poor, her vision of the unattainable
remained with her to cheer rather than dis-
courage; it was poetry, art, music to her, if it
were illusion, at least she had not the grief of
seeing it perish. And after all it is only the
pain of disenchanted souls that we need pity, the
bitterness of him who has dreamed a dream that
debases, hinders, degrades. TFor in the matter of
our ideals, at least, every man punishes or
rewards himself. If the horizon of earth set a
limit to our aspirations, ne plus ultra will meet us
on every side.

O then to aim well and to aim high! Only
by cherishing hopes that reach beyond the finite
dare we take courage to rise after cach dis-
appointment, and girding ourselves up, go cheer-
fully forward to meet the promise.

A STORY OF WAITING.

' CHAPTER II.

WAS lkept waiting for a few minutes in the
drawing-room at Blandford Square. Looking
vound me with the curiosity of one who

wizhes to gain from surroundings some notions
of the people connected with them, T experienced
at once a sensation of pleasure and comfort. A
well-furnished room, like a well-dressed person,
impresses one favourably, without inviting
analysis : neither is it so much that one is
conscious of harmony as that one is unconscious
of discord. Yet even while my artistic sense
was being gratified by the charming whole,
suddenly a juring note was struck and imme-
diately my attention was arrested by that to the
exclusion of all else. Over the mantelpiece, in a
most prominent position, was a large photograph
in an ebony frame, depicting a group of about
twenty men.  But such men!  There was scarcoly

a face among the lot which was not remarkable
by an absence of beauty in form or expression,
or, I may say, by the presence of veritable and un-
redeemed ugliness. Scowling brows were there,
cunning eyes, coarse, even repulsivo features;
humanity in its lowest type and least attractive
form was represented in the picture which, in-
teresting as it might be in itself, and from a
certnin point of view, scomed strangely out of
place in the charming, dainty apartment—side by
side moreover, as if to invite comparison, with a
delicate etching of one of Rossetti’s incomparable
heads, and a severely beautiful study by a modern
TFrench artist.

1 stood before it lost in wonderment, and, if I
may use such a paradox, attracted by very
ropulsion, till I was roused by a voice at my
sido.
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* Ah, you are looking at my brother’s family,
I see”

1 turned round blushing, yet cven in my
confusion, struck by the strange words, and
repeating them.  “ Your brother’s family ?

“They do not make a pretty picture, I admit,”
went on the lady laughing, “ but he is 50 fond of
them all, he would have them there.”

I glanced at the speaker in some surprise and
concluded that this must be Miss Donaldson, the
lady to whom I was to be companion. I saw a
being very different in appearance from what I
had imagined her, and suggesting anything but
helplessness. She was short and rather stout,
not pretty, but with the most radiant eyes I
have ever seen in any human being. These eyes
were the feature in the fuce, large, blue, long-
lashed, and pure as those of a little child. The
very last idea with which one would associate
them was that of blindness. As if interpreting
my unspoken thought she said :

“I cannot see you, my dear. Will you give
me your hand.”

She took it in a firm clasp and held it for a
little while as she spoke.

“I expect you are wondering how I knew
what you were doing when I came in. It is
simple. You sec I know the room so well and I
could tell exactly where you were standing, and
then I guessed of course just what would be
likely to take your attention.” '

“ But how could you tell what the picture was
like ?”’ T enquired involuntarily.

She laughed again. The laugh was as bright
aud childliko as the eyes.

“ Why, I know all those men by description so
thoroughly, that if I could see them I should be
able toidentify each by name. Icouldn’t mistake
Crook at any rate, the one in the right hand
corner with the broken nose. He is doing his
five years now, poor thing. But we have hopes
of Crook. When he reforms, he won’t reform by
halves. But here I am chattering and keeping
you standing. We must have some tea, and
then I will take you to your room.”

She moved to one side and with an unerring
hand sought the bell and rang it. Then she
drew forward a seat for me. There was a
quickness and certainty about her actions that
was surprising.

« And those men ?” I enquired.

“ Thieves, most of them, past or present,” said
Miss Donaldson. “David is especially partial
to thieves,” she added so naively that I could not
help langhing.

“Ah, I amuse you,” she said, as if it had never
occurred to her there was anything unusual in
her statement.

“It seems a curious taste,” I remarked.

Miss Donaldson did not answer for a second.
And the happy eyes grew suddenly serious.
Then she said rather abruptly :

“Yes, I suppose so. But I am s0 used to him
you know,” adding with another quick change of
expression. ¢ There is no one like him. Ie is
the best and dearest creature in the world. . . .
But you will find that out for yourself.”

When she had conducted me to tho bedroom

741

sct apart for me and left me to chango my dress,
I had fully made up my mind that whatever elso
I might dread in the days to come I need havo
no fear of boredom. It was evident that hoth
brother and sister were what the world calls
eccentric, and to one born and hred among con-
ventions and living amidst the most ordinary
characters, this was in itself rcfreshing. For
though years and trouble and widened sympathics
have made me more tolerant of the dull and
commonplace, I still retain a preference, less
bigoted but no less determined than herctofore,
for those who are called * different from the rest
of the world.”

I think that if T had come to people who did
not interest me the loneliness would have been
insupportable, for to be thrown lack on onc’s
own Tesources when anxious to escape from
oneself is a thing mnot to be borne. I had
fled from Babbie and the dear people who loved
me, and the consolatious they had to offer me,
not because I wished to avoid them, but because
they were all inseparable from me. I wanted, to
use a colloquialism, “ to be taken out of myself,”
and the only thing that could be capable of
doing that would be genuine interest in others.

Miss Donaldson was awaiting me in the draw-
ing-room. She enlightened me at my request,
more fully than she had done in our corre-
spondence, as to what my duties would be. TFlhe
chief it appeared, would be to read to her. She
was a great reader, liked to keep herself abreast
of the times, and occasionally did a little re-
viewing. She had educated a young girl to
meet her needs, even teaching her French and
German, being herself proficient in. both lan-
guages, but when the pupil had become thoroughly
useful she had married. It was my place to fill
the gap. I was also, when required, to do a
little correspondence for Mr. Donaldson, and to
become, as Miss Donaldson expressed it, their
“adjunct.”

Suddenly, in the midst of our conversation,
and before I had even caught any sound ot
footsteps she sprang up, her face illuminated
with joy.

“ There’s David,” she exclaimed, and moved
towards the door. No young wife could have
been more unfeignedly delighted at the return of
her husband than this elderly wowman at the
advent of the brother from whom she had parted
but a few hours back. Her love for him, as I
learned subsequently, was quite remarkable in
its intensity; and, indeed, she confessed to me
when we became more intimate, that before her
blindness she had had opportunities of marriage,
but she had rejected them because she could not
live apart from him. *And, indeed, my dear,”
she remarked, I could not mako any change
that was not for tho worse.”

The object of all this enthusiasm stood before
me. I saw a man, not much above the middle
height, clean-shaven, and with a faco which
although it was not handsome, was yot without
the distinction of real ugliness; no one move
unremarkable could I have imagined. That
was my first, superficial impression; but it
was only momentary, for scarcely had I timo to
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formulate in thought the disappointment I
felt, at this utter ordinariness, when that dis-
appointment was swept away and the cause of
it removed.

