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O DAY MOST CALM, MOST BRIGHT! . . ,

Tie WEEK WERE DARK BUT FGR THY LIGHT.—[/erbert.

CAIRO.

DY MRS. DRLWER, AUTIHOR OF TIHE “ [OSPITAL SKETCHES.”
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A VIEW FIOM A DALCONY,

III,—KASR-EL-AINE.

HE nursing here is done under the suporvision
of the sisters by Egyptian women of a somo-
what high grade. Education being a ne-

cessity, a rogular school is carried on within the
No. 2008,—Ocrosrn 8, 1802,

hospital walls for their benefit. These native

women are in faot what we should call at home

staff nurses and probationers, and ono of each

takos a side of & ward under a sister’s supervision.

They look very pioturesque, with their dark

oyes and intelligent faces. Their uniform is a
Price O5E L'ENSY.
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* Galabier,” or long straight native dress of blue
and white stripes, seenred at the waist by a Dbelt,
white apron, whito handkerchief covering for
the head, and white gauzo * Yash-mak,” with
which they cover the lower part of their faces
during the doctors’ and students’ hours. This
gives them a very graceful appearance; * indeed
their natural grace and dignity is,” said our
guide, “always refreshing to my eyes” It is
scen cven among the scrubber class, who carry
their pails and indeed everything on their heads,
poising them without apparent effort. * One of
the prettiest sights in my ward,” said the sister,
“is when the Ternagial, or scrubber, walks
behind the procession of doctors, students, and
nurses, carrying the native burnished tin basin
in one hand as high as her shoulder, on which
hangs a red towel, and in the other hand the
graceful long-spouted jug, from which she pours
the water over my hands between cases re-
quiring dressing.”

The sisters are indeed doing a good work in
training these mative girls. In the first year
they are instructed in general knowledge and the
rudiments of nursing, passing on to higher grades
each year, including at length minor surgery and
midwifery. One English sister takes the super-
intendence of this special branch of the work.

At the end of three years they pass a final
examination as qualified midwives, a most im-
portant profession in a country where to have a
male doctor is considered a disgrace. They may
also, if disposed, pass into the profession as female
doctors, by attending certain lectures at the
adjoining medical college. )

They are intclligent and quick, both in prac-
tical and theoretical work; but their national sin
of untruthfulness and deceit, with a long herit-
age of Eastern sloth, stand greatly in the way of
their ultimate success. This is a sister’s greatest
difficulty, for when under close observation the
work is done as well as by any staff of English
nurses at home, yet lying and gross neglect is
the result of relaxed vigilance. These girls are
most interesting and very childish, which, said
our guide, “is not to be wondered at, as they
commence work at about fourteen, at which age
they are considered women, and are indeed often
married before this.”

Tle Arab idea of “washing themselves” is
quite unlike our notion of tubbing, while their
state of dirt would rival the worst patients from
Whitechapel. They never immerse themselves,
or any of their limbs in water, unless by special
medical order. Therefore there is a lavatory speci-
ally adapted to this peculiarity, with little stone-
floored apartments, provided with a warm water
tap and gutters to facilitate throwing the water
over them, according to their notions here, after
Deing well soaped. One day a week is assigned
to cach section for a regular bath for all em-
ployés and patients able to wallt downstairs.
The sanitary arrangements are very good, all
refuse being taken daily to the desert and there
buried in the sand. . ) i

Airing and recreation for the patients is a diffi-
culty, whera men and women are not allowed to
meet, and it is met by allowing the men patients
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to take the quadrangle and enjoy themselves,
lounging on the grass and smoking, while the
women enjoy the beautiful large flat roof, from
one part of which a splendid view of Cairo is
obtained, and Moses’ Island, wlere he is supposed
to have been found, can also be seen. From another
puint of view is a long reach of the Nile, with
full benefit of the glorious sunscts behind a
clump of palms. Below is a pretty garden, where
in summer the sistcrs delight to walk, or to un-
Joose their littlo boat and row themselves on the
Nile in the cool of the evening, when their day's
work is over,

The Arabs employ their fingers in the place of
knives and forks, and it was some time, said our
guide, before she could get accustomed to seeing
meat torn from the bone and presented uncere-
moniously to the patient. The patients have
their food served to them in little flat basins
according to the diet prescribed : meat and rice,
vegetables and gravy, and a queer mash of milk
and corn, or plain soup and milk, each patient
being given also a loaf or more of the little flat
round loaves of native bread.

Those able to move about eat at a table placed
in the centre of the ward, and for those in bed a
little stand, with a marble top to it, which is at
each bedside, serves as dinner-table at one time,
and is equally useful for dressing at others. A
native drioking bottle, or earthen “ Gloolah,” is
always placed on each, and is highly necessary
in summer when thirst becomes almost pain.

The patients have three meals a day: the first,
at six in the morning, being composed of the most
horrible mess of oil and beans, which is the Arab
national breakfast, the other two at eleven and
half-past three. It seems a very long fust from
half-past three to six next morning, but it is
their custom in their own homes to sleep at
sunset and take nothing before nine next day,
although they commence business at dawn. A
certain quantity of fruit is allowed each day:
this in their own homes is an important part of
their food.

Passing on to the mens’ part of the hospital we
find an utter absence of woman-kind, even the
white uniform of an English sister was quite
unknown until about two years ago, *“ when,”
said our guide, “we gladly took advantage of the
Government permission to take up the nursing
there, and, I am glad to say, to the great satis-
faction of the English doctors.” The Eastern
idea is that no woman could nurse a man.

The bulk of the work in this section is done
by * Termerguys,” corresponding to the Orderligs
in our Military hospitals. They certainly do their
scrubbing and cleaning beautifully, and some of
them move and feed the very sick as tenderly as
a woman could. The Termerguys are provided
with the lcose “(alabier” in the usual flowing
style of the Arabs, the crescent being embroidered
in red on the shoulder. .

The dressing, temperature, notes, and washing
of backs, etec., are done by the medical students, of
whom about fifty ave attached to the hospital for
their clinical years, and a part of the building 1s
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department, viz,, an Araly and English physician,
an Arab and an English surgoon, and an Arb
and lingligh ooulist, cach having his own set of
studouts, who como in turn undor tho tuition of
cach ono.,

Whon pationts die thoy are handed over to a
sheik without any of tho sad proparations gono
throngh at homo. No Mohammodan will touch
tho body, so tho nurso simply covors it, and it is
taken to tho mortuary, ore tho sheik porforms
cerlain rites nocording to thoir religion, with
whioh no Christian is allowod to intorfere.

Thore aro five malo surgioal wards, of about
twounty bods each, and the same number of male
medical.  About sixty beds for skin disoase
among mon, and the samoe number for oye dis-
oaso, while the Hareom aoccommodatos between
cighty and ninoty, with ono soparate ward for
spooial cases and one for difioult midwifory.

Euch section has its own littlo kitchen and stove
for making beef ten, poulticos, oto., its lavatory,
and small store of linon for immediate use.

Tho bulk of the linen is kept by a German
woman, who is also at the head of tho laundry,
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and sho manages it quite as well and with almost
the snme appliances as in England.

T'ho drugs are also under Gorman management,
tud tho dispensary and laboratory are worth in-
speotion, for tho[y have all the latest improve-
nmonts. Ivory thing for hospital use is manu-
facturod on tho promises, as woll ns all the
disinfeotants for Cairo, which is nocomplished by
means of a largo storilizing machine.

Ilore also during tho summer the milk goes
through anothor and a difforent process of steri-
lizing to koop it swoot. All tho carpentering is
done by thoir own native staff of carpenters,
who turn out beantiful pioces of weik,

Tho suporintending sistor h-.s churgo also of
the Government foundlings, who aro put out tv
nurse at the public expenso, and aro inspected
by hor at tho hospital two or threo times n wock.

Most of thoso childron are oventually adopted.
Somo of tho girls by tho ladics of the wenlthy
Harooms, and somo of tho boys are apprenticed.

If this hospital stood alono as a result of the
Eunglish ocoupation in Cairo, we ought to be
})ruud and thankful, for it is impossible to say
ww far and wido its blessings extond.

