


A STORY OF REVIVAL TIMES.

«“ Well, it be talking of marriages. I've some-
thing to tell thee about another of them,”
answered Mike, blushing like a girl, “and I feel
a bit afeared too, Tom, lest thee feel s I'd done
thee an ill turn by it.”

Tom’s wits were quick enough to jump to con-
clusions. He read in a moment all Mike would
say, and a broad smile beamed over his face.

*“Thee means thee is to be married thyself,
Mike, and to Meg Dawson, I doubt not? Nay,
!ad, why should I take it amiss? I wish thee
Joy, and her too, with all my heart. She is a
good lass, and a bonny one, and she will make
thee a good wife. Thee needn't be afraid to tell
me about it. I ?

“I was half afeared thee might be thinking
again on her theeself,” said Mike ; “ I know there
was a time when thee and she were courting.
And—"

“She would tell thee that I never said no
serious word to her of marriage, save once, and
then she would not listen. No, no, Mike, I've
known this long time that my work isn’t work
for women-folk. I don’t mean to think of
marrying this many a year yet. May be, I'll
never have a wife at all. I have plenty to do
without, and I can do more work for the Lord
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when I have but myself to keep. I'm right glad
thee will have such a good wife, Mike, and I
doubt not T’ll have a welcome at thy fire-side
of a night when thee has a house of thine own.
I'd like to see thee and Meg in housekeeping
together, but I've got other things to think of
myself."”

Tom’s eyes looked away over the sweep of
the hillside where the stone quarries and their
clustering huts nestled together beneath an over-
hanging crag, and Mike saw an expression steal
over his friend’s face, the meaning of which he
could not fathom, and which, therefore, awed him
a little.

“There be a power of work to do in this world,
Mike,” said Tom thoughtfully, almost dreamily.
«“ Tt be some men’s work to marry and bide at
home and keep the village life going, and there
be others called out for something different, but
they can all be doing the Lord’s work together.
I be main glad to hear what thee has told me to-
day. Tl tell Meg so when I see her next. I
like to think of thee and she in that little home
you'll have together. But I don’t need a home
like that. I want to be free to follow where the
Lord leads, and when I die I should like to be
there, found at my post.”

REMINISCENCES OF MR. SPURGEON.

HE last time that I looked upon the face of
the great preacher, was on the occasion of
his addressing a number of colporteurs on

a Monday afternoon of May, or only a few days
before he was attacked by that influenza which
was really the commencement of his last illness.
As a hardy band, who do most laborious Christian
service, Mr. Spurgeon always had the most ardent
admiration for his colporteurs, justly thinking
that their books and homely talk represented the
most direct method of reaching the commeon
people both in town and country. What at once
struck me in listening to his general advice and
directions to such men, was the genuine interest
with which he ever listened to the details of their
work and adventures; and then, as it were, while
speaking to them, placed himself in their situa-
tion. Many of these men who carry a heavy
pack of books from village to village, are local
preachers; and not one of the band who listened
to his last address to them will ever forget the
force and affection with which he urged them to
become pattern ambassadors. They were en-
couraged to spread abroad their books because
books would speak where they as men became
gilent; but while they preached the gospel to all,
they had to do their very best, and they would
ensure freshness by keeping to their text. That
was the President’s way of getting his men to
keep close to Bible-teaching. So long as they
did that, he did not care even if they rambled a

little because it was all holy ground from Dan
to Beersheba, though beyond that into Egypt
and Arabia it was not advisable for any one to
ramble.

Mr. Spurgeon came upon the scene, as it were
at a bound, like a sudden phenomenon, as the
late Mr. William Olney described it. A great
impression was produced by the first sermon given
by the Essex youth in New Park Street chapel in
the fall of 1853 ; and after the second sermon in
the evening, the congregation was so excited that
they lingered about the chapel. Mr. Olney had
far more to do with bringing Mr. Spurgeon to
London than is generally supposed, and some time
before his death he supplied me with many facts
which might otherwise have been lost for ever.
The young preacher was at that time the tutor
of several boy pupils, such teaching being a chief
sourco of income. The giving up of these boys
appears to have been a serious obstacle to coming
at once to London; and seeing where the shoe
pinched, Mr. Olney sent his friend a cheque to
make good any loss which such action might
involve. *“I am very deeply indebted to you for
your most generous offer,” wrote back the Water-
beach pastor; “I shall not keep the boys any
longer. You are throwing the web around the
fly; your kindness binds me to you.” The
writer then added: ¢ Happy is the church
which has in it members who consecrate their
wealth unto the Lord” Mr. Olney used to
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temper of some kind, it wag not to becomo like a
mere old shoe—too easy and of little worth : but
ifit ever chanced to boil over like an angry kettle,
they should take care that no one was scalded
save the devil. At that time the late venerable
George Rogers—who died only a few months
since, aged ninety-one—had recently celebrated
his golden wedding, that fact naturally suggesting
to Mr. Spurgeon that he should be introduced to
one of the meetings as “this young fellow.” A
complete volume of no small interest might be
made up of reminiscences of the eighteen con-
ferences I was privileged to attend, and at which
this great man presided. Such a flow of wit
and wisdom we may not expect ever to hear
again., A large proportion of the time was always
devoted to prayer; and to many the time was
one of special blessing. It was then that Mr.
Spurgeon always appeared to be at his best, and
in his, happiest mood. The meetings became
larger year by year, and one wondered whereunto
the thing might grow. Thoughts of this, at
times, also crossed the late pastor’s mind. * They
will get more and more,” he once remarked to
me in the conference-room ; and then added,
“until I am gone, and then they will get less
and less.”