Perhaps you will smile at what may seem the
exaggerated sentimentality of a girl, but I am
in sober carnest, when I say that, as my eyes
met his I lost sight of the mere case of the
man, because I saw his soul. The eyes, small
and deep set though they were, mirrored such
absolute beauty of inward being, that the whole
man grew beautiful. No one has ever produced
on me instantaneously such a feeling of implicit
faith, There was a tender, questioning, seeking
look in Mr. Donaldson’s eyes, that seemed to draw
one’s being out towards his, that rebuked one's
unworthiness, yet healed with its pity the wound
its own purity inflicted. The power which the
God-Man exercised, God’s Spirit in man can
exorcise now, in a degree proportionate to His
indwelling; how else, can we account for the
fact that it is ever the highest nature which
touches the lowest?

This man was nearly three times my age, and
a stranger to me, yet I was sure at once that
there was nothing I could say which he would
not understand, nay, that he understood 1mwe as
I stood there, and knew even: before he had
released the hand which he held in his close,
friendly grasp, that I had loved and suffered, and
was very desolate, and had not found God.

And it seemed to me that there was a recogni-
tion of this, a hidden meaning in the common-
place words he said :

“J am very glad you have come to us.”

“T am glad too,” I answered.

Indeed his very presence seemed to make meo
stronger; perhaps for the physical reason that
there was something magnetic, vital about his
personality which I have heard others say
stimulated them, even as it then and invariably
stimulated me.

“We shall work you very hard, Miss Moly-
neux,” he said, when we were seated at dinner.

“T am prepared to work,” I answered, * I want
to. I have led a very lazy life hitherto.”

“So you have plenty of power stored up.
That is right. But you mustn’t let us impose on
your good-will, for I have a terrible knack of
believing everyone as strong as I am myself, and
as to my sister there, she is a regular tyrant.”

“She doesn’t look very tyrannical.” I could
not help saying, for Miss Donaldson was simply
beaming with kindness.

«Qh, you don’t know her yet. She’ll make
you take elocution lessons before she will let yon
read to her, and she’ll send you to all available
picture-galleries, so that you can come home and
describe the pictures to her, won’t you, Janet?
And if there is anything beautiful to be scen
anywhere in this town of London, nothing will
satisfy Ler, but that you lend her your eyes for
the occasion.”

“It's very good training for you,” said Miss
Janet as apologetically as it the programme had
not been a charming one, and the whole thing an
cxcuse for making me enjoy myself, “I do liko
to be told about what goes on, and youw'll be so
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desirous of explaining acenrately, that you'll find
it will improve your conversational powers.”

Aud so it did. I learnt through the desire
of conveying an exact impression to another, to
depict more graphically than I should otherwise
have done what I had seen myself.

“And what will you do that will try my
strength so very much?” I asked turning to
Mr. Donaldson.

He smiled.

“ Perhaps I shan’t make any claims on you.
Certainly I shall not unless you desire it.”

«] am sure I shall desire 1t.”

He regarded me enquiringly yet with infinite
kindness.

“You are very young and very beautiful,” he
said; then, gently, “and I don’t think you could
do more fitting work than to bring youth and
joy, and light and brightness into the lives of
others. I should like you to go with me some-
times to those who are in the darkness, and
perhaps there are some unhappy sisters of yours,
poor and ignorant, to whom it would be a revela-
tion to see what God meant a woman to be.”

There was such a reverential tenderness in his
tone that my eyes filled with tears.

¢« Oh,” I said, “ you only see my face. You do
not know me. T wish you could see my sister,
Barbara,” 1 added impulsively. ¢‘She is much
nearer the ideal woman than ever I shall be.”

“What is she like?” enquired Miss Janet at
once, using the eager formula with which I
became before long so well acquainted.

And so I made my first attempt at word-
painting, and if I succeeded in conveying a true
impression of Barbara, it was due less to my
skill, though that was strengthened by love, than
to the fact that my audience consisted of two
people especially capable of realising, and appre-
ciating through the force of sympathy, how pure
and loveable and sweet a girl my little sister
was.

“I should like to know her,” said Miss Janel,
when I paused.

And Mr. Donaldson made a remark which
pleased me.

‘ She must be very dear to God,” he said.

Somehow Barbara gave that thought to one,
like the child of whom Mrs. Browning wrote-—

And all hearts do pray, « God love her!”
Aye, and always, in good sooth,
* We may all be sure He doth.

Yot he was the first who had expressed it, and
that without seeing her.

“Well,” he said rising, “I must be off, Janet,
if Miss Molyneux will excuse me.”

“ So soon, David?”

“ Yes, but I will bs back as early as I can. 1
must spend an hour with Macnorrie; hell be
baving one of his fits of melancholy if he is left
alone; and then I shall look in at the club. I
daresay I shall see you both again, but don’t
keep your “eyes” up too late. I expect she is
tired after her journey.

Mr. Donaldson was a philanthropist in the
truest sense of the word. Some so-called philan-
thropists make charity a stopping-stono to their
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own advancement, but ho out of pure lovo offered
his time, his money, his interests, himself, to God
and his fellow-men. .

In Tisson Grove, in Chapel Street, in tho
dreary purlieus of tho Edgware Road he passod
his days and sometimes his nights. Thero aro
unsuspected haunts of vice and poverty in this
neighbourhood, worse, I have been told, than in
any other part of London, not excepting the East
End, and here Mr. Donaldson was a familiar
figure. He penetrated into parts even where the
police would hardly have ventured, and he had a
way of getting hold of people who would have
fought shy of a clergyman, regarding with sus-
picion the very garb of the ** parson.”

He made friends with everybody, and all sorts
of curious and disreputable characters used to
call at Blandford Square, asking for the “old
man,” or the “old guv’'nor,” as he was called
without the slightest intention of disrespect. I
have seen little dirty children playing in the
streets, to which they had wandered from their
homes in the slums, suddenly stop, and run after
him crying in shy delight: * Hullo, old guv’nor;”
and he would turn round and greet them in return,
smiling upon them with the genuine pleasure of
one who meets a valued friend.

But they were his friends, every one of them,
waifs and strays, boys, girls, men and women,
old and young, whosoever in short had need of
him, only he had predilections in a certain
direction. As Miss Donaldson had said; he was
‘ especially partial to thieves.”

It was a strange partiality, founded perhaps on
the attraction of opposites, for a more guileless
creature than himself it would be impossible to
imagine. Yet he was versed in the thieves’
slang, he was acquainted with their methods,
and I have known him, in reading an account of
a theft, say, laying down the paper: “I can
recognise Tom Bing's hand in this,” or, “I'm
much mistaken if Jim Crinders lasn’t been
mixed up in this affair”” And he could have
given the detectives many a hint if they had come
to him. But he was less anxious to deliver men
up to justice than to turn them from their evil
ways. He never lost sight of a man he had
become interested in: would visit him in prison,
try and help him to honest work when he came
out, and, if he relapsed, neither lost heart nor
patience. “It’s all a question of waiting,” he
would say. He had a club for men, established
and maintained entirely by his own exertions.
There were only two rules, that every member
should wash his face and hands before presenting
Liimself, and that he should abstain from swearing
one day in seven. ‘*'That’s for a beginning,” tho
founder would explain in telling any one of it.
“ By-and-by they will recognise the possibility of
doing without expletives altogether,” and he would
point out with pride the two-day men, and one
even who only allowed himself the luxury of oaths
on Saturday afternoons *just as a let off.” This
club was his especial pride, and nothing gave
him greater pleasure than to tale a dozen picked
members, or, when possible, a larger contingent,
to spend the day in the country and give them a
good meal in the open air. It was on ono of
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these occasions that a friend of his had accom-
panied them and taken the photograph of which
I bave made mention. Once I heard a funny
story in connection with this friend, who is a
very eminent man and a member of Parliament.
IHe was standing at the corner of Bond Streect
waiting to cross the road, when two doubtful-
looking characters camo up and one sheepishly
touched his hat. Iis companion said : “ Do you
know that toff?” “Do I know him?” Mr.
Donaldson’s friend hecard him answer, “ Rather!
He comes to my club.” s

Ladies were not admitted to the club, so that I
never had any opportunity of seeing it, except on
one special occasion, when the members gave a
social evening to which T was invited; but they
were a little subdued by our presence so that I
did not see them to the best advantage as far as
studying them went. The only incident im-
pressed on my mind is that a lady, who happened
to be wearing some handsome rings, said to Mr.
Donaldson :

“Tt was foolish of me not to take off these,”
pointing to her diamonds. *“They must be a
temptation to some of these men.”