A STORY OF WAITING.

CITATTER IV,

room I bhad gone into ou tho evening of my

arrival was always keptready.  Mr. Donald-
son had been persuaded from the very timo when
his son left his home that one day he would roturn
to it ; and that he might never cume as a strangor
or as une unlooked for, it was always in a condition
toreceivo him. The servants regarded this morely
as an eccentrioity of their mastor, who did many
things which seemed to thom unacoountable, and
they had come now to dust and attond to the
apartment whioh nono over ocoupiod, ns a matter
of course. It seomed to me sufficiently touching
that this should have gone on for fifteen yeavs,
and I could not refrain from oreoping softly into
the guost chamber now and then, and kneeling
down by tho empty bed, asking that my doar
mastor might have the happiness bofore long of
welcoming his son, repentant, under his roof.

I had not known till the day on which I hoard
of this life-sorrow of his that Mr. Donaldson had
ovor been married. Ior somo reason I had takon
it for granted that ho was a bacholor. I nover
heard his wife spokon of, nor did I seo any por-
trait of her. It was only a fow yoars ngo, and
from pooplo who were comparative strangors to
me, though not to the Donaldsons, that I learnod
anything about her. Sle was young whon sho
married, frivolous, uttorly soulless, but very
booutiful. The marringe had beon the great
mistake of Mr. Donaldson's lifo, bat, howover
disappointed he was, he did not sullor hor to bo
unhappy. Porhaps hio might never have beoomo
tho man he was if he had not beon disillusioned.

NOW I understood why, and for whom, the

The earthly love failing, he sought and found
consolation in tho heavenly. Sovon years after
tho birth of their son the wife died; but the boy
Liad her nature, and inherited tastes, undeveloped
in her, wore in him strong enough to conquer
ovon tho training ho rocoived in his homeo: or if
nnt to conquer it yet to grow so luxuriantly as to
temporarily stiflo it.

For somo time aftor the receipt of Babbie's letter
and tho visit to the slum, I lived in a curious
montal state, depression alternating with exalta-
tion, and heart-wearinoss struggling with soul
dovelopment. Whilo I was vory sad because I could
not bo happy in tho way I choso, I was yet con-
scious that within mo something was struggling
for Dbirth which could lead mo to o blessedness
botter than moro joy. In my hithorto satisfying
life I had novor had oceasion to think very dveply,
and though I had road many books which are
usually oonsidored linblo to “make ono think,”
yot no extornal appoal to the brain has tho awtul,
the compolling force, of o call from one’s inner
consoiousnoss, Ilore I sat amid the ruins of the
pust, my idols shattored and tho air still darkened
with the dust which was raisod Ly their fall, yet
I folt that if I could gathor strength to riso up
and gropo my way out I should presontly como
into a gront light, and following that light bo
lol upward, purifiod and strongthoned at overy
stop, till at length I should bo wmorged in the light
itsolf, And ovon as I thought about it with
longing I onst my oyes again upon tho vision of
tho griof-lillod, passionato oveatdre whosoe falling
hair was drenehed in tears as it touched her face,
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while around her were tho fragments of that
which sho had worshipped, and it seomed that
she could not cease to gaze upon them, and arise
and leave them. TFor we who love grow to love
even the sorrow which love has caused, and cau-
not part with it, for grief, as a greater woman
than I has said, is love and grief. And so it was
that even while I was calling upon God to lead
me to the higher life, to let me into the fellow-
ship of thoso who die to self and thus escape from
death, to make me heavenly-minded and purge
me from human passions, I would suddenly come
down to ecarth with a rush, pulled back Ly
some remembered word, or glance, or feeling, and
fling myself face downward and sob, or kneel
still with eyes fixed on vacancy and a mind
given up to dreary and profitless musings on the
“ might have been.”

Yet I could not live with the Donaldsons
and not believe in the reality of religion. And
it seems to me, it has always seemed, that it is
impossible to be permanently unhappy about
anything but sin if one is convinced that God is
the ruler of earth as well as heaven, and we but
pilgrims to an eternity of blessedness. “Thy
will be done,” we say daily. But how do we say
it? Some with tears, some grudgingly, some
wearily—how few joyfully! Yet if we believe,
if we are sure, sure that He who orders or permits
our destinies is all love and righteousness, if we
are sure that we can make a ladder of our
troubles, each one of which is a rung to help us
climb higher up and enable us to see over the
wall which separates us from the fair and
pleasant pasture-lands, if we are sure that we
shall hear our Father say *“well done” to us
when we have been brave and strong and faithful,
why can’t we endure for a little while? why
can’t we say triumphantly, though our hands are
locked together in pain, “Thy will be done,
though I suffer; Thy will be done, though T die;

Thy will be done because it is mine. I have to
other!”
I think there is only one answer. Even as I

write I can hear as it were a voice, the yearning
tenderness of which is in itself a rebuke :

« 0, foolish men, and slow of heart to believe.”

And yet again :

“Thou of little faith, wherefore didst thou
doubt ?”

And I know that it is our ¢doubt,” our
“little faith” which makes us powerless; yet
that Voice is speaking to us as It spoke to Peter,
that Hand is stretched forth to us and holds us,
when we gink in ike raging sea and ery “ Lord,
save me;” but we are not spiritual onough to see
or hear, and so we weep because we are alone.

Alone ! we are never alone. It is more possible
to escape from ourselves than to escape from God.

I received in due course an invitation to
Arthur's wedding. When the dainty card
arrived I tore it across and wrote a formal note of
refusal. Then I put on my hat and went out to
the post myself in haste to be rid of the whole
business. At the corner of Harewood Square I
nearly ran against Mr. Donaldson, who was
standing in conversation with an old woman,

* Why such hot haste? ” he enquired sniling.

I stopped.

*Oh,” I said, “ when one has something dis-
agreeable to do it is best to get it over.”

“ (Can’t you shift it on to me?” with a glance
at my perturbed face.

I shovk my head.

Yet the mere sight of him seemed to have
cooled my impatience, for I stood and waited for
him while he finished his talk with the beggar
and sent her off, which he quickly did.

“If you are not going to run all the way, 1
should like to come with you.”

“I wish you would,” I ¢aid, and we eet off
together.

“You must be very pre-occupied,” he remarked
after a few minutes.

“Why?”

¢ Because you have refrained from your usual
question.”

I Jaughed.

It had come to be a small joke between us that
I never met him with any human bcing without
saying afterwards, “ Who is he?” And this was
partly because 1 have always found people
interesting and partly because Mr. Donaldson had
a way of discovering and imparting facts about
cveryone he came across which made them more
so. He knew the love stories of toothless old
women in the workhouse, the mental struggles of
dull-looking men whom one would not have
credited with minds at all, the early history
of wretched broken-down individuals who had
known better days, the buried romances in the
dreary lives and the unsuspected burdens in the
happy ones. As a raconteur he was delightful,
s0 it was only natural that I should be always
eager for an entertainment in which he was
invariably willing to indulge me.

“ Who is she?” said I then.

“Oh, I shan't tell you now. People don’t want
to be told stories when their minds are filled with
other things.”

“Oh yes, they do.
divert them.”

“ Here is the post-office. Don’t you want to
drop your letter in the box ?

He held out his hand for it.
impulse, I withheld the note.

“No,” said I, with a laugh that sounded
slightly hysterical, ©*I think I won’t—just yet.”

“Very well. Now, which way are you going
for the disagreeable business you were speaking
of? You were anxious to get that over.”

“Qh,” I said, blushing hotly, “never mind
about that.,” Then, as I met his slightly quizzical
gaze, “ It was the letter.”

“Oh!”

«T know I shall have to tell you all about it.”
I said desperately.

“Why ¢ have to’?”

“«When I am with you,” I said simply, “it
seems the only thing to do.”

And forthwith I told him that I had just
received an invitation to the wedding of the girl
wlo had taken the place which by rights belonged
to me.

ITe listoued sympathetically.

At any rate, it serves to

Obeying a curious
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“Poor child,” ho said, * and so this,” touching
tho lotter, “is the accoptance.”

