
THE SUNDAY AT HOME 
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THE \\'E't1' WSRB DARK Ct"T FOR THY LICHT.-//tr!,r/. 

SEA-DREAMS. 

WHAT IF THE IIORIZOX OF TIIE EARTH SET A LDIIT TO OCR ASl'IR.\TIOX~ : 

OUR village is less than thirty miks from 
Londor:. On a. clear dark night you can see 
the million fires of the monster city reflected 

on the horizon-a dull fierce glow that seeruB to 
challenge the calm stars. Not farther are we­
more near indeed as the crow flies-from the seo. 
Those who have 11. fine nostril for scents tell you 
that in certain directions of the wind you can 
taste and smell the tonic quality of the brine; 
sea-crulls have been known in times of great 
stre~s and famine to seek our hospitality, soilor 
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sons hove come back to us from foreign parts 
with treasures of coral and sea-weed and strange 
iiidescent shells, and still stranger tales of ad­
venture which sound like the inventions of a 
Baron Munchousen to such sober, stay-at-home 
folk as we are. For, incomprehensi'ble as it 
may sound, there nre old women, and men too, 
in our village who ha°\"o never either Yisite(l 
London or gone to the sea, nnd, more wonderful 
still, in thestl restle.ss iuquisitfre· days. h1n·e never 
so much ns set theil' eyes on n train. "Xo wonder," 

r1ics Oi-. Pe<::..-. 
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say our travelled friends, who loYe to poko fun at 
us, "since yon arc 11i11e miles from civilisation­
nine miles from everything, save a pustago 
stamp!" 

,vo bear tho reproach with meekness, oven 
with equanilllity. 'l'o us tho~e nine miles which 
divide us from the butcher and baker and candle­
stick maker, from everything, as our frielllls 
truly say, but one outgoing and incoming mail 
(tt day late, by the way) aro barriers and bul­
warks shutting in much that we prize, shutting 
out a great deal that we should regrnt to admit. 
For in our little comer of green England olcl 
customs, old superstitions, habits of thoucrht, so 
quickly dying out elsewhere before tho m~rch of 
progress still linger, survivals of a past that had 
its good point8; here character and individuality 
have room for growth; we are not all cut out on 
one pattern, nor forced to clothe omselves 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 count. In 
especial, John's eyelids would wrinkle with 
satisfaction when he described how he had ex­
tinguished and utterly lairl low an upstaTt 
"Lunnon lad" whom my lady had once in­
cautiously employed, and who in his young zeal 
thought he had discove1·ed in the Squire an 
unauthorized trespasser on his mistress's domain. 

" Thero was never no fences in those days; 
olJ Squire and my lady were that convivial 
they would walk in each other's grounds and 
never a word. My lad, says I, to he, Sql.lire ho 
walk here through trndition. 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 whore innumerabl_e 
sea-birds bred undisturbed. But John-his 
language was always so delightfully conde­
tscending-" hadn't no great opinion of the sea," 
as being but an "onchancy" and unstable sub­
stitute for the sta.ble earth in which it was his 
business to delve, and preferred the wind-rippled 
green cornland spread out under th? wide spaces 
of ~ky. Hut his disappointment m the ocean 
(which, by the way, Charles Lamb not only 
shared but justified) was a standing ground_ of 
difference with his neighbour, Margaret Atkms. 
It had lasted them as a kind uf mental recreation 
since they were lad ancl lass, and it clill not fail 
thorn till ·Margaret died. 

She was a very tall, very thin old woman, and 
she had au odd trick of drooping her chin aml 

holding her head on one sido as if she would fain 
nature had been less liberal in the matter of 
inches, and her manner, though she had rnumcnts 
of great firmllcss, was correspondingly weak. She 
did not say much, but she gave you the im­
pression that there was not much to say. 

'l'hcre 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 enrly youth in an "Oriental position" (to 
quote honest John once more) and who died of a 
disease which Margaret described as "gallopy 
Jisumption," 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. The longing 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 to life, a hope not to be too lightly 
realised. Yet though she had never looked 
upon its waters she could not forgive John for 
trying to tarnish the picture fancy had cre:i.ted. 
She had learned, when no longer young, to read 
in a laborious fashion, 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 not seek to hide 
when, her sight beginning to fail, we offered 
to read passages from other works which we 
thought might interest or amuse her. She even 
seemed offended to think that we did not credit 
her with knowing her place and station iu 
life; miscellaneous book-learning being in her 
eyes an exclusive privilege of the well-born, ancl 
she would deplore with a kind of feeble rigidity 
tho 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 l\far~aret knew well. 
She could almost repeat the Bible liy heart, 
and though she solved the difficulties of pro­
nm10iation in a manner all her own, the sacred 
words lost no dignity on her lip~. It was from 
this inspired source sho drew her ideas of the 
sea, aml thoro was not a rnference to it from 
Exodus to Acts she could not i11sta11tlv quote. 
It was difficult to know how far she reaiisell the, 
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images it presented, for ours is a wij,terless 
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 elements 
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 bnt 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 till she was growing old that an 
opportunity was given us to help Margaret to 
realise her dream. No persuasion of ours would 
have 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, bnt then only did our difficulties 
begin. They seemed indeed insurmountable. 
The territory we conquered one day we lost the 
next; sometimes she disbelieYed the sincerity of 
our purpose, another day she shrank before the 
presumption of the undertaking; never even in 
the remote past, when she and Wilkins" walked 
out" together, and there was that underlying 
matrimonial project in their minds, had any 
event so shaken and moved her. 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. 
Eis 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 tl,is 
great occasion-she was a woman still, though 
no longer a young one-had all been discussed 
and settled long since, and there was little to do; 
but this pause after the battle -with her hesitations 
gave room for the thought-wero we, aftor all, 
doing her a kindness in hi,lping her to embody 

this beautiful son-dream? Might she not ask 
more of us than we could give? If she sho11 Ja 
expect to see leviathan, or that great fish that 
swallowed the disobedient prophet-eYcn if ~he 
should ask for a tempest when there was only a 
great calm? But though I do not think ~}1e 
would have been disappointed, for she had the 
idealising faculty John lackec1, we were never, 
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 bonnetlcss, 
cloakleEs, 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 t.hat 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 kincler 
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 llllhappy or complaining; indeed, I think 
sho was more at rest since she bad 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 fbr 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 tho 
sea of heaven. Eitherto it had been for the ocean 
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 fal'hion thereof was passing away 
-the eternal drawing near. 

She had had such timid difficulties as might occur 
to an untutoi-ed mind about the crystal sea which 
is spread before tho throne, but if they had ever 
really troubled her, they troubled her no more. 
8he ~as 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 heiwet1 
and a new earth, and no moro sea," then, nftcr 
a pause, "and tho sea gave up the llead wLieh 
wero in it." 

"Yes," ho said, who sat by her bed, "for tho 
sea hero is for many but another Wl,nl for 
sorrow. But yonder it will bo a sea of life. Do 

3 i: 2 
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y•Jll remcm11er, l\Iargaret, to whom it is given 
to i,fand in prniso hcfure the throne?" 

She smiled a fiue, te11der smile. 
"'l'hcv which are written in tho Lamb's Book 

of Lifo ;· you aud her," poinling to tho sitter by 
tho window, "and "Wilkin-" sho hesitated a 
moment., and then her face cleared into serenity, 
"and, by the grace of God, Margaret Atkin;; too." 

It was for Wilkins she bad the last worcl. 
,vc tbonght she wa.s sleeping, bnt she must havo 
hrnrd his step as he carried a pail of water from 
the wc11. 

'' John," sho said-I don't think she l1ad ever 
<'ailed him that before, and for a minute he did 
not answer. Thon he set down his load and came 
in heavily, bis olcl face set and grim. Her voice 
was strangely clear, but she groped with her 
hand, and we lrnew then that she did not sec him. 

"The sea of glaf's before tho great white 
t.hi-one," 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 closetl mine about them. 

"Tell him-he'll not be disappointed then." 
Poor old John, he missed her sorely, though 

he saiJ 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 next 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-

1111cc with the science went hut little beyond hi8. 

Bnt I remember this time because it drew from 
him the first mention of Margaret since she died. 

W o were discussing an article that had appeared 
in one of the magazines upon the physical 
structure of the planet Mars. He r,uddenly 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 sometimes 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 or else that I have told it amis3. For though 
she was just an illiterate old woman, limited, 
ignorant, 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 hirn who has dreamed a dream that 
debases, hinders, degrades. For in the matter of 
our ideals, at, least, every man punishes or 
rewards himself. If the horizon of earth set ~ 
limit to our aspirations, ne plus ultra will meet 113 

on every side. 
0 then to aim well and to aim high! Only 

by cherishing hopes that reach beyond the finite 
dare we take courage to rise after each dis­
appointment, and girding ourselves up, go cheer­
fully forward to meet the promise. 