«“ Madam,” he said gravely, *“they remember
that you are their guest.”

During my first evening Miss Janet told me
many stories about her brother and his work. I
have forgotten most of them now, but I have not
forgotten the restful feeling with which I parted
from her at bedtime, conscious that there was
someone strong and brave and gentle in the
world, who, if he could not take from me the
heavy cross which pressed upon me, would yet,
perhaps, show me how I might carry it in such a
manner that it would not crush me and deaden
my energies by the pain it caused, but leave me
power to work, and freedom to lend a hand to
some weary, stumbling creature, who was climb-
ing up the stony way with a weight of sin
drawing him backwards. For I think sometimes
God leads certain of His children away from
happiness and the desire to play, for this very
reason, that they may stretch out their cross to
some sinful, sorrowful sonl and draw him nearer
Leaven. And, when in gratitude he praises this
cross which helped him, the bearers may point to
that. greater Cross of which theirs is but a symbol,
and to One of whose love and suffering and pity
theirs is but a feeble reflection, even as their
shining is but a ray caught from the Light which
lights the world.

“ Will you know your room?” asked Miss
Janet as she bade me good-night.

Sho was going to sit up for her brother who
was delayed longer than ho had expocted.

“Qh, yes,” I answered, with an assurance I was
far from feeling.

“ You will find the gas alight,” she said. “Aud
if you want anything you have only to ring.”

I went upstairs rather thoughtfully and not
noticing particularly how mauny flights I passed,
until I came to a door which I i1magined was
that of my room. It was ajar, so I pushed it
open and went in. Although it was scarcely
autumn, yot a fire was Durning brightly aud
cheerfully, and the gas, as Miss Janct had said,
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reviving atmosphere of these grand fir-clad
mountains is truly marvellous. The fragrant
odours, the calm and cool of the solemn shndes,
the rarified air at the elevation of from 4000 to
6000 fect above the sea-level communicate an
clasticity to the woeary limbs, and a joyful activity
to the jaded mind which none can appreciate but
those who have passed from a laborious life with
its inseparable trials and troubles into the sweet
repose of this dear and beautiful land of rest and
peace.

But it is not enough to see Switzerland.
Tourists of average intellect and possessed of
some spirit of enquiry who are satisfied when
they have stood, Murray or Beadeker in hand,
before a certain number of lakes, mountains, and
waterflalls, know but little yet of Switzerland.
The Swiss are at least as well worth knowing as
the romantic country they inhabit. An in-
telligent observer cannot but be surprised and
gratified with that calm intrepidity that once
bore them forward to martial trinumphs, but now
takes a mnoble pride in the cultivation of the
higher arts of peace, in their rapid yet steady
progress in science, art, and literature, in the
wealth of knowledge and enterprise of this small
Helvetic nation, consisting of a population num-
bering - scarcely half that of the metropolis of
England. Local self-government is practised to
an extent which we ourselves until lately, were
vainly attempting by ‘ piecemeal legislation” to
attain. Not only has each Canton its Conseil
d’Etat elected by universal 'suffrage; but every
village has its local authorities, its prefect, its
conseil, its police, whose authoriiy is respected
and well supported. The Swiss had compulsory
and state-paid education before we began to-think
such phenomena possible, and without any need-
less trouble where no religious differences exist;
at the same time that the rights of conscience
are duly and faithfully respected—the pasteurs
giving, as a part of their stated duty, the neces-
sary religious instruction.

Compulsion is resorted to in other important
matters, such as fire-insurance, which is not
optional in Switzerland; a guard is also placed
against the consequences of fire by periodical
examinations of buildings lest they should contain
needless elements of danger. Every village has
its completely equipped fire-brigade, admirably
appointed and kept in practice. Again every
village, at any rate in the Swiss Romande (that
is to say Vaud, Neuchitel, and Geneva), has an
abundant supply of public fountains, two ox three
in every street, running in full stream night and
day perpetually, for the comfort and cleanliness of
man and beast.

But it is not conveyed by pipes into the houses,
nor as a rule, do the Swiss seem to be practically
grateful for the precious gift of such abundance
of the purest water. It is to be hoped that that
will come in time with other improvements, and

that then those toy jugs and basins at which a.

Briton accustomed to his cold morning plunge
stares with scorn and derision, will be relegated
to tho category of things left behind and
forgotten.

The Romande cantons of Switzerland are

NEUCHATEL.

divided religiously into three communitics; not
dootrinally, but certainly socially separated ; the
national, the free, and the independent churches
—and, as in Scotland, there is, as might be
expected, more life, enterprise, and religious
activity in the free than in the two sfrictly
bound ones. Amidst much that is most delightful,
that is so intellectual, and according to their ideas,
so serious and earnest in the Swiss Protestant
Churches, it is very unsatisfactory to see how
little, at least as compared with ourselves, is
generally thought of religious servicesand religious
observances. One service at 9 or 9.30 on Sunday
morningsatisfiesthe spiritual wants of the majority
of the population ; then the rest of the day is de-
voted to pleasure, the church being shut up, doors
and windows and all, until Sunday comes round
again. It must be admitted however, that the
Free Churches generally supply an evening service
besides, while all the young people from twelve
to sixteen are required to attend usually at one
o'clock for religious instruction preparatory to
the premiére communion.® Dore, yet, the Holy
Scriptures are scarcely ever opened in the Church
service except for the formal reading and hearing
“ avec respect et attention” of the ten command-
ments with their summary, and the text of the
sermon.

In the National Church, to read the Bible aloud
is forbidden, that is to say, a pasteur who should
persistently add the reading of the Bible as a part
of the Church service would be reprimanded and
perhaps suspended.2 In the other churches they
might do so if they would, but it is mnot
customary ; nor could I obtain from distinguished
pasteurs and persons of acknowledged piety any
expressions of vegret at so singular or rather so
flagrant an omission. The fact seems to be that
the whole service centres so conspicuously round
the sermon, as its principal feature, that going to
church is popularly called “aller au sermon.” A
few formal printed prayers read without variation
every Sunday of the year, one “ Cantique” sung in
the slowest possible time in two or three instal-
ments of a couple of verses each, and the sermon,
a laboured and rhetorical performance, constitute
the whole service, which occupies not more than
an hour.