For years, when health permitted, Mr. Spurgeon
was accustomed to spend Christmas Day at the
Stockwell Orphanage. The hilarious enjoyment
of the hundreds of orphans seemed to afford him
the rarest of pleasures. He would say a good
word to the children; in the afternoon he would
distribute Christmas gifts to the members of the
staff, complimenting them on their efficiency and
not forgetting to let them know how greatly he
valued their services. These bygone Christnias
Days that I was thus privileged to pass in Mr.
Spurgeon’s company are now among the happiest
memories of life. A quarto volume by himself
given in 1874 and a table ornament in 1881, are
now among my mementoes of those festive
occasions. The Christmas Day, on which he
dined at the Orphanage for the last time, was in
1884, and that was the only occasion on which
Mrs. Spurgeon ever accompanied him. Ever
after that he had to be content with sending a
letter ; but even a letter never failed to call forth
the children’s loudest chcers. Very sincere
mourners fur their beloved president will be
found among the orphan boys and girls of the
Stockwell Institution.

Among the festivals which were chiefly enjoyed
by Mr. Spurgeon himeself, as well as by tutors of
the college, students and friends, was the reunion
of the entire college at ihe opening of each
successive August. All were supposed to have
returned from their summer outing; and the
custom was for Mr. Spurgeon to accord the fresh-
men admitted some words of welcome and advice
after which the day was given up to al fresco
recreations. Cricket, bowls, or lying at ease on
the greensward, &c., might be indulged in; but
the day would begin and end with prayer, while
at dinner, and after dinner, and after tea, some
good addresses would be given. The place of
meeting was not always the same. More than
once we met at Broomfield, where the philan-
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thropist Wilberforco had lived and entertained
his friends; and the room was to be seen in
which the late Bishop of Winchester was born.
Mr. Spurgeon thoroughly enjoyed these occa-
sions, and no doubt chiefly did so because they
afforded him an opportunity of being useful to
students.

When he was in the prime of his strength and
ardour, no rarer earthly treat could be had than
to accompany him on a long railway journey.
What memorica I have of excursions of this kind
which I was privileged to take with him as a
working journalist. I went with him to the
Toller Centenary at Kettering at Michaclmas
1875, when he preached to an immense multitude
in the open air. It was at Bristol, in 1877,
however, that the eagerness to secure tickets for
a service at Colston Hall exceeded anything of
the kind I ever witnessed. Then one alone who
has experienced it, can possibly realise the charm
of visiting Silchester, the English Pompeii, in
company with Mr. Spurgeon. He would also
enjoy looking over any historical mansion.
“The Queen’s rooms ” at the Duke of Wellington’s
seat at Strathfieldsaye, greatly interested him;
but the obliging housekeeper who showed us
over the place seemed to be quite unaware of the
quality of her visitor. Referring to the aristo-
cracy, it was here that I remarked to him,
“ Well, after all, these people are mnot so much
better off as they appear to be than we are.”
“Not a bit,” he replied; *they can't eat any
more, and they can’t wear any more clothes than
we can.” Once, when visiting the ruins of Basing
House, Basingstoke, his Puritan sympathies
seemed to be awakened as he recalled to mind
how Cromwell had reduced the place which
no one else could take-—*Storming like a fire-
flood ! ”

He always seemed to have an exhaustible fund
of anecdotes relating to his own adventures in
preaching up and down the country. No man
before ever received so vast a number of applica-
tions to preach; and once he explained to us
how, as a preacher, he believed in the Statute of
Limitations. He was once requested to fulfil an
engagement to preach, which it was alleged he
had made. At first, the fact of having ever made
such an engagement was denied ; but notwith-
standing, the other side maintained its ground.
“You said that when we got a new chapel you
would preach for us, and now the building is
up,” it was urged. Still, no promise of the
kind could be remembered. Then it ocourred to
Mr. Spurgeon to ask, “ How long was it ago?”
“How long? Obh, twenty years!” ¢ Twenty
years!"” exclaimed Mr. Spurgeon, much relieved.
He then explained that such a promise was given
under totally different circumstances from those
under which they were then living. *I believe
in the Statute of Limitations.”