A STORY OF W .AITING. 

CHAPTER II. 

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

wi:;J1er, to gain from surroundings some notions 
of the people connected with thorn, I experienced 
at 011cc a i;ensation of pleasure and comfort. A 
well-furnished room, like a well-dressed person, 
impresses one favourably, without inviting 
anahsis: neither i8 it so much that one is 
cons

0

cious of harmony as 1hat one is unconscious 
of discord. Yet oven while my artistic sense 
wa~ Leing gratified by the charming whole, 
suddenly a jarring note was stnrnk and imme-
1liately my attention was arrested by that to tho 
exclusion of all else. Over the mantelpiece, in a 
1110.,t prominent position, was a large photogrnph 
in 1t11 ebony franw, depicting a group of about 
twe11ty men. But such men ! Thero was scarcely 

a face among the lot which was not r<.'markable 
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 ropulsivo foatures; 
humanity in its lowest type and least attractivo 
form was represented in the picture which, in­
teresting as it might be in itself, and from a 
certnin point of view, scemotl strangely out of 
place in the charming, dainty apartment-sido by 
side moreover, as if to invite comparison, with a 
delicate etching of one of Rossetti's incomparablo 
heads, nnJ a sevoroly beautiful study by a modern 
French artist. 

I stood bi;fore it lost in wonderment, and, if I 
mny use snch a paradox, attracted by very 
ropnlsion, till I was ronsod by a vvico at my 
sido. 
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"Ah, yon arc looking at my brother's family, 
I 1,00." 

I turned round blushing, yet oven in my 
confnsion, strnck by the strange wunls, and 
repeating- them. "Yonr brother's family?" 

"They do not make a pretty pict.urc, I admit.," 
went on the lady laughing, "but ho is so fond of 
them all, he would have them thorn." 

I glanced at the speaker in some snrprise ancl 
concluded that this must be l\li~s Donald~on, 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 stont, 
not pretty, but with the most radiant eyes I 
have ever seen in any human being. 'l'hese eyes 
were the feature in the face, 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 fur 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 see 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?" I enquired involuntarily. 

She laughed again. The laugh was as bright 
and childlike as the eyes. 

"Why, I know all those men by description i;o 
thoroughly, that if I could see them I should be 
able to identify each by name. I couldn't mistake 
Crook at any rate, the one in the right hand 
corner with the broken nose. He is doing his 
five Jears 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 actiOJ?B 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 na1vely that I could not 
help laughing. 

"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. 
Thon she said rather abruptly: 

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

When she had conducted me to tho bcclroom 

set apart for me and left me to cbango my rlrcH.~, 
I had fully mrvlc up my mind that whatever elso 
I might clread in the days to come I ncerl havo 
110 fear of boredom. It was evident that hoth 
brother ancl sister were what the world calls 
eccentric, and to one born and hrecl amona- con­
ventions ancl living arnidst the most orrlinary 
characters, this was in itself rcfreshi1w. J<'or 
though years and trouble and wid<>ned syn~pnthi('R 
havo made me morn tolerant of the dull and 
commonplace, I still retain_ a preference, les;i 
bigoted but no less determined than heretofore, 
for those who arc called "different from the rest 
of t!ie world." 

I think that if I had come to people who d i1l 
not interest me the loneliness would have Leen 
insupportable, for to be thrown Lack on onc's 
own resources when anxious to escape from 
oneself is a thing not to be borne. I had 
fled from Babbie and the dear people who loved 
me, and the consolations 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. The 
chief it appeared, would be to read to her. 8he 
was a great reader, liked to keep h&rself abreast 
of the times, and occasionally did a little re­
viewing. She had educated a young girl to 
meet her needR, 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 )fr. Donaldson, and to 
become, as Miss Donaldson expressed it, their 
"adjunct." 

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

"There's David," she exclaimed, and moved 
towards the door. No young wife could havo 
been more unfeignedly delighted at the return of 
her husband than this elderly woman at tho 
advent of the brother from whom she had parted 
but a few hours back. Her Jove for him, as I 
learned subsequently, was quite remarkable in 
its intensity; and, indeed, she confessed to mo 
when we became more intimate, that before her 
blindness she had had opportunities of maniage, 
but she had rejected them because she could not 
li\'o apart from him. "And, indeed, my dear," 
she remarked, "I conlcl- not make any change 
that was not for tho worse." 

'l'he object of all this enthusiasm stood before 
me. I saw a man, not much above tho mitltllo 
height, clean-shaven, and with a faco which 
although it was not handsome, was yet without 
the distinction of real ugliness ; no ouo more 
unremarkable could I have imagined. 'l'hat 
was my first, superficial impression; lint it 
was only momentary, for scarcely had I timo to 
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formulate in thought the disappointment I 
felt, at this utter onlinariness, when that dis­
appointment was swept away and the cause_ of 
it removed. 

Perhaps you will smile at what may seem the 
exag·gerated sentimentality of a girl, but I am 
in sober earnest, 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 
ruan grew beautiful. No one has ever produced 
on me instantaneously such a feeling of implicit 
faith. There was a tender, questioning, seekin,r 
look in l\Ir. Donaldson's eyes, that seemed to dra,~ 
one's being out towards his, that rebuked one's 
unworthiness, yet healed with its pity the wound 
its own puril;y inflicted. The power which the 
God-1\Ian exercised, God's Spirit in man can 
-exorcise now, in a degree proportionate to Bis 
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 me 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
]_)lace words he said : 

"I am very glad you have come to us." 
" I am glad too," I answered. 
Indeed his very presence seemed to make mo 

stronger; perl1aps 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. 

"I 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 ,ery tyrannical." I could 
not help saying, for Miss Donaldson was simply 
beaming with kindness. 

"Oh, 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 availablo 
picture-galleries, so that you can come home ancl 
describe the pi0tures to her, won't you, Janet? 
And if there is anything beautiful to be seen 
anywhere in this town of London, nothing will 
satisfy her, but that you lend her your eyes for 
the occasion." 

" It's very goocl training for you," saill Miss 
J ,met as apologetically as if the programme had 
11ot been a charming one, and the whole thing an 
excuse for making me enjoy myself, "I clo like 
to ]Jc toJ.l about what goes on, an\l you'll be so 

desirous of explaining accurately, that you'll find 
it will improve your conversational powers." 

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

"Auel 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." 
"I am sure I shall desire it." 
Be regarded ma 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. I wish you could see my sister, 
Barbara," I added impulsively. " She i~ 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
painti:ng, 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 g<1ve that thought to one, 

like the child of whom l\Irs. Browning wrote-

And all hearts do prny, "God lov~ her!" 
Aye, and always, in good sooth, 
We may all be sure He doth. 

Yet 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, be back as eai-ly as I can. I 

must spend an hour with Macnorrie; he'll be 
having one of his fits of melancholy if he is left 
alone; aml thou I shall look in at the club. I 
claresay 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 tho 
truest sense of the word. Somo so-called philan­
thropists make charity a stopping-stone to their 
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own advancement., bn(; ho ont of pnro love offered 
his time, his money, his interests, himself, io Ood 
and his fellow-men. . 

In Lisson Grove, in Chapel Street, in the 
dreary purlieus of the Ellgwnro Road he passou 
his days and sometimes his nights. 'l'hero arc 
unsuspected haunts of ,·ice and poverty in thi.i 
neighbourhood, worse, I have boon told, than in 
any other part of L<Jndon, not exceptiug the East 
End, and here l\Ir. Donaldson was a familiar 
fignre. He penetrated into parts even where the 
police would hardly have Yentured, and he had a 
way of getting hold of people who would have 
fought shy of a clergyman, regarding with s·us­
picion the Yery 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 guilele:::s 
creature than himself it would be impossible to 
imagine. Yet he was versed in the thieves' 
slang, he was acquainted vrith their methods, 
and I have known him, in re11.ding 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 Hasn't been 
mixed up in this affair." And he could have 
given the detectives many a hint if they ~ad comt) 
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 waitin~," 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 beforn presenting 
himself, and that he should abstain from swearing 
one day in 1,even. " 'fhat's for a beginning," the 
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-clay men, and one 
even_ who only allowecl himself the luxmy of oaths 
on Saturtlay afternoons "just as a let off." 'l'his 
club was his especial pride, and nothing gave 
him greater pleasure than to fake a dozen picked 
members, or, when possible, a larger contingent, 
to spend the clay in the country anrl give them a 
good meal in the open air. It was ou 0110 of 

theso occasions that a friend of his had accom­
panied them and taken the photograph of which 
I have mado mention. Once I heard a funny 
story in connection with this friend, who iii! a 
very eminent man and a member of Parliament. 
Ho was standing at the corner of Bond Street 
"'aiting to cross the road, when two doubtful­
looking characters came up and one sheepishly 
touched his hat. His· companion said : "Do you 
know that toff?" " Do I know him?" Mr. 
Donaldson's friend heard him answer, "Rather ! 
He comes to my club.", 

Ladies wore not a<lmittec1 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 I was invited; but they 
were a little subdued by onr presence so that I 
did not see them to the best advantage as far as 
studying them went. 'fhe only incident im­
pressed on my mind is that a lady, who happened 
to be wearing some handsome rings, Eaid to Mr. 
Donaldson: 

"It was foolish of me not to take off these," 
pointing to her diamonds. "They must be a 
temptation to some of these men." 