Remembering, that to a considerable number
of professing Christians the public reading of the
Bible is their only opportunity of hearing the Word

! The writer on one oceasion bad the opportunity of
admiring the naturnl good breeding and respect for instruc-
tion of the Swiss youth. He had promised to give one of
these addresscs on a Sunday, and on observing to them that
he was an English pastor, not entirely conversant with their
language, it gavo him much pleasure to notice tho increased
attention with which they scttled themsclves down to listen
to an address on Mr. Moody’s € Wordless Book ” whiclh is
often found so useful, It reminded me of o passage I read
once in a Blue Book on English Public Schools, where it was
related how a professor of chemistry coming down to Eton
and finding hoe had left behind some essentials for experi-
monts, regreifully explained his dilemma to his young
hearers, who instead of making an exhibition of vexation and
disappointment, settled themselves into positions of closer
and more marked attention, beeause they were gentlemen,
and knew instinotively that “noblesse oblige” not to give
needless pain.

2 T would not havo mode this statement if I had not
reccived it {rom Professor Godet.
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of Gnd, remembering also how many of tho poor
and aged, or persons with defective sight would
be glad of this weekly opportunity of hearing a
dircet address in the very words of the oly
Spirit, it scems wonderful that a Profestant
Church should be capable of such neglect of tho
revealed Word. It seems odd too that after tho
sermon the prescribed prayer should begin with
thanksgiving for just having heard the Word of
God! Old Farel, the Swiss Reformer, standing
pedestalled in stone high up the hill of Neuchdbtel,
brandishing with both hands a great Biblo over
his head, seems at this day as if ho would rebuke
the degencrate church for their defection from
the Book their fathers dared fire and sword to
place open in the hands of all Christian men and
women.

There is great refinement and polish in Neu-
chitel society. Intellectual culture is pursued
in numerous educational institutions for every
class and by numberless learned societies. It is
wonderful that cut of so small a population an
unusual proportion of men of genius, talent, and
unbounded courage and industry have been
produced. The painters, authors, naturalists,
antiquarians, classical and mathematical scholars,
of very high distinction all born or resident at
Neuchitel, would form a long and illustrious list.
There are no bolder engineers than the Swiss. In
this canton railways climb mountains to a height
of 3000 feet, and tunnel them with fearless per-
tinacity at closely recurring intervals. Meteoro-
logical instruments of great complexity are set
up in public places indicating that a high state
of scientific knowledge is not unfamiliar to the
general population.

The postal arrangements are in some respects
more liberal than our own. Their inland post-
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cards aro as large.as our foreign ones. There is a
half-penny postage on letters for a radius of six
miles; the parcel post was in operation long
before we had it, and telegraphic messages aro
sent at a cheaper rate than in England, while
there is a tolegraph-office in every village; and
the distances on the roads are indicated with an
accuracy of which we seem in England never to
have discovered the necessity.

A great charm to the traveller even slightly
acquainted with Botany is the extremely rich and
varied flora of the Jurassic region. In a few
weeks the writer had found and named seventy
plants not found in England, and many others
rare with us, while such prizes as the lovely and
delicate maiden-hair, now only to be collected in
certain almost inaccessible spots in southern
England, Cypripedium calceolus, or ladies-slipper,
and the gorgeous gentians will richly reward the
collector’s pleasant toil.

North of the Alps the maiden-hair fern grows in
Switzerland in only one spot, close by the Lake of
Neuchételin a dripping cave or grotto. The writer
declines to state thus publicly the exact locality,
lest English fern-hunters should strip the place,
as the sea-spleenwort has been entirely exter-
minated out of Cumberland, not many miles from
his own home. But he will be happy to inform
true botanists on application by letter.

A singular circumstance, to be explained only
by the glacial theory, is the occurrence of huge
boulders of grey granite and even of gneiss, on
the sides of the Vaudois and Neuchatelois Jura and
quite down to the Lake, some of vast size, such as
that known as Pierre le Bot just above Neuchatel,
silent historical monuments of the mighty power
exercised by the glacial action in remote ages.

F. A. MALLESON.

—_——— TS T

WILLIAM PENN.

THE SCENES 01"“ HIS EARLY WEDDED LIFE, AND HIS BURYING-PLACE.

no man whose memory is cherished by the

Society of Friends with so much honour
as William Penn. Born in 10644, the year of
Marston Moor, the first great fight of the Civil
War, he died in 1718, his life having covered one
of the most remarkable epochs in the history of
his country and of the world. He was only a
youth during the best days of the Common-
wealth, when Cromwell as Lord Protector made
England feared and honoured among the nations.
He witnessed the Restoration ; and when times of
persecution came, he turned to the lands beyond
the Atlantic, where many had already sought
the civil and religious liberty which could no
Ionger be enjoyed in their own country. There
he founded the colony of Pennsylvania, which
has since beecome the “key-stone state™ of tho
Great Republic of America; with its capital,

‘ \ TITH the exception of George Fox, there is

Philadelphia, rivalling the glory of the New
England states and cities.

The story of his career in America, and also of
his relations with Charles 11, and with James 1r,,
the Jast of the Stuart kings who showed favour
to Penn, chiefly in order to disguise his patron-
age of Popery; and tho survival of the good
man to witness the beginning of brighter days
under William 111, all this belongs to the history
of England and tho biography of William Penn.
We confine our attention now to his connection
with the quiet scenos of his early wedded years,
and the placos where he passed the evening ol his
oventful life.

Tho body of Penn lies in the peaceful, rural
burial-ground attached to the mecting-house at
Jordans, noar Uxbridge. The grave next to his
is that of his wife Gulielma Springott, daughter
of Sir William Springett, a colonel in Cromwell’s
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army. Ncar tho loved “Guliy,” as she was
usually called, aro some of their children. His
carly friends Isaac and Mary Pennington, rest
closo beside him, who were laid there many
yvears before. A few feet distant lics his worthy
son, Springett Penn; and the tutor of his
children, the accomplished and faithful friend of
Milton, Thomas Lllwood. These graves render
Jordans sacred ground. It is one of the classic
sights to all lovers of liberty and of literature,
whilst specially dear to the Friends. Thither, in
carly June, an annual pilgrimage is made by the
members of the Society, from London and the
home counties, and, indeed, from all parts of the
kingdom. They have a solemn service for
worship in the ancient meeting-house which
overlooks the graves.

The veneration for the memory of William
Penn is not confined to English Friends. Great
numbers of Ameéricans constantly visit what to
many of them is a memorable place. To a
Pennsylvanian Friend, Jordans is almost the most
sacred spot in the old country. Some years ago
a formal offer was made by the State of Penn-
sylvania, to purchase and to remove the remains
of Penn, to be placed in a mausoleum to be
erected in Philadelphia. The proposal was as
seriously made as that for the removal of
Shakespeare’s house at Stratford to the New
World. The trustees of Jordans meeting-house
were patriotic enough to resist the proposal, and
the “ Quaker’s shrine ” remains in the old country,
though the Society is greatly more numerous and
flourishing in Penn’s country across the seas.

The Rev. W. H. Summers,! Congregational
minister at Beaconsfield, informs us that “in
1888, Mr. A. C. Harrison, of Philadelphia, son
of the late G. I Harrison, who represented the
State in the mnegotiations for the proposed
removal of the leaden coffin with Penn’s remains,
furnished him with funds for the putting up of
direction posts on the neighbouring roads.” This
accounts for the many conspicuous sign-posts in
that part of the country. Jordans, though so
famous a place of pilgrimage, is happily remote
from the crowded routes of ordinary tourists and
holiday-makers. It is a somewhat difficult place
to reach, except by driving in a carriage. The
nearest railway stations are Woburn Green on
the Great Western, and Chalfont Road and
Chorley Wood on the Metropolitan line as
recently extended ; and the distance from any of
these stations is about four and a half miles.
Stoke Park, where the last male heir of William
Penn died in 1869, is about six miles from
Jordans.