“ No, indeed 1" I oxclaimod, “T am certainly
not going. I havo rofused. Yon must think mo
wanting in pride if you imagine for a minute 1
should do anything olso.”

“ Well,” ho said quictly, « porhaps I did give
Yyou orodit for it.”

I drow mysolf up quickly. I wusangry. And
Yot, though his point of view in most matters
was so utterly dilterent from what is usually con-
siderod the sensible one, whon I was with him
1 could not help scoing with his eyoes.

“ You oxpect too much of me, Mr. Donaldson,” I
said with the dignity of one who feels wronged.

“Yet I don’t find you partioularly disappoint-
ing,” ho responded cheerfully.

The tears rose to my eyes.

* Don't tell me I ought to go,” I said turning
to him, «“I know if you do Ishall oboy you. But
what good can it do? I should be wretched.”

“I am not cruel enough to want you to be
wretched, my doar. And I certainly shall not
try to persuade you. Only it seems such a
splendid opportunity for showing your friend
that you are generous and forgiving. It would
make him happy to know you wore thore. I don’t
suppose because he marries another woman he
undervalues your friendship.”

I shrugged my shoulders.

“I don’t think he values it much,” I said in-
distinetly, © we are strangers now.”

“That seems a pity. What does dear old
Shakespearo say ?

Those friends thou hast, and theiv adoption tried,
Grapplo them to thy soul with hooks of steel.

« Ah, T could quote a greater than Shakespeare
10 you on the duty of loving even those friends
who have wounded you.”

«Qir,” I said sorrowfully, “you ask impossi-
Dbilities of me.”

«Hard {asks, but not impossibilities, my dear.
But after all, do what scems best to you. Lot us
talk now of something else.”

So I went home with the unposted letter, and
that night I fought a battlo with myself, and
camo off victorious. For, reading in the littlo
brown Thomas-a-Kempis, which Babbie had given
e, I found these words and geined great strength
and comfort from them, Leing as I was desirous
of the better life and faintly discerning that
through my sorrow I might attain to it through
faith in Christ, and in this way :

« My son, the more thou canst go out of
thysclf, so much tho more wilt thou bo able to
enter into Me.

“As to desire, no outward thing producoth
inward peace, so tho forsaking of ourselves
inwardly, joineth us unto God. .

«T will have theo learn perfeot resignation of
thyself to My will, without contradiotion or
complaint. TFollow thou Mo: I am the way, tho
truth, and the lifo. Without the way thore is no
going; without the truth, thore is no knowing;
without the life, there is no living. I am tho
way, which thou oughtost to follow: the truth

A STORY OI' WAITING.

which thou onghtest to trust; the life which
thou oughtest to hopo for.

“If thou romain in My way, thou shalt know
tho truth, and the truth shall mako thee free
and thou shalt lay hold on eternal life.

“If thou wilt be My discipls, deny thyself
utterly.”

I went to my dosk and wrote a letter to
Arthur's fiancée, and I sent it next day with a
lovoly littlo picco of statnary which was a far
moro valuablo prosent than I should have given
hor if I had not beon trying very hard to purge
from my heart the bitterness, the presence of
which was beginning to mako me feel ashamed.

And I wont to the wedding.

It is truo that theso actions which cause us
most trouble to perform are among the most
joyful things for aflter-contemplation. Perhaps,
in the same way, if in the next world we
remomber what we did here, our sorrows will be
our greatest joys.

It seemed like a dream then, it is scarcely
more dream-like now ; the crowded church with
the fasbionably dressed people in their autumn
costumes, nearly all strangers to me, Arthur’s
dear old father beaming with happiness, and the
fow familiar Devonshire faces which stirred in
me a longing to be back once moré for a few
hours in the peaceful, lovely country, walking
in the lanes with Barbara. And presently I saw
Arthur, and then I trembled a little and grew
cold, but I summoned up courage to watch him.
He looked grave but quite happy, and there was an
expression on his face which was not unfamiliar
to me. I had scen it there when we had read
anything particularly beautiful together, and
once when we walked home late one summer
evening from a picnic, we very silent, and the
world silent about us. At the memory of that
night I crushed my hands on my breast to kecp
back the tide of feeling, realising for the first
time in its full bitterness that I must renounce
not only my future but my past.

It may be that he read the renunciation in my
oyes when his at length met them. I do not
know; but as the light leapt into his I could not
help heing glad to know that though I had lost a
lover I had still a friend.

And friendship after all is not an enemy to
love. Are we wise in rejocting it because it is
not love? It is a poor substitute we say, but
it uniles even as lovo unites. *In friendship,”
says Emerson, * thore must be very two bofore
there oan bo veryonc.” 1We then wero henceforth
“very two” but wo wore not separated. We
wero able to becomo ¢ very one ” by my making
his intorests my own. The love of one suffices
to mako a union. ¢ Ho is my friend,” I thought.
“I nay then love him and all that is his, and
most, that whioh is dearest to him, and so, God
holping mo, I will love his wife.”

Soarcely had I thus resolved in my heart when
sho camo. I could barely catch a glimpse of her
faoo as she passed, veiled and with downcast oyes,
her bridesmaids behind her; but I saw that she
was slight and fragilo and dainty to look uwpon,
aud that o man might be pardoned for loving
her.
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Dream-like was the service, the music; dream-
like tho sight of those two standing side by sido,
and then of their coming down the church
husband and wife.

Not so long before, had I dreamed such a thing
I should have awakened from very anguish, yet
now I was calm, peaceful, scarcely conscious of
my loneliness, so was I strengthened to endure.
I do not think any of the people could have
guessed that the girl at whom after the servico
so many cast glances of admiration was much
less indifferent than themselves to what had
taken place. Perhaps they might have thought
me grave, somewhat more improssed by the
solemnity of the place and the occasion than
wedding guests usually are. Nothing else.
Those who were very happy, his mother, her’s,
the little DLride herself, shed tears, but not I.
Yet though I was far from being happy, I was
not exactly unhappy. And as I prayed that to
neither of those two would come disillusionment,
but that each might find in the other what was
needful for their well-being, I had a foretaste of
the blessedness of those who “renounce all,” and
for a little, being emptied of self, walked in the
light of God's presence.

I drove back in the same carriage as some of
the Gordon’s cousins. Wo knew each other
fairly well, for the girls had often stayed at the
vicarage. They were very homely and unaffected
and warm-hearted. I know they had always
considered Arthur’s marriage with me a foregone
conclusion, because they had teased me about
him when we were little more than children.
And perhaps it was to spare my feelings, in case
T cared, that during the short drive to the house
they talked of other things than the wedding.
But I was glad when later on I overheard the
eldest girl say to her mother, as I sat near them :
«“I think there was never anything serious
between Mary Molyneux and Arthur. If she
cared I don’t suppose she would have come.”
And Mrs. Gordon answered : “ A girl like that
can soon console herself in any case.”

I smiled. Perhaps I should, but not in tho
way she meant: In all my life I have only
loved one man, and it has been a grief rather
than a joy to me that there have been so many
who have loved me in vain. Yet I may say now,
“I have consoled myself,” with truth,

“ Molly,” said a voice behind me.

I turned and saw Arthur, and held out my hand.

“Molly,” he said again.

I had not heard the familiar name since I had
been in London. It sounded good to my ears.
“It was kind of you to come to day. I should
not have felt my wedding was porfect if you
had not been here. Will you—will you let me
introduce my wife to you?”

e hesitated a little over the last sentonce.

“I want to Jmow her,” I snid quickly. * She
is very pretty, Arthur.” a

“You think so?"” He looked at me gratefully.
“I hope—you will like hor,” he added. Then
he took me np to her.

“ Tivelyn,” he said, “this is Miss Molynoux,
Barbara’s sister, you know, of whom you have so
often heard me speak.”
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“ Babbic wrote to me about you,” I said.

Sho rnised two shy, gentle eyes to mine, I
wondered if she had heard from any one a hint
that Arthur had been reckoned my lover, fer
there was inquiry, almost anxiety iu them.