"l\Iadam," be 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 
11ave 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 sueh 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 st"retch out their cross to 
some sinful, sorrowful soul and draw hiru nearer 
heaven. And, when in gratitude he praises this 
cross which helped him, the bearers may point to 
that.gr~ater Cross of which theirs is but a symbol, 
and to One of whoso 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 yonr room?" asked l\Iiss 
Janet as she bade me goocl-night. 

Sho was going to sit up for her brother who 
was delayed longer than ho hacl expected. 

"Oh, yes," I answered, with an assurance I was 
far from feeling. 

"You will find the g·as alight," she said. "Aml 
if yon want anything you have only to ring." 

I went upstairs rather thoughtfully and not 
noticing particularly how many flights I passed, 
until I rame to a door which I imagincll "·as 
that of my room. It was ajar, so I pnshcd it 
open and wont in. Although it was scarcely 
autumn, yet a fire was burning brightly aml 
cheerfully, aml the gas, as l\liss Janet hatl saill, 
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was lighted. The light fell on the white11t and 
freshest of bed-clothefl, it shone on the rich 
mnhoganyfurniture,and mnde the l!ilver-mountcd 
brushes nml cut-glass hottles on the toilet-tnble 
sparkle and glisten. On a little table by the bed 
was a large bowl of hot-home flowers. 

I saw then I hnd mado a mistake, for though 
my room was pretty and dainty enough, it had 
no pretensions to luxury. As I was leaving the 
apartment, which I could not help reHecting was 
in contrnst to what I had seen of the rest of the 
housJ (for though e'\'erything was artistic it was 
almost remnrkably ~imple 11nd by no means con­
veyed an impression of grandeur), I encountered 

one of the servants who was coming down the 
stairs. 

"I have gone into the wrong room," I saiJ, 
guil1ily. 

"Yes, mies, that is the spare room," she re-
1,ponded, leading the way upstairs to my own. 

"le someone coming to stay here?" I asked, 
with unbecoming curiosity. 

"No, miss." 
I wondered at the elaborate preparations, but 

resisted the desire to ask the question which rose 
to my lips. Perhaps, I thought, it was my new 
friends' peculiarity to keep a room always ready 
for possible guests. 

:NEuCH.A. TEL. 

\ 

LAKE OF i.El;CHATEL. 

TO the traveller in Switzerland. who has some 
leisure time before him, there can be no 
more agreeable entrance into that charming 

country for a. stay in it than by the high table­
land of Pont.arlier through ihe Val de Travers, 

with its dark pine forests, to that most delightful canton 
Neuchatel. It is no wonder that the King of Prussia 
bitterly lamented. the loss, in the revolutionary year 1848, of 
his sovereignty over that brilliant little appanage of the 
royalty of Brandenburg. But the fire of independence could 

not be quenched, and Neuchatel, unresist.ed, for PruSBia would not strike a blow a.,aainst her 
belo,·ed rebel, became a member of the Swiss confederation. 

Issuing from the Val de Travers, i:he lofty Alps of Fribourg and. Berne are seen towering 
on the horizon at a distance of ninety miles, hiding the V alaisan and the Grisons Alps from 
view, though Mont Blnnc itself, the sovereign of the giant Alps, is not, and cannot be hid. 

The distant view of those majestic domes and towering aiguillu offers a quiet anticipation 
of a more tumultuous rapture to come, for him who loves rightly to read the great book of 
Nature as the handiwork of Him who made all the11e things for Hie glory. In tho meantime 
we may revel in peace amongst the lower alt~tudes of the Jura, darkly clothed down to the very 
feet in the solemn silence of their fragrant prne forestB, whose lofty and crowded columns ascend 
heavenward like the clustered pill8l'8 of some vast cathedral Indeed, viewing these sombre 
woods . in the early hours of morning, our fa!ourite time for fo_rest _walks, when the subd~ed 
and slanting rays of the rising sun could pierce them only with difficulty, they glowed with 
a soft and variegated light resembling that which pours into the vast spaces of sowe solemn 
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tcmpl<>, through its loft.y folin,t.ccl winllows gcmrnctl 
with all the glowing hues of precious stonos. 

The Val do Travers strikes ono on n first visit 
with a plcnsumblo amnzomcnt. It is 11, greon and 
fcrtilo Yalley, ten miles in lc,ngth, wnterod by tho 
sweet Arouse, and almost crowded with trim 
compact towns nnd villages clustered together at 
c,ery mile, where in cott11gos and in fabriqnes aro 
manufactured the separate parts of the so-culled 
Gene,a watches, together with the delicate 
machinery used in their construction. The blue 
Arouse flows slowly through this lovely peaceful 
valley, but soon hurries with headlong rnshing 
speed down the awful gorges-until 
lately almost inacce~sible, but now 
rendered easily practicable and quite 
1;:afe by the industry of the enter­
prising :M:. Suchard, the chocolate 
manufacturer, who has caused a good 
path about th1·ee miles in length to 
be constructed along the face of 
perpendicular limestone cliffs; and 
down impossible slopes by easy steps 
and over picturesque wooden bridges, 
as far as N oiraigues, the first village 
of this valley. 

But the grand feature of the Val 
de Travers is the vast and in many 
vlaces almost perpendicular white 
limestone rocks which shut the 
valley in between walls in many 
places over 1000 feet high, here 
densely clothed, there sparsely 
sprinkled with the noble fir-trees . 
and pines which are indigenous to 
these mountains and need no aid 
from human hand to plant their 
serried masses. Along the whole of 
one side of the valley, the vast 
rampart, broken and precipitous as 
it is, has presented no insurmount­
able obstacle to the intrepid Swiss 
engineers, who have carried the rail­
way from Pontarlier to Neuchatel 
fearlessly, at from 500 to 1000 feet 
above the green Talley, piercing their 
way with nine tunnels in the space 
of ,as many miles. It is a strange 
feeling when hanging as it were in 
mid air on the iron way, to know 
that almost vertically 400 feet above 
you climbs another railway to ChaUJ: de Fonds, 
that town of 24,000 souls which the Neucbatelois 
fondly call the largest village in Switzerland. 

The famous Creux du Vent (or Van) culminates 
the pleasing terrors of the Val de Travers. It is 
a vast hollow, three miles in circuit, in a summit 
!iOOO feet high, enclosed on all sides but one wit.h 
a magnificent barrier of smooth vertical rooks 
500 to 900 feet high, al1Uost even and un'eroken 
1:ave by the contorted stratification of the lime­
i;tone rocks of which it is composed. The floor, 
ae it may be called, of this grund amphitheatre 
is densely wooded, with cool grassy spaces in­
terspersed, where many ro.ro flowers are to be 
found, the flue Alpine anemone, the exquisito 
gentious enamelling the soft grnss ns if with 
constellations of i;tarry gellli; of heavenly nzuro, 

Oil(] with pnrplo cups of deeper huo ( Gcnlia11r1 
acanlis nnrl G. vcrnct) anrl rnoro treasures bcRicleH 
than I. have spuc~ to name. It is a great help to 
tho cnJoyrnent of no.turn! scenery to possess somo 
lmowlodg~ of 11otnny; tho pleasure of finding 
plo.~1ts <pnte new to us greatly enhancing the 
delights of travel. In theBe woods are rnacrnifi­
c~nt specimens of the sessile-fruited oak~very 
chfforent from our common British oak-straicrht 
and ta.11 as pines, and the tirn ber of the fin~est 
quality. 'fhis oak is not so well known as it 
deserves to be. In the hollow of the Crenx du 
Vent, tho hco.tecl traveller to his great delight 

I'IEllllE LE DOT, 

meets with a bright clea1· fountain of the coldest 
water, always maintaining a temperature of 36° 
and known as "La Fontaine froide." The in­
dustry and courage of ages havo succeeded in 
oonst.ructing o. safe pnth winding in a spiral, 
clown the perpendicular sides of the ttirrible 
looking c1·ags which shut in this magnificent 
hollow. From the hollow, whence this path is 
invisible, it seems impossible to descend into it 
from above; but tho joyouR Ol'ios of many 
children filling the vo.st enolosure, and descend­
ing in porfeot safety past us as we sat in the 
shade, proved to us that the feat was by no means 
a cliflionlt ono. 