But, however difficult of access, the scenes
associated with the memory of the great and
and good Friends in the mneighbourhood of

! A Lecture on William Penn in South Bucks and Hert-
fordshire, by W. H. Summers, Beaconsfield (Bos_e and Sons,
Hertford), contnins many interesling descriptions of the
g~cnes associated with Penw’s history, and the friends whom
he knew in that neighbourhood. Mr. Summers says that
Flectwood, Cromwell's Lord Deputy in Ireland, came after
the Restoration to reside on his own esinte, the Vaches,
near Chalfont, and that Cromwell’s widow lived there; also
that Johin Knox preached often in Amersham parish chureh;
with many olher historical incidents.

WILLIAM PENN,

Jordans are worthy of a Christian’s pilgrimage
visit; and that not hurriedly. Penn’s life was 0?10
of many vicissitudes, and also of long and sore
troubles. Mo enjoyed, indeed, short periods of
royal favour, and of popular honour, but in the
larger portion of his time he was vexed by crucl
persecution ; he endured losses and poverty, and
what was harder for his generous spirit to bear
even thap imprisonment, he suffered from the
treachery and ingratitude of those whom he had
most benefited. Yet it was when a prisoner in
the 'Tower that he wrote his “ No Cross, no
Crown,” one of the classics of Quakerism down to
our own day. After many trials he was enabled
to pass the last few years of his life in peaceful
seclusion, though feeble and helpless, at Ruscombe
near Twyford. When the end came he was
carried to the old burying-place at Jordans, and
laid to rest in the presence of a vast assemblage,
in the assured hope of a glorious resurrection to
the life eternal, ibrough the grace and merits of
his Saviour.

Lord Macaulay, whose early prejudices against
Quakerism are well known, and whose celebrated
attack on the political character of William Penn
arose out of confusing him with another Penn, a
west country lawyer—an error which he had not
the magnanimity to confess when brought to his
attention—yet is forced, as a historian, to record
his opinion of his true greatness. * Rival nations
and hostile sects have agreed in canonizing him.
England is proud of his name. The respectable
society of which he was a member honours him
as an apostle.” The story of his life must be
sought in the pages of W. E. Forster, and
Hepworth Dixon, and other biographers. Our
present motice is confined to the quiet episodes of
his history, when the son of the great Admiral
of the Coramonwealth and of the Restoration
left the dazzling scenes of worldly ambition;
and after seeing enough of life at Oxford, and in
foreign travel (once travelling on the continent
with George Fox and Robert Barclay) settled
down in the quiet tranquillity of a rural region,
amidst scenes famous as the retreats of good and
great men. He held converse with Russell and
Algernon Sidney, from whom he imbibed the
advanced views of civil liberty and of political
justice, which he afterwards carried out as ruler
and legislator in the New World. Converted
through the preaching of a humble Quaker,
Thomas Loe, in Ireland, he now became matured
in grace and piety among the God-fearing Friends,
the Penningtons and Springetts and Ellwoods.,
It was ot this time that he was united to
the beautiful and wealthy Gulielma Springett,
whose mother had married, a second time, Isaac
Pennington. They settled at Rickmausworth, a
few miles from Chalfont. Mr. Summers tells us
that he has lately identified a picturesque old
farmhouse at Chorley Wood as the scene of his
marriage to his first wife, Guli. She died in
1693, at Hoddesden, just after her husband had
been reloased from arrest, under suspicion of
his retaining attachment to the exiled Stuarts.
She was buried at Jordans, and laid beside her
porents and five of her children,

The meeting-house at Jordans was built near
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the close of the reign ol Jamos it., owing largely
to William Penn's influoneo at court.  'I'ho lirst
meeting for worship was on Augunst 0h, 1688,
two months befors tho landing of tho P'rinco of
Orango at Torbay. The burying-ground had
been purchased about seventeon yems boforo,
from a yoeman farmer, Willinm Russoll, in whoso
houso the IFrionds of tho Challont distriot used
to meet.

In 1696 Ponn married agaein, and with Lis
second wife, o IPriond from Bristol, 1aunah Collow-
hill, ho rovisited Pennsylvania, and spont o fow
happy years on tho banks of the Delaware, noar
his beloved Philadolphin, In 1701 ho roturnod tv
England, to help his co-roligionists in defending
their rights and liberties. Times of personal
trouble also afflictod tho now aged man. His con-
fidential agent defranded him, and the claims
made upon him reduced him to poverty. IHe was
thrust into prison, and being scized with paralysis,

—

HAT ever mado you do that?”
Generally tho nuswor is, “ I don't
kuow.” Thuat menns to say, “ Ihave
never {roubled to think why I did it,
it was just o thought that cnme into
my mind, and I did it to please
myself.” But I suppose if wo wero
to think about it e little wo should gonornlly flnd that
whatever wo do, there is somothing or other which has lod
us to do it. The magistrato wants to know what led that
wrotched littlo mito of o boy to try and steal a loaf from
tho baker's baskot. Tho boy never thought about *being
led,” but he saw tho basket standing there, and saw tho
baker running to stop his hotse, so there was o very good
opportunity to sncek up to the busket end soizo the flrst
thing ho could. It may havo been hunger that led him o
do it; or it may have boon that he had always been taught
to be a thief, and when thoe cliauce came ho was sure to bo
led by tho spirit of stealing to tako things.

What mado you push Berlio Jones inte the water, tho
other day, at tho swimming baths? Why, the fuct is, you
saw him stonding so nicely on the edgo trying fo got up his
ocourngo to jump in. You saw that just n littlo touch would
send him in so beautifully, and in a momont you weroe led
by the spirit of mischicf to skip out and give him such a
nice little push that in ho went “oll arms and legs,” a8 tho
boys snid.

Somctimes it is an angry spirit that leads us to sny
Ditter things we aro very sorry for alterwarda,  Sometimesn
sclfish spirit leads us to bo most unkind and disngreoublo to
the very friends whom we love tho most; or o lying spirit
Iends us to Lo deeeitful, underhnnd, and mean, instoad of
honest, straightforward, und truthful,  You seo thoero nro so
many difterent spirits Lo* lead " us to Jdo various things, nud
o very greal deal depends upon which of them we ohooso
to be led by,
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hig disapponranco from public life ensued It
was then that ho retarned to the haunts of his
enrly happy lifo.  Thore is no doubt that he was
wrongod in tho affuirs which bronght his Jast
alllictions.

ITo had property in the Now World, howover,
which was his own inalienably. Afier the
Amoricnn Revolulion the Ponn family sold to
tho Stato of DPennsylvania the whole of their
propriotary rights for £130,000, and with this
tho ITon, Thomas Ponn bought Stoke Park, near
Slough, o place memorable in connection with
the poet Gray, whoso library and manusecripts
wore presorved thero, Stoko Park remained in
tho possession of the Penn family till the denth
of the lnst of the Ponns in 1869. Then the
trensures were mostly scattored. Tho famous
puinting, by Bonjamin West, of Donn's troaty
wilh the Judians, now adorns the Town Hall of
Dhiladelphia.