I am not always a googd actress, and women
cannot deceive each other as they deceive men ;
still less can one woman who loves deceive
another who loves likewise. So, perbaps, she
guessed, but if she did she read in my face that
my secret need never stand between us, and that
she nced have mo fear of me, because I had no
jealousy of her.

Arthur, standing by, regarding us, saw nothing
of the little drama which was being played out
in a fow seconds. What he did see was only the
conclusion, and it pleased him.

The pretty bride drew me down and kisscd
Ime.

“ We must be friends,” she said, blushing. «I
am not clever or brilliant as they say you are,
but perhaps you will like me a little, because my
husband ” (she said it with a shy pleasure) «is
o fond of you.”

And then we stood together for a few minutes
and talked of Barbara. Oh, how I wanted her
just then!

And afterwards I went back to Blandford
Square, and told Miss Janet all about the
wedding, and what people had worn, and how
the bride looked, till Mr. Donaldson came in and
interrupted us.

I could see he was pleased wilth me, for he
gave me a look and handshake that meant a
great deal.

“ And the prettiest guest,” he said, continuing
my recital for me, “ was a young lady from the
country, with a complexion which was enough to
drive any painted belle distracted, and a perfectly
glorious figure. And she wore ’—he scanned me
critically—“a charming grey dress, Janet, and
grey furs aslight as mist, and a grey hat which
is a picture in itself. And everybody adwmired
her.”

I made for the door, saying, if the costume
were 50 effective as to produce these ravings from
him I must go and change it in order to preserve
it for a future occasion. He held open the door
for me, whispering as I passed:

“ 'Well done, my brave little friend.”

And, if when I had taken off my wedding
finery, I sat down and cried for an hour, the
tears were not all called forth by one emotion.
For I had that day learnt to understand some-
thing of the Divine Master’s words: “It is more
Dlessed to give than to receive.”

The reaction came, as was inevitable, and yvet
whon I slipped into the guest-chamber and added
the flowers I had worn to those in the china
bowl], the peaco was still in my heart.

“Havo pationce, have patience,” the room
secmed to say. * Tor fifteen years flowers have
bloomed and faded hove, yet those who wait have
not lost hopo. Ilave patience till your lifo is
onded. TFor you shall learn by waiting.”

ITow littlo I thought that before the blossoms
I placed there had porished, Mr. Donaldson’s
waiting-timo would be drawing to an end!
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“CQAMALL, but not of yesterday, the result of
the gradual labour of centuries, awalkening
jealousy in none, and inspiring respect in

all, narrowly circumscribed as to surface, and yet
possessing anenormous extent of intornal {rontiers,
and as many centres of light and intelligence
as there are regioms—such is the Switzerland
we know, love, and purpose to defend.” This true
description of the country by one of its devoted
sons only too forcibly suggests the difficulty of
attempting to portray in a few pages the state of
religion in its twenty-two cantons,

The population, which, in 1860, was a little over
two and a half millions, is now close upon threo
millions. This increase is made upof about 250,000
Protestants and 170,000 Roman Catholics. The
two bodies at present stand thus: 1,800,000 of
the former, and 1,200,000 of the latter. It might
perhaps be expected from the predominance of
Romanism in France, and of Protestantism in
Germany, that the French portion of Switzerland
would go with France in religion, and the
German with Germany ; in fact, it is just the
reverse. Protestantism has many representatives
in German Switzerland—in the cantons of Zurich,
Berne, and Bile, but its power is most apparent in
the French-speaking cantons of Neuchitel, Vaud,
and Geneva. The explanation of this fact carries
us back to the Reformation, where Zwingli in
Zurich, Calvin in Geneva, and Farel in Neuchitel,
were the means of establishing Protestantism in
their respective districts. Lucerne, the Forest
Cantons, and other parts such as the Tessin and
the Valais, never accepted to any appreciable
extent. the new doctrines, and their endeavour
has always been to prevent the spread of Pro-
testantism within their borders. Even as late as
1845 a citizen of Lucerne was destitute of all
political privileges if he were a Protestant. It
used to be said that, apart from the shrines to
be seen at the roadside, the outward aspect of
things, the neglected state of the country, and
the wretched conditon of the people, indicated
the prevalence of Romanism in a canton. And,
certainly, in point of literary culture and general
progressiveness, the Roman Catholic districts lag
behind the others; but there has been so general
an advance in outward prosperity and material
well-being, that it is questionable whether the
external difference is very marked.

But how, it may be asked, do the two churches
stand in relation to each other? Is there, as in
Germany, a sort of tacit agreement to live quietly
side by side, each recognising the other, if not ag
a part of the church of Christ, yet as a form
of religion having its rightful position in the
country ? .

Very few, if any, dircct attempts al proselytism
are made on either side ; still, it must not be con-
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cluded from this that either party is inactive. We
shall have to refer by-and-by to the growing
zoal of the evangelical section of the Protestant
Church. Tor the moment we desire to ecall
attention to the attitude of the Romish Church.
Its history in Switzerland during the last fifty
years has been a chequered one. In 1847 it met
with severe and deserved defeat in its attempt to
establish a soparate League (Sonderbund) with a
view to defend itself against the progress of
what it called liberal ideas. From that time
forward it ceased to be openly and directly under
the direction of the Jesuit party. In 1848, it
was decreed that every canton was free to take
measures for checking the encroachments of the
ecclesiastical authorities, that the Jesuits should
not be allowed any action in school or church,
that the other orders should be suppressed if
their proceedings were found to be dangerous to
the state, and that no bishopric could be estab-
lished without authority from the Confederation.
These and other measures, generally spoken of
as the Kulturkampf, have served, as in Germany,
to rouse the Romish Church to greater activity;
and there are some Protestants who view the
present position and attitude of Romanism in
Switzerland with lively apprehension. There is
now a Roman Catholic university at Freiburg
under the direction of the Dominicans. In the
canton of Geneva the priests are supported by
the voluntary contributions of their people (with
perhaps some aid from without); and eighteen
now churches have been or are being built,
called “ chapels of the persecution,” because most
of the old buildings have been handed over to
the Liberal (Old) Catholics. In Zurich, an
essentially Protestant city, or supposed to be
such, several large Romish social and benevolent
institutions have been formed, These and other
signs of a forward movement show that Rome is
determined at least to hold its own in the Swiss
Republic; and, with the vast resources which it
can always command, it is likely, for the present,
at least, to succeed. That, as many fear, it will
gradually gain ground does not appear likely.
Taking Switzerland as a whole, the census returns
do not point in that direction, while in Geneva,
between 1880 and 1890, the increase in the
number of Romanists was less than that of the
Protestants. In the couutry districts there was
an increase, but in the city a considerable decrease
(in 1880, 51,557 Romanists, 48,356 Protestants; in
1890, 52,819 Romanists and 51,669 Protestants).

Tnrning to the Trotestant Church, we are met
at the outset by the difficulty that it wears a
different complexion in different parts of the land,
while cach canton has its uwn separate church
organisation with its peculiar rules and ordin-
ances. National DProtestant churches exist in
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fifteon of the {wenty-two cantons, or parts of
cantons, and cach has, moro or less, tho form and
constitution adopted at tho period of the Refor-
mation. All may be classed under the genoral
title of Roformed, as distinguished from Lutheran
churchoes, the doctrines peculiar to Lutheranism
never having penetrated into Switzerland. But
under this general title of Reformed are comprisod
three divisions,—the Zwinglian, the Calvinistic,
and the colampadian,—and each bears, more or
less, traces of the doctrine and ccclesiastical pre-
dilections of the great men from whom these
three systems arc named. To the Zwinglian
division belong Zurich, Glarus, Schafhausen, and
the Protestant districts of St. Gall, Thurgau,
Appenzell (outer Rhodes) and the Grisons. The
charches here are characterised—we spealt of
their writlen constitution rather than of the
teaching of their pastors—by sobriety of doc-
trine, simplicity of worship, and full acceptance
of the principle of a State Church. The Calvin-
istic section includes Geneva and Neuchatel, also
Vaud and the Protestant part of Berne, and gives
evidence of a deeper investigation of doctrine,
and of less dependence on the civil magistrate.
The (Ecolampadian section is very limited, em-
‘bracing only Bile (ville et campagne) and retains
to this day the form imparted to it by its
founder.