'l'o one who, like the writor, resorts to Switzcr­
lo.nd in search of the health afforded by rest and 
pme air, the effect upon mind and holly of tho 
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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 shades, 
the rarificd air at the elevation of from 4000 to 
GOOO feet above the sea-level comnrnnicate an 
elasticity to the weary limbs, and a joyful n,cti vity 
to the ja(led mind which none can appreciate but 
those who have passed from a laborious life with 
its inseparable trials and troubles i11to the sweet 
repose of this dear and beautiful land of rest and 
}JCace. 

But it is not enough to see Switzerland. 
'l'omists of average intellect and possessed of 
some spirit of enquiry who are satisfied when 
1hey have stood, Murray or Bredeker in hand, 
before a certain number of lakes, mountains, a11d 
waterfalls, know but little yet of Switzerland. 
'l'he Swiss are at least as well worth knowing as 
the romantic country they inhabit. An in­
telligent obsen•er cannot but be surprised and 
gratified. with that calm intrepidity that once 
bore them forll'ard to martial triumphs, but now 
takes a noble pride in the cultivation of the 
higher arts of peace, in their rapid yet 1: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 authOl'ities, its prefect, its 
conseil, its police, whose authorii.y 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 timo 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 Swiizerland; a guard is also place!l 
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 
i.s to say Vaud, Neuchatel, and Geneva), has an 
abundant supply of public fountains, two 01• 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 rnle, 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, ancl 
that then those toy jugs ancl basins at which a 
Briton accustomed to his cold morning plunge 
stares with scorn and deriHion, will be relegated 
to tho category of things left behincl and 
forgotten. 

'!'he Homaode cantons of Switzerland are 

divided religiously into three communities; not 
doctrinally, bnt certainly socially fieparat'lrl; 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 strictly 
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 ofreligious servicesand religious 
observances. One service at 9 or 9.30 on Sunday 
morning satisfies the 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 Churuhes 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 premiili·e communion. 1 More, 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 commanrl­
rnents with their summary, and the text of the 
sermon. 

In the National Church, to read the Bible aloud 
is forbidden, 1hat 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 not 
customary; nor could I obtain from distinguishecl 
pasteurs ancl persons of acknowledged piety any 
expressions of regret at so singular or rather so 
flagrant an omission. The fact seems to be that 
the whole service centres so conspicuously round 
the 1rnrmon, as its principal feature, that going to 
church is popularly called "allei· 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 

1 The writer on one ooc11sion b11d the opportunity of 
admiring the naturnl good breeding and respect for instruc­
tion of the Swiss yout.11. He had promised to give one of 
these o.cldresscs on o. Sunday, and on observing to them that 
he wos nn English pastor, not entirely conversllnl with their 
langnogc, it gavo him much pleosuro to notice tho increasl'd 
attention with which they settled themselves down to listen 
to an nddrc,s on l\Ir. l\Ioody'• "Wordless Book" which is 
often fou\1(1 so useful. It rcmiucle!l me of I\ passnge I rca,\ 
onco in o Illuo Ilook on English Public Schools, where it was 
rolntccl how 1t professor of chemistry coming down to Eton 
nnd fin!ling ho had left be hill(\ some cssentinls for c~ pcri­
monts, regret fully explained his dilemum to his young 
limrcrs, who instead of nmking nn exhibition of YCX1ttiou ,uhl 
diA11ppoinlmcnt, scttl0tl thcmsclvos into positions of clos,·r 
and moro mnrkcd nttcntion, because they were genllemen, 
am\ knew inslinotively that "noblesse oblige" nut to giv0 
neo,lless pain. 

2 I would not havo mrdo this stntcment if I ha,1 not 
rccci l"C!I it from Profl'ssor Go,lct. 
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of God, remembering also how mnny of tho poor 
and aged, or parsons with dcfocti,·o sight would 
be glad of this weakly opportunity of hea1ing a 
direct address in tho very words of the Holy 
Spirit, it seems wonderful that a Protestant 
Church should be capable of such neglect of the 
revealed Word. It seems odd too that alter tho 
sermon the proscribed 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 Neuchutel, 
brandishing with both hands a great Biblo over 
his head, seems at this day as if ho would rebuke 
the degenerate 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
chi'ttel society. Intellectual culture is pursued 
in numerous educational institutions for every 
class and by numberless learned societies. It is 
wonderful that eut of so small a population an 
unusual proportion of men of genius, talent, and 
unbounded courage and industry have beon 
produced. The painters, authors, naturalists, 
antiquarians, classical and mathematical scholars, 
of very high distinction all born or resident at 
Neuch&tel, 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 rer,pects 
more liberal than our own. Their inlancl post-

cards aro as large as our foreign ones. There is a 
half-penny postage on letters for a ratlius of six 
miles; tho 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 telegraph-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 necessit.y. 

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 
Neuchatel in 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 Df grey granite and even of gneiss, on 
the sides of the Vaudois and N eucha telois Jura and 
quite down to the Lake, some of ,ast size, such as 
that known as Pierre le Bot just abo"'l:e Neuchatel, 
silent historical monuments of the mighty power 
exercised by the glacial action in remote ages. 

F. A. MALLESON. 

-----.--y-r-~~::::-::-,,-6--.-----

WILLIAM PENN. 

THE SCENES OF HIS EARLY WEDDED LIFE, AND HIS BURYING-PLACE. 

WITH the exception of George Fox, there is 
no man whose memory is cherished by the 
Society of Friends with so much honour 

as William Penn. Born in 1 G44, 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 couutry and of the world. He was only a 
youth during the best days of the Common­
wealth, when Cromwell as Lord Prntector 1~1ade 
Eno-land feared and honoured among tho nat10ns. 
He ~vitnessed the Restoration; and when times of 
persecution came, he turned to the lands beyond 
the Atlantic, whore many had already sought 
the ci \'il :md religious liberty which could no 
longer bo enjoyed in their own country. 'fh~re 
he founded the colony of Pennsylvania, winch 
has since become tho "key-stone state" of the 
Great Rcpu blic of America; with its capital, 

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

Tho story of his career in America, and also of 
his relations with Charles u., and with James u., 
the last of the Stuart kings who showed fa,our 
to Penn, chiefly in order to di~guise his patron­
age of Popery ; and the survival of the g·ood 
man to witness the beginning of brighter days 
under William m., all this belongs to the history 
of England and the biography of William Penn. 
We con.iine our attention now to his connection 
with the quiet scenes of bis early wedded years, 
and the places whore ho passed the evening of his 
eventful life. 

'l'ho bOlly of Penn lios in tho peaceful, rural 
burial-oTound attached to tho meeting-house at 

0 'l'l 1. J orclans, noar U x bridge. 10 grave next to us 
is that of his wifo Gnlielma Springott, daughter 
of Sir William Springott, a colonel in Cromwell's 
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nrmy. Near the loved "Gnli," as she was 
nsnally called, aro some of their childrnn. His 
early friends Isaac and l\Iary Pennington, re:st 
elo,o beside him, who were laid there many 
years beforn. A few feet distant lies his worthy 
son, Springct.t Penn; ancl tho tutor of his 
children, the accomplishecl and faithful friend of 
l\Ii I ton, 'l'l10nrns Ell wood. 'l'hese grn ves render 
J onlans sacred ground. It is one of the classic 
sights to all lovers of liberty ancl of literature, 
whilst specially dear to the Friends. Thither, in 
early June, an annual pilgrimage is made by the 
members of the Society, from London and the 
home countie:,, 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 Friend~. Great 
numbers of Americans 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 olcl country, 
though the Society is greatly more numerous and 
flourishing in Penn's country across the seas. 

The Rev. W. H. Summers,1 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 negotiations 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 aml 
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 We:,tern, and Chalfant 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 
J.ordans. 

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

1 A Lecture on William Penn in South Bucks nnd Hert­
fordshire, by W. H. Summers, Beaeonsfield (Rose and Sons, 
Hertford), contains many interesting descriptions or tho 
s·enes associated with Pmrn's history, and 1he friends whom 
he knew in that neighbourhnod. Mr. Summers says that 
FlectwooJ, Cromwell's Lord Deputy in Ireland, came nft.er 
the Restoration to reside on his own estate, the Vaehee, 
near Chalfont, and that Cromwell'R widow lived thorn; also 
that John Knox preache,1 oflen in Amerslrnm parish church; 
with m~ny olhcr historical incidents. 