Talks to the Bops.

“ COMMISSIONAIRLES.”

« As many as are led by tho Splrlt of Qod,
thoy aro the sons of God."—Rom, vlll. 14.

I romember onco landing from tho steamer at Bordeaux,
with my porlmantenu, quito o stranger, knowing nothing
about that part of France at all. In o fow minutes I was
surrounded by “Commissionaires,” men in uniform, who
enmo from tho prinocipal hotels in the city, each one trying
to persuado mo to go with him to his hotel—*Richelicu,
mousicur 1" cried ono; ¢ De IFranoo, Do France ! " shouted
anothor ; “ Chapon-fin!"” ¢ Quatre scmurs!" “Lanta!"
Such o pushing and chattering, suoh a clutching ot my
portmanteau, until I chose which one I would be led by,
and ho carriod mo off to the houso ho camo from. I suppose
anyono standing on tho quay who know theso men aund the
nomes ou their hats of their various hotels, could have said in
n minute whoro eithor one of thom would lead you to, and
whether it would bo ocomfortable, or in a good position, or
oxpensive, and porhaps could guess whether you wero rich
or poor, according to which you chose.

“ Do sco that gentleman following tho man with ¢ Hotel
do Conimerco’ on his hat? I should think he is & com-
meoroial travellor coming to visit tho principal houses of
business. Most of tho commeroial travellors go to the hotel
ho is going to.”

“'That old gontloman and his doughter aro excursionists,
I oxpeot, for thoy aro going to tho * Hotel do Londres,” and
that's ono of tho houses whore they speak English, and
most of tho viesitors are knglish.”

“But who is that young man following the footwman in
livory, and what hotol does ho go to?”

“ Oh, none, nono, That is tho Mayor's footman, and
{hoy aro making their way to tho carringo that waits for
thom, don’t you sca ?  The young wan must bo ouoe of the
Muyor's sons just como homo from tho Euglish University,
you can toll ho belongs to the Mayor beeause of the foot-
man and the enrringo.”

Wo can very casily tell by what spivit some boys arve lod,
and wo know very well whore that spirit will lead themw.
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When I see o spirit of selfishness has got hold of & boy, I
know that he has a very lLard and stony road in front of
him ; that he will have to run his very hardest, ns Alice
did in my sister’s story-book, and never get any further;
that he will be something like o man on o trendmill, always
trying to get on to the slep above Lim, and finding when he
has got there he is no better off than he was Lefore; that he
will make himself more amd more miserable the more he
struggles to be happy; and that at last that spirit will lead
him to a place where there is no love left at all.

When I see a boy led by a spirit of lying, or n spirit of
disobedience, I know that boy is on the downward road,
and I know where he is being led to, though perhaps he
has not thought of it himself, or has thought he is only
going a little way. But there are some boys about whom I
feel very differently indeed. How could we tell the Mayor’s
son when he came off the steamer? By the footman whom
he picked out among the crowd, and put himself in charge
of. How can we tell any of God’s boys, God's sons? DBy
their being -led, not by spirits of disobedience, lying,
selfishness, anger, but by the Spirit of God.

One day a boy was sitting on the top of a cliff all alone
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watching the tide come up. He didn't look particulurly
happy, he was whacking the grass with a little cane he had
in his hand, as if his thoughts were not quitc calm and
quict. At last he seemed to have settled the question, for
lie put down the cane and got out of his pocket a pretty
little cignrette-holder, a book of cigarette papers, and some
tobacco. He wrapped them all in an old exercise from his
breast- pocket, and, standing up, he aimed the whole packet
o8 far out into the sen a8 he conld. Then he picked up his
cane and went off home.

What ever made him do it ?

You mean, What spirit led him? Ah, no one knew
anything about it then! No one saw. He told no one just
then. I think he was led by the Spirit of God to do what
Le did. Do you want to know whether you are a child of
God? When you kneel down to-night, and thinic of every
little thing you’ve done to-day, and the little words you've
said, ask yowself “ What led me to do that? What led me
to speak so?” See whether the answer always is, “ The
Holy Spirit of God ;” for as many as are led by the Spirit
of God, they are the sons of God.

SYDNEY MILLEDGE,

—— TSRy

Crue Lattle

‘A DINGY court, so close and drear
That, tho' the day was fair,
And sunshive gleaming o'er the carth,

No ray could enter there.

Untenanted methought it seemed,
As on, with quickened tread,

I hastened, through the murky air,
To where my mission led.

Just then, from out a shattered door,
A ragged urchin peered;

His hand clulched tight a piece of bread,
He eyed me as I neared.

But soon his gaze diverted roved;
Before me, on the right,

A pale and wasted little child
All tottering came in sight.

The other boy excited grew:
« 1l bet,” he cried, “’tis him!

They said as how he looked nigh starved;
T'll bet ’tis Baby Jim!"

« And who is Baby Jim?” I asked.
«Don't know,” the prompt reply;

«They found Lim lying in the street,
And said he soon would die.”

Onc wistful glance his treasure sconned,
Then throwing back his head:
“T'll feed that Baby Jim, I will;
I'll give him all my bread.”

“ And you, my boy?” A saddencd look
And slified sigh. Said he:

“I'm hungry, too, but Baby Jim
Is hungrier than me.”

Pearts.

Then, with a beaming, kindly face,
Across the court he dashed;

His nimble, uncluthed feet the while
The mud around him splashed.

I followed close and saw him bend
Towards the famished child.

The latter eyed the piece of bread,
With eager gaze and wild.

“’Tis all for thee}” A moment more,
And Baby Jim held fast
The precious morsel, which he soon
Devoured to the last.

Then oreeping closer to the friend
He bad so newly found,

A loving smile upon his lips,
His arms around him wound.

Begrimed and ragged both they were;
But gratitude and love

Those childish hearts, now knit in one,
In deepest dopthis did move.

A moment lingering on the spot,
I prayed *“the bread of Heaven,

Life’s fulness,” to those little ones
In plenty might be given.

My prayer was heard. Now years have passed;
A friendship thus begun

Sheds blessed influecnce o’er their lives;
Their hearts to Heaven are won.

Now older grown, industrious, true,
They never want for bread.

Oft Baby Jim rcealls to me
The day when he was fed.