Farel was emphatically tho reformer of Geneva
and Neuchitel, as Viret was of Vaud, but they
were heralds of the truth rather than framers of
church-systems. Their work was a grand and
glorious one, and will ever be remembered with
gratitude; but they had mnot the organising
power of Calvin, and so their names are not
connected with any of the church-systems which
have been handed down from Reformation-times.

We shall not attempt to point out the varying
forms of church-order and discipline that charac-
terise the fifteen National churches. It may be
of interest, however, to dwell for a moment on
the Reformed Church in the Grisons, the only
one that is not directly supported by the state.
It has 52,842 adherents, and is divided into nino
sections or colloguies, and ene hundred and
seventeen parishes. In sixty of these parishes
the service is conducted in German, in forty-seven
in Romansch, and in nine in Italian, These were
the figures in 1856 as given by Finsler, in
his Kirchliche Statistil der Reformirten Schweiz,
but as German is now taught in all its schools,
the Romansch is gradually becoming a dead
language, and it wmay be that the number of
parishes in which it is preached is, at present,
gsomewhat less. This canton is the largest, but
the least populated of all—only thirtcen inhabi-
tants to the square kilométre—and yet, as wo
have seen, there are one hundred and seventeen
parishes. It is not surprising, therefore, fo find
that eighty-eight, or three-fourths of the whole
number, have less than five hundred parishioners
cach. Yet thin is the canton in which the Stato
leaves the taslt of supporting the clergy to be
performed by the people. In these circumstances,
how are the clergy paid? According to I'insler,
the highest livings, and these only in two places,
amount to 68l per annum, and the lowest to
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11 4s. (30 francs).! In the latter case service ig
only occasionally conducted, while in other
parishes, where not more than 20l is raised, one
pastor serves two or three, and thus is just able to
live, all the parishes, except twenty-three, having
modest manses at the disposal of the clergy.
The position of pastor in the Grisons is not,
therctore, a very enviable one, but still we
doubt not that many a worthy man of God faith-
fully discharges his duties, making the best of
the means at his disposal, and not envying
the woualthy invalids from England and other
lands who now, in the winter months, flock to
their valleys—the Lower and Upper Engadine
—and who live their luxurious lives with no
more knowledge of these humnble clergy around
them than of the man in the moon.2

Passing from the question of church forms, we
come to the far more important one of evangelical
truth and practical religion. And here at the
outset we must say that great changes have come
over the DProtestant churches of Switzerland
during the last thirty or forty years. How
great the changes have been may be gathered
from the statements made by representatives of
Switzerland at the great Evangelical Alliance
gatherings in Paris in 1855, and in Copenhagen
in 1884, ’

In 1855 Pastor Giider of Berne said: “As to
theology, the old rationalism has but few disci-
ples among the pastors of our churches, and the
parlisans of the modern speculative rationalism
of the school of Hegel are not many. The large
majority of young ministers embrace the modern
theology of Neander, Julius Miiller, and Nitzsch ;
and the number of old ministers who join their
ranks is continually increasing.” He referred, it
is true, to the efforts of Radicalism, especially
between 1845 and 1850, not only to destroy the
principles on which the State was founded, but
also to discredit the clergy and undermine the
influence of the Church. He expressed his
belief, however, that this downward movement
was declining.

In 1884, Professor Oettli, also from Borne,
said that tho mark of unity among the churches
was then the democratic principle, which had
abolished the necessity of subscription to creeds,
set aside the authority of Holy Writ, and dis-
credited the importance of the sacraments. “ Each
pastor is a law to himself, and each community
may follow that which is right in its own eyes.
What we formerly regarded as churches exist no
longer. We have instead free societies, with the
professed object of developing aud unfolding the
religious sentiment in the direction of the utmost

1 In the canton of Derne the highest salary is 882, aud the
lowest 401

2 It is somowhat remarkable that as English Christians
have been careful to provide themsclves with religious
sorvices in ono hundred different places in Switzerland, in
{ho summer months, and as some are now sclecting Switzer-
land as o land in whieh to mecet and discuss subjeets
pertaining to tho welfare of English churches, they should
bo so indiflorent to the religious condition of the people
among whom for a brief scason they sojourn, ‘The utmost
that many seem to know about the people in whose valleys
and on whose mountains they have found physical, intel-
leetual, and it may be spiritual refreshmeont, is that some of
{hiem are Protestauts and others Roman Catholics.
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individual freedom, and with no higler aim than
the genoral enlturo of tho community.”

Wheonece this startling change in tho course of
thirty years? Clearly Pastor Giider was too
optimistic in supposing that the progress of
“radicalism ” had been stayed. The leaven was
still working, and the time came when the people
determined to exercise their power and bring
down the churches, as sla'e institutions, to the
democratic level. No question of religious belief
was henceforth to hamper them in their choice
of a pastor, or the pastor in the exercise of his
ministry. One is inclined, indeod, to ask, was
not the secret wish of these levellers o make
the church so ridiculous in the eyes of the nation
as to create a desire for its abolition? 1In a
Zurich paper, published some twenty years since,
we read, “Indifference in regard to the church
is increasing from day to day. The first duty of
the state is to propagate this indifference. We
are approaching the end towards which the
whole development of our intellectual life is
tending—the dissolution and disappearance of all
churches.” !

The advaunce of a godless democracy is mnot,
however, the only cause of the. illogical, and we
might add, degraded position of the national
churches. About 1853, there arose in Zurich a
Reformist school, which is responsible for much
of the loosening of confessional bonds. Following
the lead of Baur and the Tiibingen lights, this
school proclaimed a gospel (if such a doctrine
may be designated by such a name) which is
«“ The non-miraculous message of a Kingdom of
God on earth, grounded on our filial relation to
God, which was first revealed by Jesus.” With
them sin is only a mnecessary process in the
evolution of good, and the doctrine of Redemption
a psychological process of seclf-reconciliation.
This party displayed great activity and very
conspicuous ability for many years. Under the
leadership of Professor Biedermann end Pastor
Lang, editor of the Zeitstimmen (Voices of the
Time) it rallied to the stvndaid a large propor-
tion of the younger clergy in the German-speaking
cantons.

One thing it has accomplished pretty effec-
tually. It has emptied many of the churches,
and having lost its two chief leaders, and with
them its first élan, it is no longer the dominant
power in the Church. One of its leaders, indeed,
Pastor Altherr of Bile, said at a conference of
the party lheld at Herisau in 1890: “Twenty
years ago I entered in full sail on the current
then rising in favour of extra biblical instruction.
I then welcomed all so-called mnonconfessional
teaching. I thought I saw in it signs of a new
shore where we might anchor. DBut my illusions
were soon dispelled, and I bave now for a long*
time past gone back to my old Bible,” a confes-
glon which, though it does not mean all that
some would suppose, is novortheless worthy of
being noticed.

! There are some districts, however, whore the changes
made were intended to popularise rather than deslroy
Christianity. In some of the churches whoso constitution
is most delcetive, there are congervative parishes, and whoro
Christianity is a living power.
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The Mediation school, or the disciples of
Neander, as Tastor Giider called them, still
cxists, and numbers in its ranks many able men
in the German pulpits of Switzerland. It serves
as a link between tho two extremes, the Orthodox
and the Reformists, and may be said to have the
pre-eminence in most of the cantons. From its
ranks are drawn the Antistes (bishops), deans and
presidents of synods and consistories,

‘What, now, has been tho course pursved by
the adherents of evangelical Christianity while
church-bonds have been loosened, and the pulpits
thrown open for the proclamation of any and
every kind of doctrine? Powerless to stay the
democratic iconoclasts, as we might term the
destroyers of creeds and their friends and allies,
the Reformists, have they separated enm masse
and formed Free Churches, or have they con-
tented themselves with bewailing the downward
cowrse of events ? Let us see:

There are Free Churches in Switzerland (apart
from those of the Methodists, Baptists and others
whose existence is mainly due to the action of
foreign associations). The first to be formed was
that of Geneva, where a separation from the
national church began as the result of the
revival of 1813 and following years, and with
which the names of Malan, Guers, Robert
Haldane, and others are inseparably connected.
At length, in 1848, a constitution was framed,
and what is now called the Free Church was
established. Then in 1845 came the well-known
movement in Vaud, where the unwarrantable
interference of the state with the church led to
the secession of the majority of the national
clergy and the formation of the Free Church.
But these movements were both anterior to the
period now under consideration.