Jorclans are worthy of a Christian's pil<fJ•ima"o 
visit; and that not hurriedly. Penn's life ~vas o~e 
of many vicis.,itucles, and also of long anrl soro 
trnubles. He enjoyed, indeed, short periods or 
royal favour, and of popular honour, b11t in the 
larger portion of his time he was vexed by crncl 
persecution ; he enclurecl losses and poverty, and 
what was harder for his generom spirit to hear 
even than imprisonment, he suffered from the 
treachery and ingratitude· of those whom he liad 
most benefited. Yet it was when a prisoner in 
the •rower that he wrote his "No Cross, no 
Crown," one of the classics of Qnakerism clown 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 Jorclans, and 
laid to rest in the presence of a vast assemblage, 
in the assured hope of a glorious resurrection to 
the life eternal, through 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. Oar 
present notice is confined to the quiet episodes of 
his history, when the son of the great Admiral 
of the Commonwealth 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 Nt\w World. Converted 
through the preaching of a humble Quaker, 
Thomas Loe, in Ireland, he now became matured 
in grace and piety among the Goel-fearing Friends, 
the Penningtons and Springetts and Ellwoods. 
It was at this time that he was united to 
the beautiful and wealthy Gulielma Sprinii:ett, 
whose mother had manied, a second time, Isaac 
Pennington. They settled at Rickmausworth, a 
few miles from Chalfant. Mr. Summers tells us 
that he has lately identified a picturesque old 
farmhouse at Chorley Wood as tho scene of his 
marriage to his first wife, Guli. She died in 
1693, at 1-Iocldesclon, just after her husband had 
been released from arrest, under suspicion of 
his retaining attachment to the exiled Stuarts. 
She was buried at J onlan~, and laid besi1lo her 
parents and five of her children. 

The mooting-house at Jonlans was built near 
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1\10 <'loRo or tho roign ol' ,l1-1mos 11. 1 owinp; 1111·µ;<,ly 
to ,Villinlll l'l111n's i11llnonco nt court.. 'J'ho Jin1I; 
111coti11µ; for won,hip wns on AngnRt lHh, lUHH, 
two 1110111.hH bd'L>I\} tho l1t111li11g ol' tlw J'ri11co of 
Or:rngo at 'l\irbay. 'l'ho bnrying-gromH1 lmd 
liL'On p11rl'l1m,ed about HovoutL,011 .)'<'l\l'B hoforo, 
fro111 n yoeman farmor, Willi1t111 H.nssoll, in whoso 
houRo tho Friouds of tho Chnlfont distriot usod 
to llll'l't. 

ln lll% Ponn mnrriod ngnin, nud with his 
Rccond wifo, n Friond frolll Bristol, lfounrth Cnllow­
hill, ho rovisitod Penni;ylvanin., 1uHl spout l\ fow 
happy years on tho bnnks of tho Dolnwnro, nonr 
his bohwod Philndolphin. l n l 'i\11 ho rotnmoLl to 
England, to holp hiis co-rnligioniists in clofo11di11g 
their rights nnd liberties. 'l'imos of porso1rnl 
trouble also affiiotod tho now nged. mun. His oon-
1ideutial ugout dofro.ndod him, 11ud tho claims 
made upon him 1'0Jucod him to poverty. He was 
thrust into prison, uud being soizod with pl\rolysis, 

his 1liA:ippormmco from public lifo ensued ft 
wr1H titan that ho roturnocl to tho hun11ts of hiii 
onrly lrnppy lifo. Thore is no clonbt th11t he was 
wrcmgotl in tho nffuirs which brought his last 
ullliotions. 

Ho hrvl proporty in the Now World, l1owover, 
whioh wns his own ino.liennbly. Afror tho 
Amoric11n Hovolution t.ho J>onn family sold to 
tho St1tto of Ponnsylvnnin, the whole of their 
propriot11ry rights for £IB0,000, 11ncl with this 
tho Hon. 'l'homns Ponn bought Stoko Park, near 
Slough, a. plnco momomblo in connection with 
tho poot Gmy, whoso lihrnry 11nrl m11nuscripts 
woro prcsorvOLl thoro. Stoko Pnrk romn.inod in 
tho possession of tho Penn family till the death 
of the lust of tho Ponns in lBG!l. Thon tho 
tronsuros woro mostly scuttorocl. Tho famous 
puinting, by Bonjo.min West, of Ponn's treaty 
wiLh tho India.us, now u.clorns tho Town Hall of 
P hilndol phiu.. 

[al ft s t o tf 7 e l3 o ,J s. 

HA T ever nmdo you do thnt? '' 
Gcuernlly tho nnswor is, "I don't 

know." Tlrnt monus to sny, "I lmvo 
nc\Vcr ll'onbled to think why I did it, 
it wns just a thought Umt onmo into 
my mind, nnd I did it to plonso 
myself." DuL I suppose if wo wcro 

to think nbout it n little wo should gonomlly find thnt 
whatovo1· wo do, thcro is something or otho1· which hns lod 
us to do it. 'l'ho mngistmto wnnts to know wlu\t lod lhut 
wretched lilllo milo of I\ boy to try und sknl n louf from 
tho linker's b1\skot. 'l'ho boy never thought nbout "being 
lc,1," but ho snw tho lmskot stnnding therr, nnd snw tho 
baker nrnuiug to slop his horse, so thel'o wns IL very goo,l 
opportunity to sncCLk up to tho bn~kct nml soizo (ho fl1·st 
thing ho could. It wny hCLvo been h1111gcr thnt lcu him lo 
do it; or it mny hnvo boon tbnt ho hnu nilrnys been (nught 
to bo n thief, nnd whon the chnuce mme ho wns Blll'o· to bo 
1011 by lho spirit of stonling to take things. 

What mudo you push DerLio Jones into tho wntcr, tho 
other dny, nt the swimming b1tths? Wl..iy, l110 foot is, yon 
snw him st,rnding so uioely on lho edge trying to got up his 
oonrngo to jump in. You snw tlmt just 1\ liltlo touch wuuhl 
send him in so bonulifully, nnu in n moment you were 1ml 
by lho spirit of mischief to sldp out nn1l gi1·0 him sn<'h n 
nico liltlo push that in ho went" nil Cll'IIIB nn,l h•ge," us tho 
boys s,1iu. 

Homclimcs it is 1111 nngi·y spit-it lli:1t lc1t,I~ us lo any 
hiltl'r things wo ciro very sorry for nftL•t·wnnL,. Sometimes IL 

sclfi•h t<piri l lc,uls IIH to hu most unkind I\IHl dis11g1·c0t1blo lo 
tho wry friencls wl,om wu lovo l.110 mos I.; or IL lying spirit 
Ic,uls us to l>o ,lcccitl'ul, ullllerhnud, nllll menu, iuston,l of 
honest, stmighlforw11ru, 1u11l trnlhful. Yon BL'0 I horn oro so 
mnuy tliff,•ront spirits to·• J,,n,l" UH l.o ,lo 1·1ufo11s things, nm! 
u VL•ry g1·l'nt den! dcpcn,ls upon whiL·h of them wo ohooso 
to lw h·,l by. 

"001111\USSIONAIRES." 

"As mnny ns nro led by tho Spirit of Ood, 
thoy nro tho son• of Ood. "-110111, viii. u. 

I 1·omembc1· onco lunding from tl.to stenmor nt Bordenn:i:, 
with my porlmnntenu, quito n strnnger, knowing uutl.ting 
ubrrnt lhM pnrt of Frnnoe nt nil. In o. fow minutes I wns 
surrounded by "Commissionnires," men iu uniform, who 
cumo from lho principal hotels iu tl.te city, eacl.t one trying 
to pcrsuudo mo to go witl.t hiw to his hotel-" Richelieu, 
mousicm· I" crieu ono; ,; Do Frnnoo, Do Frnnce ! " shoute,I 
nnothor; "Cbnpon-fin I" "Quntro srours I" "Lnntn ! " 
Such n pushing nncl chuttering, suoh II clutcl.ting nt my 
portmcmteuu, until I chose which one I would bo led by, 
CLnd ho cnl'l'iod mo off to the l.touso I.to onruo from. I suppose 
nnyono stnnding on the quny who know theso men CLuu the 
nnmos ou their hnts of their vnrious hotel&, could h,wo snid in 
n minuto whoro eitho1· 0110 of lhom would lenu vou to, nntl 
whether it would bo oomfortC1blo, or in Cl good 

0

position, or 
oxpensivc, nml po1·hnps conkl guess whether you wcro rich 
01· poor, ucconling to which you choso. 