MRS. HENRY CREWE.
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Ir may swprise some good folk to learn that

ms:agff%sork “Indjg is o land of villages.” ~ Perhaps the
in Inata. LEnglish people at home have hardly realized

this, They think of Calcuttn with mnear
upon a million, nnd Bombay with 822,000, inhabitants,
They hear of 29 Iudian cities with over 100,000 people and
75 with over 50,000 and nearly 200 with over 20,000; they
are told of this city and of that with their picturesque und
crowded streets and do not realise that “the populous India”
is “village India.” For every man who lives in o town
twenty live in villages. A quarterly paper of the Free
Church of Scotland calls atlention to these things, and giving
us this information urges a plea for Village Mission Work
in that vast empire. *'The strength of India,” it maintains,
“lies in these villages . . . They are the one old thing
. which has not changed.” They have kept the inner
religious and social life of the country unaliered for neur
two thousand years. The villages differ in different parts,
the Tamil village differs from Bengali and both again vary
from the Deccan. The majority nestle in clumps of trees
far from the high roads and can be reached only by paths
over which wheeled, spring-vehicles can scarcely travel.
At the Deccau village cows stray about and children swarm.
Here you sec a potter sitting on the ground and moulding
the plastic clay as it whirls on the wheel; Lere again you
notice two or three looms, either in the main street or in a
lane behind the houses, the frames hung between acacia
trees. In the village street are the blacksmiths hammering
lustily—while the cultivator of the soil—who represents
the largest number of this village community—works the
bellows of the blacksmith, and his implement is made or
mended under his supervision. He also has supplied both
charcoal and iron. The village is governed by a headman
called a patel and assisted by a clerk—usually a Brahmin.
In the evening when work ceases and the kine are driven
in, the people congregate together to tall or sing. Then
is the missionary’s opportunity, Should the catechisls’
wives have accompanied their husbands they have oppor-
tunities of speaking to the women and girls. “Iudia,”
the writer goes on to say, “must be won for Clrist by
natives of India,” while “ European superintendence and
earnest trained ralive agency . . . is really the solution of
cheap missions.” He pleads for 4000!. per annum more o
be expended on the evangelistic and village branch of their
mission.
Wesleyan 'THE spring of this year witnessed the cen-
Centenary temary of Wesleyan Methodism at Sierra Licone.
at Soma Nova Scotians introduced it in Marel,
Sterra Leone. 1ngo. gnd the day of their landing being
98th of March in that year, the present representatives of
the Connexion in the colony thought that the Centennial
Celebration should occur as ncar to that date as possible.
Preparatory sermons were delivered on Sunday, 27th March,
in all the Wesleyan cliurches of the settlement, and the Rev.
W. . C. Cockill, the general superintendent of Wesleyan
Missions in the Sierra Leone and Gambia districts, is said
to have dclivered a remarkable discourse in Wesley
Church, tracing God’s providence over the Methodists
daring the past hundred years in Sierra Leone, and re-
counting some special features in their religious and social
life. Preparatory services were continued on the following
Sunday. During the next week various mectings were Leld,
members of diffcrent Protestant denominations joining in
the celebrations.  Ou the Wednesday, the preacher was tho
Rev. D. W. Thorpe, a senior native minister of thirty-four
vears' conncetion with the denominntion. After prenching
for three-quarters of an l:our, he rceited threc verses of the
hymn—*Sce how great a flame aspires” and asked tho
congregation to rise and eing the hymn. Having done so,
Mr. Thorpe conlinued his discourse for somo half-hour
longer. The 8ierra Leone Methodists propes2 to raisc o
Centenninl Fund of 4000L, and over 1000l was promised
before the mectings closed.
Costof  Ifuom an cluborato statement issucd by tho
Missions. | ouden Missionary Socioty, it appears thut the
collection of fuuds aud administration cost, in the year
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cnding March last, o fraction under nine per cent. for
that Society, that is to say, out of every pound, 17s. 43d.
are exponded in the direct service of Missions, one farthing
for tho preparation of Missionaries, and ninepence half
penny for retired missionaries, widows, etc., while the
collection of funds and administration is put down at 1s. 92d.
So that the total missicn expenditure out of every pound is
18s. 2¢d. 'T'wo shillings and eightpence out of every pound
is expended in China ; one and eightpence in North India;
three and tenpence farthing in South India, this being the
largest sum cxpended in any field; three and a penny half-
penny in Madagascar; tenpence halfpenny in South Africa;
eightpence halfpenny in Central Africa; twopence in the
West Indies; one and tenpence farthing in Polynesia;
elevenpence farthing on ships, and one shilling and sixpcnee
halfpenny on female missions. The cost of collection and
adwinistration varies somewhat from year to year. Thus in
the preceding twelve months the expenditure was one
shilling and sevenpence threc furthings, and in 1888 and
1889, one and tenpence farthing, and one and tenpence
respectively. It may be taken therefore that during the
lasttﬁve years the cost has averaged a little under nine per
cent,

Twenty Years A MosT interesting celebration was held in
of Paris in the early weeks of this year, to com-

ﬁ;ﬁofcv‘egrk memorate at once the twentieth year of Mr.
in France. McAll’s work, and his own seventieth birthday,

which had occurred recently. There was a great
gatliering, not only of pastors and members of the French
Protestant churches, but also representatives of English and
American denominations aud churches sympathizing with
the worl, There are now at least 140 stations, in Paris and
the provinces, where the preaching of the Gospel is regularly
carried on, ahove forty of these stations being in Paris ifself
and the Banlieue or environs. In every place the agents of
the missions are gladly welcomed, and no serious opposition
to the evangelistic movement is made ; nor would it now be
permitted by the French working-classes. Touching refer-
cnees were made at the anniversary mweeting to the dis-
tinguished men who had helped the Mission—men like
Pastor Bersier, M. de Pressensé, and M. Rossecuw, St.
Hilaire, of the Institut. Nor was the memory of Mr.
G. T. Dodds without honour that day. There are above
8000 children taught in the Sunday-schools at various
stations. Tle little hymn-book in use at the meetings has
gone through tweniy-two editions, with a circulation of
160,000, so that there is every prospeet of the good work
extending thiroughout France. A pleasing feature of the
occasion was the presentation to Mr. and Mrs, McAll of a
beautiful work of nrt, a fine clock with o statuette of Lulher,
the result of & penuy subscription from the numerous [riends
of the Mission. The statue of Luther as a student, begging
for bread while singing in the streets, Panem propter Dewm,
is after Beer, nn Austrian sculptor. Of the Inglish
Auxiliary to the McAll Mission, Mr, John F. W. Deacon,
20 Birchin Lane, is the Chairman, and Mr. Frank A. Bevan,
54 Lombard Street, is the Treasurer.

Sigys aro not wanting that the Methodist
bodies nre approaching nearer together.  The
Annual  Assembly of the Methedist Free
Churches has this summer been held in Wesley Chapel,
City Road, London, and Dr. Stephenson, who was then
Prisident of tho Wesleyan Conlerence, in u cordiul speeeh,
s1id tlic meeting of the Assembly in that place would tend
to draw hearts togetlicr and prepare for co-oprration. In
the nest ccontury, ho anticipated that the divisions in
Methodism would be healed.  To commemorate the gather-
ing in tho historic building, Mr. G. 8. Kuight, of Loudon,
is intending to present o memorial window thiough the
Connexional Committeo. The Wesleyan Conterenee mecting
at Bradford also sent o telegram expressing plewsure that
the United Methodist I'ree Church was holding its annual
Assembly in Wesley Chapel, which Dr. Stephenson had
said in his specoly, ho counsidered should be the home of
Univorsal Methodism.

Methodist
Re-unton.
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Among the LUE London Cily Mission is ealling nllention
Jews, to its efiorts nmong the Jews in the melropolis.
“The vast importance,” it snys, “ol giving
altention to the work of winning them to Christ, is pressing
itsclf upon our attention with inoreasing urgenoy.” Among
the reasons given are tho large number who ycarly come
hither from the Continent as relugecs, many of whom settlo
in Londoun; also becnuse the kind treatmeut they receive
from the benevolent lends them to regard Christinnity moro
favournbly thau before, and gives opportunity for prenching
to them. The Society lLas eight missionarics at work
among them, seven visiting in the thickly-populated parts
of the East Eud and one in Solio and the surrounding
district. It is in the East End, however—Spitalficlds,
Whitechapel, St. Goorge's in the East, &e.—ihat they most
do congregate, and here the worl, it is said, * affords much
cncouragement, not merely from the many individual cases
of interest which come to the nolice of the missionaries, but
also, and perhaps ohiefly, from the huundreds of Jewish
children who ars brought under tho sound of the gospel,
and who learn Christian hymns.” As is well known, a
fenture of the Society’s work is the setting apart of various
missionaries for labour among specinl classes or persons
cogaged in certain industries, and this is an instance of
such arrangement. It indicates the great number of Jews
there are in London, and it may be interesting to add that
the missionary in Soho was the son of a Rabbi.