In 1868 an attempt was made by several
French pastors to obtain a footing for their
“liberal” or antisupernatural theology in the
Canton of Neuchédtel. It met with some success
at the time, but its effects were most apparent in
1873, when it was proposed to revolutionise the
constitution of the national church. The measure
laid before the grand council was strongly
opposed, but eventually became law. Such an
opening of the church to all and every kind of
doctrine, was so manifest an attempt to humble
it, and destroy its true character, that a large
number of the clergy and professors, including
tho now venerable Professor F. Godet, withdrew
and formed the independent church of Neuchitel.
In this movement they were heartily supported
by large numbers of tho earnest Christian people,
and at the present day the institutions of the
church are maintained in full vigour, and it
cannot be doubted that as in Geneva and Vaud,
80 in Noeuchitel, the existenco of the Free Churches
has done not a little to quicken tho activity and
stimulate tho zeal of the Dbelieving pastors and
mombers of tho national churches.

But no such movement has arisen in German
Switzorland. Tho situation horo is very difforent.
Zwingli regarded tho peoplo of a country that
Las accoptod Christinnity as a Church, and his
notion is still deeply-rooted in the popular mind.
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Again there are not, except perhaps in Bile,
many wealthy families who, if churches wore
formed, could do muoh to support them. The
evangelicals have, howevor, sought to meet their
own spiritual needs and to promote their vicws
among their fellow-citizens by the formation of
Evangelical societics, and subsequently of o
National Evangelical Union (Union Nationale
Erangéliqgue). This latter was started in 1871,
and gradually branch unions have sprung up in
nmost of the Protestant cantons, even where evan-
golical societies were alroady in existence. One
of the last to be formed was that of Appenzell
{Outer Rhodes) where the action of the Refuormist
party in compelling o useful and popular minister
to leave Herisau quickened the zeal and deter-
mination of the evangelicals. The spread of
sound Christian literature and the formation of
lending libraries in districts where Reformist
teaching abounds is one of the chief objects pur-
sued by the Union. Services are also established
for the benefit of persons who otherwise would
have no spiritual instruction within their reach.
In Bile a curate (Hilfsprediger) works in con-
nection with an orthodox pastor, but he is not
allowed by the Reformist party to preach in any
of the churches. At the Berne Faculty of Theo-
logy a privai-docent (extraordinary professor) is
maintained for the benefit of orthodox students.
In Vaud popular lectures on religious and ec-
clesiastical topics are organised every winter,
while the Gteneva branch has developed a very
large amount of activity. Services in a small
room of the Salle de la Réformation, Bible readings
in country places, instruction for the young, and
almost every known kind of religious help are
used for the purpose of supplying the needs of
the members of the national church, many of
whose pastors are even now men of advanced
liberal ideas.

It would be not a little amusing, were not the
subject so serious, to narrate the various phases
of the discussions which have agitated the Pro-
testant churches in reference to baptism and
confirmation. In the democratised, creedless
churches of Switzerland, the question has been
debated over and over again, whether baptism
was an indispensable preliminary to confirmation.
Sometimes it has been decided in one way and
sometimes in another. In Bails, we Lelievo,
matters stand thus; in principle baptism is re-
quired, in practice it may be dispensed with.
The whole course of these discussions shows how
ntterly the true idea of a church has been lost
sight of, how the clergy are dealt with as mere
instruments to subserve the pleasure of synods
and cantonal governments, irrespective of any
question of Divine teaching and Christian duty.

In some parishes the evangelical minority have
asked for some concession to their needs. 'l‘hug,
several years since, in the parish of the St. isprit
in Berne, over four hundred and fifty evangelicals
petitioned the council, composed of Reformists, to
allow them tho use of the church on one Sunday
morning in the month, and the right to call
a preacher of their viows to minister to them.
Also they desired to celebrate the Lord’s Supper
among themselves once o quarter. After in-
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terminable discussions and delays, and finding
that a Reformist council would never allow the
pastor they desired—although a regular minister
of tho Bernese Church—to ascend the pulpit of
their church, nor ary of the parishioners to
Teceive the communion, except at the hands of
one of the regular pastors—men whose doctrine
is in direct opposition to that of Jesus Christ—
the Evangelical Socicty was approached, and the
use of their chapel was granted, and their agent,
Pastor Baumgartner, was charged to conduct a
service every Sunday morning.

This case of the evangelical minority in Berne
is a specimen of the manner in which the liberal
party, as they call themselves, deal with the
rights of minorities. In a national church all
parties have surely some right to be supplied
with rcligious instruction. Sometimes this has
been acknowledged, as in the election now and
again of orthodox ministers in Geneva. But
cascs of an opposite character are frequent.
‘When Professor Riggenbach, of the University of
Bale, died in 1890, it was fully expected that his
successor would be a man of the same school of
theology, and that Professor Schlatter, a young
man of acknowleged ability, who had taught in
Berne and was at the time professor at Greifs-
wald, would be chosen. A large majority of
the students petitioned in his favour, while the
orthodox party were unanimous in desiring his
appointment. Moreover, it was felt that if Bale
was to maintain its pre-eminence over Berne and
Zurich in the number of its students, Professor
Schlatter should be associated with the other
extraordinary Professors, Messrs. d’Ovelli, Kirn
and B. Riggenbach, to whose dislinguished
ability and orthodox views the theological
section of the Bédle Faculty owes its present
position. But no; the position was given by
the authorities to Dr. Bolliger of the Reformist
party. In Zaurich, on the other hand, Professor
Biedermann’s successor was Professor Haering, a
man of a very different stamp, who has since
succeeded the late Professor Ritschl in Gottingen.
He has been followed by Professor G. von Schul-
thess-Rechberg, a decided evangelical.

—_————

CoNTENTMENT.—Seneca aud Lucretius, and other Pagan
philosophers, were never tired of singing its praises, and
Socrates, when hoe wnlked through the streets of Athens,
and saw around him the evidences of wealth, art, and
culture, exclaimed, “ How many things there are which 1
con do without!” Many o man has been content without
being godly, but the highest character of all is that of
« odliness with contentment ” (1 Tim. vi. 6).

ExrLovers AND ENrLoveD.—The mistress who hes no
caro for her servants, except to get as much work out of
them as she can; who gives them no counsel, no sympathy,
and no care; tho employer who hns no consideration for
those who work for him, and no thought for their well-
being,—these, and all like them, are failing of their duty and
responsibility in tho sight of God; and their sin is the
grcater in proportion to the weakuess of those dependent
upon them; and in all suoh doings you will understand
whero Paul would apply his teaching in our day. Alfred
Rowland, on the Fpistle to Timothy.



THE SWEARER'S PRAYER.

N the carly ycars of the Religious Tract
I Society, there was a little four-page tract
on its catalogue, entitled *The Swearer’s
Prayer.” When, or by whom it was written, or
when it was withdrawn from circulation, I do
not know, but it had a very large circulation,
and was on many occasions of great usefulnes-.
In the *“Jubilee Memorial” of the Society,
published in 1850, Mr. William Jones, then the
ucting secretary, gave a list, in an appendix, of
the * total issues of tracts which have obtained
large circulation.” In this list about fifty tracts
are named as having Dbeen published before 1827,
and the circulation of the Swearer’s Prayer is
reported then as 1,704,589 ; more than double as
many as of any other tract, although there are
among them many familiar and popular old
friends; such as “ The Way to Heaven,” ¢ Poor
Joseph,” the ¢ Dairyman’s Daughter,” “James
Covey,” *“Two Ends and Two Ways,” and “Christ
the only Refuge.” Of these and many others,
hundreds of thousands were circulated, but none
of them approaching the issue of “The Swearer’s
Prayer,” of which about two millions must have
been circulated.