"Do seo thnt gontknmn following tho nmn with 'Hotel 
,lo Corumcrco' on his hot? I should think ho is t\ cotn­
moroinl trnvulloi· coming to vi,;it tho prinoipt1l houses of 
business. l\Iost of tho commoroit1l trnvollors go to the hot._d 
ho is going to." 

"Thnt old gontlomm1 nlHl his d1rnghtc1· nro excursionists, 
I oxpcot., for thoy nro going to tho • H,,tel do Londrcs,' tm,I 
thut's one of the hous,•s whoro th,,~- S}ll'ttk .Euglish, nn,1 
most of lho visitors nt'<' Euglish." 

"But who is thnt y,,ung uurn fol\,,wing tlw footmt\n iu 
!ivory, mul whut hotol ,hws ho go to?·• 

•• Uh, 110110, nono. 'l'h11t is tho l\foyo1·'s footnuu1, un,l 
thoy n1·0 nll\king· th,•it· WL\Y to tho t'1ll'l'it1go tlmt 1mits t,>r 
thom, uon't ~·011 sco? 'l'ho ~·<nrng mtm must bo t1uo of tho 
l\fo_ror's sons just. ,,01110 homo from tho Engli"h Uni\'c't':lity, 
yon otm toll ho ill'longs to tho llltlyo1· bCL'I\US<' uf tho foot­
lllllll 1111,l tho c11rri11go." 

Wl, c,m vory Msily tdl by whnt spirit som,, b,iys t\1-0 k,l, 
nutl wo know very wl'il whoro lh1\t spil'it will ku,I th~m. 
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When I seen spirit of selfishness ho.a got hold of II boy, I 
know that he lJD.s a very lJD.rd o.nd stony 1·00.d in front of 
him; thnt he will hnve to rnu hie very hunlest, 11s Alico 
<lid in my sistel"s story-book, nnd neve1· get nny further; 
that he will ba something like a. wan on a. tree1dmill, a.lwnys 
iryiug to get on to the step a.hove him, o.ncl finding when he 
hn,s got there he is no better off thun he wo.s Lefore ; thu t ho 
will wake himself wore un,I more misemblo the more he 
struggles to be huppy; nnd the1t ut lust thut spirit will le111l 
him to a pince where theril is no love left nt a.II. 

When I see a boy led by a spirit of lying, 01· a. spirit of 
clisobeclicnce, I know thnt boy is on the dowuwo.rd rood, 
nud I know where he is being led to, though pe1·lmps he 
has not thought of it himself, or hns 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 Mo.yor's 
son when he came off the steamer? By the footman whom 
he picked out among the crowd, and put himself ip. charge 
of. How can we tell any of God's boys, God's sous? By 
their being· led, not by spirits of disobedience, lying, 
selfishness, anger, but by the Spirit of God. 

On.e day a boy was sitting on the top of a cliff all alone 

w11tching the tido come up. He didn't look particularly 
he1ppy, he w11s whncking the grass with n little eane he had 
in his h11nd, 11s if his thoughts were not quite calm and 
quiet. At lust he seemed to linve settled the question, for 
he put down the cnno nnd got out of his pocket a pretty 
little eignrette-holder, a book of cigarette papers, and some 
tobacco. He wrnpped them nil in 11n old exercise from his 
brcust- pocket, and, standing up, he aimed the whole packet 
11s for out in to the sea us he could. Then be picke<l up his 
cane 11nd went off home. 

Wb11t ever mnde him do it? 
You me11n, What spirit led him? Ah, no one knew 

11uytbing 11bout it then! No one saw. He told no one just 
then. I think he was led by the Spirit of God to do what 
be did. Do you waut to know whether yon are a. chil<l of 
God? When you kneel down to-night, and think of every 
little thing you've done to-day, and the little words you've 
said, ask yow·self "What led me to do that? What led me 
to speak so?" See whether the answer always id, "The 
Holy Spirit of God;" for aa many 0,s a.re led by the Spirit 
of God, they are the wns of God. 

SYD~EY llJLLEDGE, 

Jittlt Jtarts. 
A. DINGY conxt, so close and drelli' 

That, tho' the day was fair, 
And sunshine gleaming o'er the earth, 

No ray could enter there. 

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

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

Just then, from out a shuttered door, 
A ragged urchin peerecl ; 

His hand clutched tight a piece of bread, 
He eyed me as I nearecl. 

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: 
" I'll bet," he cried, " 'tis ,him I 

They said as how he looked nigh starved; 
I'll bet 'lis Baby Jim!'' 

".And who is Baby Jim 1" I asked. 
"Don't know," the prompt reply; 

" They found him lying in the street, 
Aud said he soon would die." 

One wistful glance his treasure scanned, 
Then throwing back his head : 

"I'll feed that Baby Jim, I will; 
I'll give him all my brca<l." 

" Aud you, my boy?" A sad<lened look 
Aud stifled sigh. Snicl he : 

"I'm hungry, too, but Baby Jim 
fa hungrier them me," 

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

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

I followed close o.ud saw him bend 
Towards the famished child. 

The lettter eyed the piece of brend, 
With eager gaze o.nd wild. 

"'Tis all fur thee~" A moment more, 
And Baby Jim held fast 

The precious morsel, which he soon 
Devoured to the last. 

Then creeping closer to the friend 
He had so newly found, 

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

Begrimed and rugged both they were; 
But gratitude and love 

Those childi,,h henrts, now knit in one, 
In deepest depths did move. 

A ruomen t lingering on tl1e spot, 
I pmycd "' the bread of Heuven, 

Life's fulness," to those little ones 
In plenty might be given. 

My prayer wns bcunl. Now yca1·s ham passed; 
A friendship thus begun 

Sheds blessed influence o'er thcii· lives; 
Their hc111·ts to Hccwcn ,uo won. 

Now olcler grown, industrious, true, 
'fhcy nern1· wunt for bre,ul. 

Oft Baby Jim rnctdls to me 
The cluy when he wns feel 
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IT mo.y surprise ·eome good folk to learn that 
Mt~ork "Ind!,u: is I\ lttnd of villngce." Perlmpe the. 

m India. English people ttt l10mc lmve h1udly 1-ealizcd 
thii!. They think of Cnlcuttn with nel\r 

upon a. million, nnd Bombny with 822,000, iaha.bitante. 
They hear of 29 Iudinn citiea with over 100,000 people and 
75 with over 50,000 ttnd nenrly 200 with over 20,000; they 
are told of this city ttnd of thut with their piclu!'e8que nnd 
crowded sh·eete o.nd do not realise that" the populous India." 
is "villnge India." For every man who lives in II town 
twenty live in villages. A quarterly po.per of the Free 
Church of Scotland culls alleutiou to these things, and giving 
us this information urges a pleo. 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." 'l'hey have kept the inner 
religious and BOCial life of the country unaltered for near 
two thousand yea.re. The villages differ in dHferent parts, 
the Tamil village differs from Bengali and both ngain vary 
from the Deccan. '.fhe 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 Deccan village cows stray about and children swarm. 
Here you see a potter sitting on the ground and moulding 
the plastic cl11y as it whirls on the wheel; he1·e ago.in you 
notice two or th1·ee looms, either in the maiu 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 1·epresents 
the lo.rgest number of thi~ village community-work~ the 
bellows of the blacksmith, and his implement is made Ol' 

mended under his supervision. He also bas supplied both 
charcoal and iron. The village is governed by a headman 
c.'\lled a pateZ and 1LBsisted by a clerk-usually a Brahmin. 
In the evening when work ceases and the kine are driven 
in, the people congregate tog~ther to talk 01· sing. T~e1! 
is the missionary's 011portumty. Should the catcclnsls 
wive,i have accompanied their husbands they have oppor­
tunities of speaking to the women and @iris. "India," 
the wrHer goes on to say, "must be won for Clll'ist hy 
natives of Indfa," while "European superintendence and 
earnest trained native agency ... is really the solulion of 
ch~ap missions." He pleads for 4000!. per annum more to 
be expended on the evangelistic and \'illage branch of their 
mission. 

wesleya.11 THE spl'i11g of this year witnessed the cen­
ceutena.ry tenary of Wesleyan Methodism at Sierm Leone. 

a.t Some Nova Scotians introduced it in March, 
Sierra. Le0ll8. 1792 • and the day of their landing being 