I close this chapter of reminiscences, not
through want of material, but through want of
space. The Pastor is dead; but may we not
pray that his influenco still may deepen? He
was always generous enough to confess that no
man was ever surrounded with a more efficient
band of helpers. Chief among them was his wife,
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who, in the most comprehonsive senso was * a help
meet for him ;" and hLis brother, Mr. J. A. Spur-
geon, who as co-pustor did an immonso deal to
relieve the burdon prossing upon the great
preacher’s shoulders. ‘The most effective way of

397

showing affoction for tho memory of the departod
is to stand by theso friends, and to take care that
institutions for which they are responsible are
not allowed to suffer.

G. IOLDEN PIKE.

—_—— L BT

SAVED BY AN ALBATROSS.

OME years ago there appeared in the Sunpay
AT Homg, the narrative of a sailor’s life
being saved by an albatross. The huge

bird had attacked him when in the water, and he
managed to seize its leg, and to hold on till reliof
came. The case was well attosted, and any
lingering incredulity may be removed by the
following incident, lately related in the *‘* New
York Ledger.”—* A vessel was ploughing through
the waters of the South Atlantio when the cry of
‘Man overboard!’ was heard. The man at the
wheel brought the ship up in the wind, and boats
were lowered, but by the time this was acoom-
plished the sailor was a quarter of a mile nstern.
He kept up, however, and as the boat approached
a big albatross was seen to dart at him, and the
next moment to struggle; then away went the
bird, flapping violently, towing the sailor along
at the surface, ‘The men had to pull herd to
gain upon it, and then it was found that the
sailor was uninjured, and had been saved by tho
bird. He was almost exhausted when the
albatross flew over him in evident curiosity, and
as it passed he seized its feet. The bird, in its
fear and terror, was strong enough to tow him
along the surface at a rapid rate, though not
able to lift him out of the water.”

The great white albatross attains a prodigious
size, tho spread of the wings sometimos reaching
fifteen feet from tip to tip. There are several
species, but this is far the largest. It is some-
times called the * Wandering Albatross” (Dio-
media exulans of Linneus). Usually it is seon
far out at sea, soaring in solitary state over the
waves in the fiercest storms; but at other times
they seem to be gregarious.

The colour of the bird varies chiefly according
to its age. There is little distinction in the
plumage of the sexes. Some have the wings
above brownish black, with the abdomen whito;
in others the head is white, and tho rest of the
plumage brown. They all grow lighter in colour
with age, the birds which havo given the desig-
nation of the * White"” albatross to the spocies,
being tho oldest. It is certuinly the grandost
and most notable living object in an ocean view.
Power and gracefulness, without any appearance
of ecffort, are displayed in all its movemonts.
With much elegance it sails along, cleaving tho
air obliquely, slightly inclining from eone side to
the other; then rapidly descending till near tho
surfuce of the waves, which its huge pinions
seem nlmost to touch. Thon it soars aloft again,
with equal boldness and fucility of action, using

the wings as sails; and the changes are made
with marvellous rapidity. Roaming incossantly
over the widoe sens, whother in calm or storm, the
albatross may be said to live in the air, except
during the season of incubation, when the land is
sought. These birds never soem to know fatigue,
their structure being wonderfully adapted to
their habits and their necessities. In proportion
to their size they have an enormous supply of
air-cells, capable of voluntary inflation, whereby
musoular power is economised, and thoy aro
enabled to sustain the long continwed flights
of their woandering life. The bony skeleton of a
bird of twenty pounds weight, scarcely weighs
two pounds, and the hollow bones freely com-
municate with the large air-cells in various parts
of tho body, contributing to diminish the spevific
gravity of the whole mass. This confined air is
also proserved at a temperature far above that of
the cooler surrounding atmosphere, thus render-
ing the body lighter than the apparent bulk
would lead us to expoot. Moreover, the dense
and warm plumage is suited for the cold tem-
pestuous latitudes whioh they chiefly frequent.

The food which they seem to prefer, is the
squid or outtle-fish, shoals of whioh they are
observed to follow, with the pintados or Cape
potrels aoting as their jackals.

At Marion island, in the Soutiiern Ocenn, they
nest in great numbers, their white shapes, dotting
the plains and forming conspicuous objeots. The
nest is & Jow mound, a foot and a half at the least
in diameter at the top. The base of the nest is
concave, to prevent tho egg rolling out of its

lace. The colour of the egg is waito, a little
arger than a goose egg, and of peculiar shape,
being an elongated oval, noarly equully thick at
bothends. Twin eggs are very rare. The fomalo
sits on the nest, tho male standing beside lor,
both refusing to movo whon approached, simply
tnupping their bills togothor violontly. The
most remarkable feature is that ofton when a bird
is taken from the nost no ogg appeurs, and for a
long timo it soemod difficult to find ono. The
seoret was that tho albatross concoenls its ogg as
if in a pouch, in its webbed foot, so that it can
actually carry it. During the timo of incubation
the birds do not fly, boing apparently helploess,
The birds aro aflectionato lovers, the male being
o solf-appointed guardian, standing by the nest,
spreading his tail and wings, throwing his head
in the air, and all the time uttering a curious
ory, to which the femalo responds.

Lvery ono knows the superstitious fear gonorally