The title of the tract is certainly striking, and
may have arrested the attention of many. Havin
with some difficulty recovered a copy, I find the
matter to be very plain and simple, as will be seen
from its opening words: “ What! a swearer pray!
Yes, swearer, whether thou thinkest so or not, each
of thine oaths is a prayer—an appeal to the holy
and almighty God, whose name thou darest sv
impiously to take into thy lips.” And then the
tract proceeds to show that the oath is really a
short prayer that a soul should be deprived of
eternal happiness or plunged into eternal misery.
After a short exposition of the meaning of the
oath, some cases are quoted, where the prayer
was answered in a fearful manner. In several
instances, immediate death followed the utterance
of the oath ; and these are not reported from mere
rumour, but cited from authentic records; as in
the case of a man upon whom sudden death fell
while swearing, and a coroner's jury returned
the verdict—* died from the judgment of God.”.

We can also see in perusing the tract, why it
was very properly withdrawn from circulation.
It is not always scemly to attribute events in
human life to the “judgment of God,” even when
fearful punishment is seen to follow daring
impiety. Some of the instances, moreover, refor
to conditions which have passed away, as in tho
account of a man who was struck dead while
uttering horrid imprecations at a cock-fighting
match. The tract had become “out of date,” so
to speak; but, although swearing, like drunken-
ness, is less obtrusivo than formerly in some
classes of society, there is still much need of a
solemn warning against thoughtless and profano
oaths, and it might have beon well to prepare a
new and seasonable tract, 50 as to keep so striking
a title on the catalogue.
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In some of the old Reporis of the Society,
remarkablo instances are given of the influence
cxerted by the distribution of this as of other
publications. One of these instances was after-
wards republished in a book of “ Tract Anecdotes,”
which is also now out of print. My present
object is to tell a true story not there reported,
but of which there is an authentic record.

It wasin *the old coaching days,” as long ago
as 1815, that a gentleman having travelled from
Oxfurd to London, alighted, one rainy, gloomy
November evening, at Hatchett’s Hotel, Piccadilly.
He asked the office porter, or the * boots,” to call
a hackney-coach, for there were no cabs in those
days. The only coach on the stand was soon at
the door, and when he had seated himself, and
the luggage was placed, the coachman got the
address where he was to drive, at Camberwell,
where the gentleman then resided. On hearing
the dircction repeated by the porter, the coach-
man declared, with fearful oaths, that he would
not go there. He lived at Shoreditch, he sail,
and his horses bad been out all day, and could
not go so far as Camberwell. The driver was
remonstrated with, but in vain, and his language,
became, if possible, more violent and profane.
The gentleman reminded him that he was
rendering himself liable to a serious penalty for
refusing, but he said that if he drove to another
stand, or met with another coach disengaged, be
would gladly pay him for his trouble and release
him; adding, that if it were not for the luggage,
he would prefer walking in the rain rather than
hear such horrid words from his lips. After sume
delay the man drove on, and on reaching the
house he demanded more than double his legal
fare, which under the circumstances was given.

More than a year afterwards, the same gentle-
man arrived again at Hatchett's in a stage-coach
from Bath, and again a hackney coach was called
from the stand. He was somewhat surprised at the
unusual civility of the coachman, and his readi-
ness to assist in the proper disposal of the baggage.
On nearing the porter inquire the direction, he
said, “Don’t trouble the gentleman, I know his
house at Camberwell.” On arriving at the gate
he was extremely civil, and actively assisted in
carrying tho luggage into the house. e then
asked for procisely the legal fare, and on getting
it, with a little over for his civility and his help,
tho coachman, touching his hat, said, “I kuow
you, sir, though you have forgotten me.”

He said ho had no recollection of having ever
seen him boforo that evoning.

“Qh, yes, sir,” replied tho coachman, *don’t
you remember alighting from a coach in Dicca-
dilly about a ycar age, and being driven home
by a coachman who swore drcadful, and for a
long timo refused to movo? And I told youw an
awful lo, sir, when I &nid my horses were too
tived; but I didn't like the long drive to
Camberwell, and then to Shoreditch whero I
livo.”
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The gentleman thon rocollectod the man, and
tho circumstances of that night, though they
had passed from his memory 1l thus rocallad,
“But,” ho suid, *1 should not have known yon
again, you scem so much altored.”

«“I hope I am, sir,” said ho, *and I am suro 1
ought to bo.”

Becoming intorostoed, tho gontleman asked to
what tho chango was owing ; having first ordoroed
some refreshment for tho coachman, who said his
horses would bo all right for a fow minutes, 1To
then answored in noarly the following words,
as far as_thoy woro remembored by thoso who
listenod.

* After I left you that night, sir, I went homo,
having picked up no other fare. After minding
the horses, I wont to tako a look, as usual, insido
ther coach, in case there might Lo anything loft
there. I did not think then about giving any-
thing Dback to the owner, excopt there was a
reward offored, but for my own use. Woell, on
tho seat of the coach I found two little books, and
took them into the houso in my hand. When my
wife was cooking my bit of supper, I looked at
one of the books, and the first words I saw went
to my hkeart like an arrow. Tho words wore ‘The
Swearer's Prayer.” ‘Here's a go,’ said I, ¢ what,
can a swearer pray?’ I took it wp again, and
was so curious, that I never tasted a morsel till
I had read it right through. I went to bod after
my supper, but was awake most of the night
thinking of what I had read. As soon as it was
daylight, I read the little book again, and whon
my wife came to breakfast, I read it out to her.”

“<Mary, said I, ‘it's true, every word of it.
Many o time I've prayed for my own damnation ;
but look what's here—* Repent and tuin to
Jesus, who died for swearers and all that aro
bad—"’ and the poor thing criod as if her honrt
would break, and I could not holp crying too,
though it was many o day sinoe I had shed a
tear.”

««Mary, said I, ‘this is Sunday morning; I
have not been in a church since I was a sohool-
boy, we will go to one to-day.” And so wo did,
sir; and what do you think wore the words that
the minister took for his text—I nover can forget
them, sir—*Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ,
and thou shalt be saved.” Yos, thou, if ever so
bad, ever so sinful, for He camo to savo sinners,
even the very chief.

« When we got home, my wife remembered what
tho words of the text were, and she borrowed a
Bible from o neighbour, and wo talked togother
about what the ministor snid of the Dblessed
Saviour, who had done and sufferod so muoch
for poor sinners. If evor a man prayed in his
lifo, I am sure I prayed that night, and God
Almighty heard my prayer.

«This is all I have to tell you, sir, oxcept to
thank you from my heart, and my wife's henrt,
too, that you over put that little book on tho
seat of my conch. If you tako this oarxd, sir,
and wero evor near that dircotion, the noigh-
bours will perhaps tell you how weo got on, and
tho chango made on us in the yonr sinco wo first
meot, sir.”

ITappy wan! Ilo spoke with tho onrnostnoss

TIHE SWEARER'S PRAYER,

and simplicity of truth, and ho went off with
good wishos from tho family at Camborwell,

It wns a long timo afterwards—hetweon two
and threo yenrs—that the gontloman ono day
found himsolf not far from tho conchman’s home
in East London. 'T'ho man was not in tho house,
but his wifo and two grown-up danghters wero at
home, in a neat and cheorful abodo. T'hey were
not surprisod at the visit, for tho conversation
had ofton turned to the Cumberwell adventuare ;
and they gave gratoful but respectful wolcome
to “the good friend of the family,” as they called
him. *Thore was a large Bible at hand, bearing
flain marks of being frequently rcad; the
’ilgrim’s Progress; and a few little books on
the tuble, among which I saw some copies of
*Tho Swenror’s I’'rayer.’” The good wife saw the
smilo that followod iny glance ot the well-known
tract; and she snid with much emotion, ¢ It was
a good thought that made you put that on the
coach seat!’