28th of l\'Ca,rch in' that year, the present representatives.of 
the Connexion in the colony thought that the Centenmal 
Celebration should occur ns near to that date as possible. 
Preparator.v sermons were delivered on Sunday, 27th lllarch, 
in o.ll lhe Wesleyan churches of the settlement, and the Rev. 
W. R. C. Cockill, the general superintendent of Wesleyan 
l\lifsions in the Siena Leone and Go.mbi:i districts, is said 
to have delivc!'ed a remarkable clis~ourse in Wesley 
Chul'ch, tmcinn- God's providence over the ?,fothoclists 
<luring the pa;t h_undred yea1:s in ~iel'r9: ~eone, nnd !'e­
counling some spccrnl features m th?1r rol1g1ous nud so~ml 
life. Preparatory services were contmuecl on the followmg 
Sunclo.y. During the next week vul'ious 1_11ee~ings ~~r~ hei!l, 
me1nbel'S of diffm·ent Protestant denon11nut10n~ J01n1ng Ill 
the eelebmtions. On the ,vo<lnesday, the preacher_wns tho 
Rev. D. W. Thorpe, a senior nr.live minister of tlurt.y-f?ur 
vcars' connection wilh the denominf\lion. After prenclung 
for three-quai·tel's of an l,our, he recited tlll'ee ve1·ses of the 
hymn-" See how great a flame aspires" nnd. nskcd tho 
congregation lo rise nnd Eiug the hymn. Hnvmg done so, 
Mr. 'fhorpe eo11li11ued his ,liscourse fo1• &Ollle half:hour 
lon"er. 'fhe Siena Leone l\lethodists proposJ to r111so n 
Cmftennio.l Fund or 4000!., and over 1000!, wus p1·01uised 
before the meotiugs dosed. 

Cost of F11u!I an clabnrato statement issued by tbo 
Missions. Loudon l\li•simrnry F,oeioty, it uppenrs tlmt tho 

collection of funds aucl nillllinislrntion oust, in the yoC1l' 

ending March last, a. fraction under nine per cent. for 
thnt Society, tha.t is to say, out of every pound, 17,. 4f,.Z. 
aro exponded in the direct service of Missions, one fa.rthin<>' 
for tho preparRtion of Missionaries, and ninepence half­
penny for retil·ed missionaries, widows, etc., while the 
collection of funds and administration is put down at I,. 9½d. 
So that the total missic..n expenditure out of every pound is 
18a. 2½d, 'l'wo shillings ancl eightpence out of eve1·y pound 
is expended in China; one and eightpence in Nort,h India; 
three and tenpence farthing in South India, this being the 
lurgest sum expended in a.ny field; three and a penny hatf­
penny ill Mada.go.scar; tenpence halfpenny in South Africa.; 
eightpence ho.lfpenny in Central Africa; twopence in the 
West Indies; one and t.enpence farthing in Polynesia; 
eleveupence farthing on ships, and one shilling and sixpence 
halfpenny on fame.le missions. The cost of collection and 
administration varies somewhat from year to year. Thus in 
the preceding twelve months the expenditure was one 
shilling and sevenpence th1·ee farthings, and in 1888 and 
1889, one and tenpence farthing, and one and tenpence 
respectirnly. It may be taken therefore that during the 
last five years the cost ha.s averaged n little under nine per 
cent. 

7-51 

Twenty Years A MOST iuteresti.ng celebration was held in 
of Pttris iu the ea.rly weeks of this year, to com-

~!0!~~k memorate at once th.e twentieth year of Mr. 
1n Fra.uce. McAll's work, and his own seventi~th birthday, 

'11'hich had occurred recently. There was a great 
gathering, not only of pastors and members of the French 
Protestant churches, but also representatives of English and 
American denominations and chUl'chee sympathizing with 
the work. There are now at least 140 stations, in Pt1ris and 
the provinces, where the preaching of the Gospel is regularly 
carried on, above forty of these stations being in Paris itself 
and the BanlietUi 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
ences were made at tbe anniversary meeting to the dis­
tinguished men who had helped the Mission-men like 
Pastor Ber.ier, M. de P1·essense, and M. Rosse~uw, St. 
Hilaire, of the lllstitut. Nor was the memory of l\Ir. 
G. T. Dodds witl1ont honour tho.t day. There nre above 
8000 children taught in the Sunday-schools at rnl'ious 
stations. Tl,e little bymn-book in use nt the meeti11gs ha11 
gone through tmmty-two editions, with a cii·culation of 
160,000, so that the1'0 is every p!'ospect of the good work 
extending throughout F1-nnoe. A pleasing feature of the 
occasion was the presentation to Mr. and Mrs. l\IcAll of a 
beautiful '11'ork of nrt, a. fine clock with n statuette of Lui her, 
the result of a penny subsc!'iption from the unmerous friends 
of the Mission. The statue of Luther ns a student, begging 
fol' bread while singing in the streets, Pane-in J11"opte1· Dcu111, 
is nfler Beer, on Austrian sculptor. Of the E11glish 
Auxiliary to the McAII Mission, Mr. John F. W. Deacon, 
20 Birchi11 Lane, is the Chairman, nnd l\Ir. Fmnk A. Barnn, 
54 Lombard Street, is the Treasurer. 

Methodist S1ass nro not wanting that tho Metho,list 
Re-union, bodies n1·c o.ppl'Oaching nearer t0getl1c1'. 'fhc 

Annunl Asse1nbly of the l\Icthollist F1·ee 
Churches hns this sm11111er been held in Wesley ChC1pd, 
City Road, London, l\lld Dr. Stephen~ou, who. 11·ns then 
President of the Wesleyan Confer~nce, m" co1"1.lml speech, 
s1id tlio meetiug of tho Assembly m that plnco wo~ld tencl 
to il1·nw hearts to!!etl1c1· and prepare for co-oprmtion. 111 
the next oentlll'y, "'110 nnticipatcd that the divisions in 
l\Ielhodism wonhl he healed. 'fo comruemomte the gnthc1'­
i11n- in the historic builcliug, l\Ir. G. S. Knight, of Lomfon, 
is 0 intending to prl•scnt a mcmo1·io.l windo~v tluough ~he 
Connoxio111tl Committco. 'fbe "Tesleyan Conlcrcncc moctmg 
o.t Braclforcl nlso sent a telegrn1u expres~iug plcnsme \hut 
the Unitod Methodist F1·eo Church was holding its Rllll\11\l 
Assembly in Wesley Olmp?l, which Dr. Stephenson hml_ 
said in his spe~oh, ho cons1dcrnll should be the ho1uc ol 
Univol'snl Methollidlll, 
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Among the Tim London City l\Iission is C11lling nllcntion 
Jews. to its clfol'ts nmong the Jows in thu melropulis. 

"'l'ho ynst importnncc," it snys, "or gil'ing 
nlkntiou to tlw wol'k or wi11uing them to Christ, is pressing 
itself upon om: nttcutiou with inol'msing urgency." Arnong 
the 1-casous gn·cn nro tho forgo number who ycnl'ly como 
hit ht'l' f1\lm the Continent. ns 1-ci'ugeos, ninny of whom Eettlo 
in Loudon; nlso becnuse tile kind trontmeut thoy rocoivo 
fmm the benc\"olcnt lends them to rcgnrd Ohristinnity moro 
fovonmbly thnu before, nnd gives opportunity for prenching 
to thC'm. The Sooiety hns eight missio1mrics nt work 
nmong them, seven visiting in the thiokly-populntcd pnrts 
of the Enst End t1llll 0110 in Soho nnd the surl'ounding 
,listrici. It is in tho Enst End, howevcr-Spitolflclds, 
Whiteohnpcl, St. George's in tho Eost, &c.-thot they most 
do congregate, nnd horo tho work, it is snid, " nffords much 
cncoumgemcnt, not merely from tho many iudividunl cnses 
of interest which come to the nolioe of the missionnries, but 
nlso, nnd perhnps ohicfly, from the hundreds of Jewish 
chil,h-cn who nrJ brought under tho sound of the gospel, 
nm\_ who learn Chrislinn hymns.'' As is well known, n 
fontnre of the Society's work is the setting npRrt of vll.l:ious 
missiounries fot· labour omong specinl clnsses or person~ 
engaged in certniu industries, ou,l this is nn iustnnco of 
such nmmgemeut. It indicntes the grent number of Jews 
there nre in London, nllli it mny be interesting to ndd thnt 
the missionnry in Soho wns the son of II Rnbbi. 

Growth of 
Methodism 

in 
r Amerloa. 