VErY remarkablo is the conslant increase of
Sromhof the Methodists in America. It appears to be
in the chief church in that great country.
1+ Amerioa. Perhaps the union of Methodism and Epis-
copalianism, as seen in the Methodist
Episcopa! Church thero, appeals more strongly and proves
more satisfactory to the masses of the people than any
other form of church government. At all events, for the
past five years the Methodist Episcopal Church has had an
average of new members at the rate of 3000 per week; and,
if the present rate be continued, it hopes to incrense its
membership at the average of n thousand daily during the
present twelvemonth. Indeed, the Methodists by them-
selves more then hold their own ns compared with the
Roman Catholics, notwithstanding immigration. A couple
of years ago the Methodists gained 288,000 nccessions,
chiefly by conversions, whereas, in the same time, the whole
Roman Catholioc Church in the United States added by
immigration and other means only 268,000 communicants.
Yet there is a theory afloat that New Engloud is likely to
become papal !

TrE pinth anvual meeting of this organisa-
Tho tion—which is a kiud of missionaries’ club of
“‘ﬁ‘ig}:ﬁ,’:;‘;l nll Protestant societies and countries—has
Unlon. . been held at Clifton Springs, New Yorlk.
Clifton Springs appears to be a sanatorium
belonging to Dr. Heury bFostel‘, and in its grounds o
tabernacle has been erected. He has given o standing
invitation to the union {o hold its meetings here, and offers
the members free board and lodging at his hotel. The
attendanee this year was larger thon ever, 103 members
putting in an appearance and represcnting somc ten
different societies, Reformed Dutch, Lutheran, Evangelical
Church of Italy nmong them; and coming frem various
countries, including India, China, Burmah, Syrin, Siam,
Mexico, Persin, Argentina and Guatemala among others.
The union discussed thie proposed Parlinment of Religions
at the Chicago Exbhibilion noxt year, and was not in favour
of the proposition. At u farewell meeting parling greetings
were given to forty members who will return to their fields
of labour before the next yeatly meoling, in June 1893.
Lady Tae number of lndies who nro going forlh
Missionaries. 08 missionaries appears to bo incrensing.
Recently n remarkable and significant oocur-
rence was witnessed at the committee room of the Church
Missionary Socicty in Salisbury Square, when twenty
ladies, who had been accepted n8 missionarics were intro-
duced to tho Committeo, This is the largest number ever
welcomed by the Committeo in ono party. The first society
in the field for women's foreign mission work wne the
Female Education Society, founded in 1883, tho full and
proper title of which is the Socicty for Promoting Femalo
Education in the Enst. Tho lnte larl of Shaftesbury wna
greatly interested in tho organisation, and was wont to
preside over ils Annunl Meetings, which were held at
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118 Westbourne Terrace, the residence of Mr. Alexander
Haldane. Miss Wakeficld, afterwards Mrs. Chapman, wag
sent out to induce young outenst girls to enter schools, the
iden of missionnries being at that time that it was quite im-
possible to gointo the Zenanas, But before long, Miss Wake-
ficld wrote to say she had obtnined entrance to n Zenana,
and from that {ime forward the Society has not lost ils hold
on Zenann work. The Sooiety entered Egyptin 1836, China
in the next year, South Africa in 1838, West Africa in 1843,
Palestino in four vears more, European Turkey in 1859,
Jopan in 1878 and Persia ten years ngo. The title is some-
thing of o misnomer, becnuse the object of the Society i3
cvangelistic, the cducation of Oriental women and girls
being promoted as a means to that end. In the third of
the General Regulations it is said, * the end chiefly kept in
viow shall be to bring the pupils to an acquaintance
with Scripture truth and to o belief in Christ as their
Baviour; nll other useful knowledge which circomstances
render desirable, being at the same time imparted.” The
Society now has 39 missionaries, with eight nssistant
missionaries nnd 76 native helpers, distributed over various
stations in the Eust and engnged: in Zensnas, orphannges,
schools, &e. It has' mow 74 schools and 64 assisted schools,
in which more than 10,000 girls are under instruction; 416
Zenanas were visited regularly last year in whick were
2500 pupils. Medical missionaries too, nre engaged, about
30,000 attendances being registered last year; native
Bible women are trained and the missionaries’ wives of
other Societies nssisted. This summer the Committee hLas
been seeking ten ladies, at lenst, as workers, but a somewhat
high standard of qualification is required. In order to test
their Scriptural knowledge and teaching and visiting ex-
perience, cerlain Church of England clergymen in London
have given facilities for this object, and this time of probation
really becomes often a time of training.

RobRoy. THE lale Mr. John Macgregor was an
eminently exemplary man on several sides.
His energy as a Christian philanthropist was untiring. An
open-air preacher himself, he founded the Open-Air Mission,
as well as the Pure Literature Society, while as far back as
1851, he established the earliest shoeblack brigade. By
profession he was a barrister, and as such he began to
practice open-air preaching in the Melropolis, and prevailed
on other young “legal luminaries ” to follow him. He was
also a hearty sympathiser with the seventh—the “ Good "—
Earl Shaftesbury in Ragged-school, and similar work. His
great care for the young was seen in other matters, which
he took in hand, for he was & member of the first London
School Board, and was identified with the wqrk of the
Ragged School Union, of which he was Vice-President, and
of the National Refuges. He was also on the committee of
the Bible Society, and a very cordinl friend of the Protestant
Alliance. Perhaps the nctivity which made him such an
eminent canoeist made him also such a friend of the young.
His fame as a canocist, and as & writer of his cance ad-
ventures is well known, and the profit from his works was
all given to philonthropio purposes. His adventures began
early, for he was but five weeks old when he was taken oft
the Kenf, an EKast Indiaman, which was burning in mid-
ooean, in March 1825, His father was General, 8ir Duncan
Macgregor, and engaged on Iundian servico at the time.

Tue *Keswick Convention ” held during the
last week of July seems, in the number of
English  qttendants, as well as in the devout interest
Working Men. gysited, to have surpassed any of its prede-
cessors. A marked feature, as heretofore, was
tho timo devoted to “ Biblo Readings,” of deeply spiritual,
if sometimes rather mystical, charaoter.  Successive charac-
teristio aud powerful addresses, during two days of the
Couvention, were delivered by the Rev. D. L. Moody. In
ono of them ho said —* I wish this {ent could be packed up
and tuken to the great monufacturing towns of England,
nnd used for the great purpose of gathering under it the
working men of Englund, and preaching to them tho
Gospel.  You ILnglish people aro slow to observe what
strangors sco quickly. 'Tho working men, ninety per cent.
of thom, aro utterly alienated from the regular services of
the sanctuary, and are carcless and hostile to Christianity
as thus sot forth. They have now the franchise, and unless
vou tenoh them Christian prineiples, there is a bad time
before England.”

Ar. Moody
on