“ She told me that her husband always had some
of those in his pockot, so that he might give one
to a swearer and ask him to read it, and to pray
it might be as blessed to him as it has been to
us—sho snid.

“T sat a good while pleased with all T heard and
and saw, tho girls busy with their needle, and
the mother fully sonsible of the happy home they
were in. ¢Ol, sir,’ she said as I was coming
away, ‘when I remeniber what we were, and
what our homo was in former days, and know
the comfort we enjoy now, my heart is full of
thankfulness.” ”

The gentleman never saw the coachman again,
at loast he had not when he wrote this recollec-
tion; but whatever happened afterwards, it is
ploasant to give this bit of London life, in con-
nection with the old but now forgotten tract,
* Tho Swearer's 'raycr.”

— TN

INFLUENCE OF THE GOSPEL IN THE
OLD ROMAN EMFPIRE.

HILE tho cmpiro was losing its Romou charncteristics,
it wons at tho samo timo growing more and more
Christinn ot heart, Under Constautine and his

immediato suocossors tho machinery of government was only
just Logiuning to Lo cffoctod by the chango of tho emperor’s
religion. Though tho sovorcign personnlly was Christinn,
the eystom romuinod what it had boou before. Many of
tho high ofloinls woro still pagans, and tho form and spirit
of nll administrativo and logal business was unaltored from
what it had beon in tho third century, It is not till forty
yorrs aftor Constentino’s death that wo flud tho Christian
spirit fully ponotratiug out of the spivitunl into tho material
sphoro of lifo, Altompts by tho Stato to suppress morul sin
no less than logal erimo begin with Theodosius 1, whoeso
ornsndo ngninst soxunl immorality would have beeu in-
comprehonsiblo to ovon tho best of the paguan crperors.
Tho old gladintorinl shows, ono of the most charueteristio
and repulsive foatures of Romen life, wero nbolishod uot
long aftor, Thoey survived for sixty years at Rome, though
Olristinn Constuntinoplo never knew them.  But this woy
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“ You shouldn’t call Myrn naughty,” said Minnie.

“Good logic though!” remarked their cousin Ired.
* Come on, Miss Myra, you may es well be hung for o sheop
ns o lamb.”

* Thatl's just the mistako that most people malke,” replied
Myra, with o superior air. “They don't know when to
stop, and they got themsclves and othors into trouble. Now
as I generally do know when to stop, I got a good time, and
nobody’s any the worse.”

So saying Myra turned resolutely homeward, comforlably
complacent as ever. -

The frosty air had given an cdge to ler heallhy girlish
appetite; and she remembered with much satisfaction that
nurse always treated them to liot scones on Saturdny, when
the ironing operations ioft the kitchen fire bright and clear,
Myra thought they would taste doubly good to-night. But
on cntering the house no fragrant odour of tea and toast
greeted her, no cheerful clutter of cups, no babble of children's
voices. The light from the hall lamp fell on o pile of rugs,
and an overcoat—Tom’s overcont, surely—and on the table
was a gentleman's hat—the doctor's. Myra recoguised it at
once, for the doctor often came to see Dick. Was Dick
worsc? What a good thing she had come back. There
need be no delay about his medicine. The kitchen door
opened, ard Mary appeared, a bot water bottle in her hands
her eyes red with erying,

“Oh, Miss Myra, aint it dreadful ?” said she, Lurrying
up the stairs. * Poor Master Tom!”

For the first time in her life Myra felt like fainting. She
went into the dining-room, end found Lizzie and Totty
crouching by the neglected fire.

“'What is it—what is the matter?” she demanded.

Totly ran to meet her.

“DMjyra, Myra, I am so frightened. Why do they hurt
Tom? I cannot bear to hear him scream again.”

“What is the matter ?"” repeated Myra.

Lizzie lifted a pale scared face.

“ Tom was running down Care Hill,” she said, “and he
slipped and broke his leg.”

That night Myra sat alone in her room, and reckoned up
her gains. And the very most she could meke of them was
the fleeting pleasure of an hour. This then to thegood.
To the bad, honour stained, peace lost, hopes broken. The
balance was all on the wrong side, and like many another
bankrupt, Myra stared aghast at the price paid for e worth-
less bargain. And it was not ber own treasure she had
frittered away. The happiness of the household, the
prospects of her brother, for of course this accident would
cause a serious break in his studies, were sacrificed. The
recollection of this was a {errible sting. .And to think that
in all his pain he mever said it was through her he had
gone down that slippery hill. “But I will tell Aunt Anna
everything to-morrow,” murmured Myro as after o long
time spent on her knees, she prepared to lay her head on
her pillow. “I will not hide from her any more than from
myself, how miscrably selfish I have been. Ilclp me, O
Lord, to be better!” Here wos n simple prayer, but it
came from the hearl; and God docs not mind simplioity if
there be carnestness. We may be sure moreover, it was not
made in vain, since He loves repentance.  * The sacrifices
of God are a broken spirit; o broken and o contrite henrt,
O God, Thou wilt not despise.”

But repentance, even though it springs from that ¢ godly
sorrow” of which St. Paul speaks, docs not shield from the
present consequences of sin—it would bo much more
popular if it did, you may be certain. It wins forgivencss,
but immedinte consequences must run their course. You
can no more hinder them than you ean hinder the widening
circle of ripples which ruffle the surfuce of the lake whun

HER OWN WAY.

you throw a slonc into the water. The stonc sinks at onee,
and took such a tiny space, but the ripples—liow fast they
spread—how lurge thecirclo grows. A little thing to cause
such o disturbance. And thoughtful people know that the
consequences of every action, good or bad, are too numerous
to be traced.

Myruo, I dare say, had heard all this, and had probably—
being o girl with plenty of brains, and fond of using them
—pondered over it as o curious fact. But she was now to
lcarn tho lesson practically, and with bitter pain and sorrow.

It was bad enough to feel the precious weeks were passing
which should have doue so much for Tom at school, and to
know that many more must pass before he was strong and
nclive again ; as he would be, of course, for although the
doctor pronounced the fracture a bad one, broken legs are
mended every day. DBut when complications began to arise,
and the doctor looked grave and brought a brother doctor,
and a sickening fear sprang up which nobody liked to put
into words, poor Myra felt that her punishment was almost
greater than she could bear.

Aunt Anna comforted and consoled her more than any-
body. Bhe was so sweet, so gentle, and so patient during
this time of trial, that Myra felt instinctively her secret
must be worth finding out. So they had long talks together,
and gradually the young girl learned something of the
older woman’s trust in the heavenly Wisdom which orders
all things right. In one of these talks Aunt Anna said,
“You know, dear child, you possess great influence over
Tom as his elder sister, but you have not always used that
influence for good. Perhaps our Heavenly Father gent this
check in merey. You think it hard to bear being the in-
direct cause of maiming him for life, but this would be
nothing to the agony of feeling that your example bad led
him into evil ways. Influence is 2 mighty power, Myra.
Pray to God that you may never misuse it.”

“ Maiming him for life?” Yes, that iz what it came to.
Tom had youih in his favour, and grew strong and hearty
again in time, but he left his bed crippled—minus a leg.

So he never won the scholarship, and never went to
Cambridge; and he maintains in his own cheery way that
he regrets mneither, for if it had not been for those long
months of inaction with his broken limb, he would never
have discovered his talent for designing. That talent,
carefully trained, brings him in & very fair income to-day,
and provides o comfortable home for Aunt Anna, and
invalid Dick, and the once hard-working father, now grown
old and feeble. Nurse Hilton too, is not forgotten, but finds
a peaceful asylum by her nurseling’s hearth, aud there
“clinches her arguments,” as of old, to Lis complete eatisfac-
tion. The sisters are nll married. Mpyra has three boys
who think her the gentlest, kindest, dearest mother in tlLe
world. They hardly believe her when she tells them what
o wilful headslrong girl she used fo be. But it only needs
the top top of Uncle Tom’s wooden leg to remind Myra
herself of at least one ooccnsion when she paid dearly enough
for having “her own way.” SYDNEY GREY.
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