YERY remnrkable is the conslnnt incrense of 
the l\Iethodists in America. It nppenrs to be 
the chief church in thot greot country. 
Pcrhnps the union of Methodism and Epis­
copnlianism, ns seen in the Methodist 

Episcopnl Churl'h thero, nppenls more strongly nnd proves 
more sntisfnctory to the mnsses of the peoplo thnu any 
other form of chm-eh government. At nil E>vents, for the 
past five yenrs the Methodist Episcopal Church hM lmd nn 
average of new members nt the rnte of 3000 per week; und, 
if the present rnte be continued, it hopes to incrense its 
membership nt the nvernge of a thousand daily during the 
present twelvemouth. Indeed, the Methodists by '.them­
sel ms mol'e thnn hold their own ns conipnred with the 
Romnn Cntholics, notwithstnnding immigmtion. A couple 
of years ago the Methodists gniued 288,000 nccessions, 
chiefly by conversions, whereas, in the same time, the whole 
Roman Cntholio Church in the United States o.dded by 
immigration and other menus only 268,000 commnuicnuts. 
Yet there is e. theory Rflont thnt New Englnud is likely to 
become papol ! 

THE ninth nnuuo.l meeting of this orgnuiao.-
The tion_:which is II kind of missiounries' club of 

In=l~~::;1 nil Protesto.nt societies o.nd countries-hns 
Union. been heltl nt Clifton Springs, Now York. 

Clifton Spriu"'s nppenrs to bo n sonatorium 
belonging to Dr. Henry Foster, o.nd in i~ grounds a 
tnliern11clo hns been erected. Htl ho.a given a stnnding 
invitation to tho uuion to holtl its meetings here, nnd offe1·s 
the members free board nnd lodging o.t his hotel. Tbo 
nttcudo.nce this yenr wns lnrger thnn ever, 103 members 
putting in o.n nppeo.r,mce nnd representing somo _ten 
dift'd'ent socielies, Heformed Dutch, Luthemu, Ernngelicnl 
Church of Ito.ly omong them; nud coming frcm vnrious 
couutries, including ludio., Chino, Burnmh, Syrin, Sinm, 
Me:s:ico, Persia, Argentiun nud Guntemnlo nmoug others. 
The union discussed the proposed Parlinmcut of Ilol igions 
nt the Chicngo Exhibition no:s:t yenr, cud w11s not in fnvour 
of the proposition. At ,1 fnrcwell meeting pnrliug greetin~ 
were girnn to forty member. who will return to their fields 
of labour before the ne:s:t ycnrly mcoliug, iu June 1803. 

Llldy THE ~u~ber_ of Indies who nro g_oing f~rlh 
llllsslono.rles. ns m1ss1on11rres nppenrs to bo lll0l'ens1ng. 

Recently n rcmnrkablo o.nd signillcau t oocnl'­
reuce wo.s witnessed nt tho committee room of tho Church 
llis,ionnry Society in Snlisbmy Squnre, w!Jon h_venty 
Indies, who lm,l been accepted ns mission1uiea were mtro­
duce,l lo tho Committee. 'fbis is the lo.rgcst number over 
welcomed by the Comrniltco in ono po.rty. 'fho first society 
in the field for women's foreign mission work wns tho 
Ferno.le Education Soeictv, f.,unded in 1835, tho full 11nd 
proper title of which is ti10 Society for Promoting Femnlo 
Education in the E,1st. 'fho l11to Enrl of Shnfteslimy wns 
grcntly iutcreslo,1 in tho orgauisnlion, ontl wns wont to 
prcsiJu ol'l·r its Annunl l\lcctiugs, which w,,ro held nt 

118 Wcstbourno Terrncc, the rcsidcnco of l\lr. Alexonder 
Hnlclone. l\liss Wnkcfield, aftorwnnls ;\lrs. CliRpmnn, wns 
sent out to Induce young outcnst girls to enter schools, the 
i<lcn of missionririos bc-ing at thnt time that it wns quite im­
possible to gr, into 1ho Zcnnnl\9. But before long, Miss 'WRke­
llcltl wroto to sny sho hod obtained cntrnnce to I\ Zenann, 
nnd from tl,nt time fonmrcl the Societv hns not lost ils hold 
on Zenmm work. The Sooiety entereciE~yptin 1836, Chin:1, 
in tho next ymr, South Africn in 1838, "est Africn in 1843, 
Pnlcstino in four ycnrs more, European Turkoy in 1859, 
JRpnn in 18i8 nud Persia ten yenrs ngo. The title is some­
thing of o misnomer, becauso thn object of the Society fa 
cmngrlistic, the cducntion of Oricntnl women nnd girls 
being promoted ns II moons to thnt end. In the third of 
tbo Geneml Hegulntions it is anid, "the end chiefly keJ>t in 
viow shnll be to bring the pupils to on ncquaintance 
with Scl'ipture truth nnd to 11 • llelicf in Christ ns their 
Snviour; nil other useful knowledge which circt1mstances 
rendt·r clesirnble, being nt the snme time imparted." The 
Society now !ms 39 missionnries, with eight nssistant 
missionnries nllll i6 uolive hclpe.s, distributed over vnrious 
stntious in !ho East nucl engnged- in Zennuas, orphannge.;,, 
schools, &r. It hos '.now i! schools nud 6-l ngsisted schools, 
in which more tlmn 10,000 girls are under instruction; 416 
ZeuaUC\s were Yisited reguturly lnst ycnr in which were 
2500 pupils. l\ledir-nl missionaries too, nre engaged, about 
30,000 ottendnnces being registered Inst year; native 
Bible worueu nre tmined nnd the missionaries' wives of 
other Societies nssisted. This summer the Committee he.s 
been seeking ten Indies, nt lenst, e.s workers, but n somewho.t 
high stnudnrd of qunliticntion is required. In order to test 
thcil' Scripturnl knowledge and teaching nud visiting ex­
perience, certniu Church of Englnud clergymen in London 
hnve given focilities for this object, oud this time of probation 
renlly becomes often a time of trnining. 

Rob Roy. TnE Info l\Ir. John l\Incgregor wns o.n 
eminently exemplury mnn on severnl sides. 

His energy ns n Christian philnnthropist WQS untiring. An 
opcn-nir prrncher himself, he founded the Open-Air Mission, 
us well ns t!Je Pure Literature Society, while ns for back ns 
1851, he esbblished the enrliest shoebluck brigade. By 
profession he wns n b11rrister, nnd ns such he began to 
prnctice open-nir preo.ching in the Metropolis, o.nd pre'l"niled 
011 other young'' legnl lmninnries" to follow him. He was 
nlso a hearty symputhise1· with the seventh-the" Good"­
End Slmftc,sbul'y in Ilngged-school, oud similo.r w9rk. His 
grent cnre for the young wus seen in other matters, which 
he took in hnnd, for he wrui a member of the first London 
School Bonrd, nnd wns identified with the WQ.rk of the 
Rngged School Union, of which he wns Vice-President, and 
of the Nntiounl Refuges. He was olso on the committee of 
the Rible Society, nnd II very cordiRl friend of the Protestant 
Alliance. Perhnps the notivity which mnde him such nn 
eminent cnuoei~t mnde him nlso such a friend of the young. 
Hi~ fnme ns n canoeist, nnd ns II writer of his cnnoe ad­
ventures is well known, nnd the profit from his \'l"orks wns 
1111 giYf'U to philonthl'opio purposes. His ad'l"entures began 
e,uly, for he was but firn weeks old when he was tnkeu off 
the Ke11I, nn Enst Indinmnn, which wns burni11g iu mid­
ooenn, in l\Inrch 1825, His fother was General, Sir Duncan 
I\Incgrogor, nu<l eng,1ged on ludinu sen-ico at the time. 

Mr Moody TUE "K,,swick Conwntiou" held during the 
• on lost week of July seems, in tl1e number of 

Elllrlish nttoudonts, os well us in tho de\'Out interest 
Working lllen. e:s:cited, to hnvo surpassed ony of its prede-

cessors. A mnrkecl fcntnre, ns heretofore, Wl\S 

tho time dcyoled to "Biblo Ilcndiugs," of deeply spiritual, 
if sometimes rnthcr mvstienl, chnmotel'. SueccssiYe charac­
trristio and powerful· nddt·esses, during two cfoys of the 
Conyontion, were dcliYol'c,I by tho Rev. D. L. l\Ioody. In 
ono of them ho .nit!-•' I wish this lent couhl be p,wkcd II!) 
nm] tnkm to tho g1·0,1t mouufootming towns of Eu~hmd, 
nud uso,l for tho grent pul'poso of gnthcring under it tho 
working men of Englund, nud prenohiug to them tho 
Gofipol. You English people orn slow to obsel'\'O whnt 
strnngors seo quick Ly. 'l'ho wol'king men, uiuety per cent. 
of thoru, 111'0 utterly nlionn!t·d from tho r..'guhu· s,'1·,·i,·es of 
the snnctu,u-y, nud ,1ro Ct\l'l'lcss nnd hostile t,i Christitmity 
ns thuY yot forth. 'l'hM' hnyo now the fmuchis,', mtd unkss 
you teuoh till'm Christian principles, there is a bn,l timo 
before Eng!Rml.'' 




