late visit to Athens, begged nrplece
of rock taken from some part of this
eminence, which, as he said, be
would like as a foundatlon of his
pnew pulpit. Of course, Mr. Talmage
dges pot believe insuch doctrines aa
Divine autherity, or inspiration.
O, po, he 18 far above such crude
jdeas. The texts of Seripture which
teuch these doctrines have no
meaniog for him. 8till, no doubt,
he dovs believe that a rock taken
from somewhere within a mile of
where Paul stood more than wsight-
wen hundred years ago will add
gomething of authority to his own
teachings. -We have heard of mew
of aldermani¢ proportions imagin-
ing that their braine were in pro-
portion to their girth; but thig ig the
first time prouably that meodern so-
ciety has heard of n man Lelieving
that the insgiration of Paul was
communicated to a whole hill, so
that eighteen centuries afterwards
another man standing oo a frag-
ment of that hill carried to apother
hewmisphere would still feel that in-
fluence coeming up through his
boota.

As Artchdeacon Farrar quaintly
observes, "“We are standiog oo the
threshold of a pew era” It is not
merely that commereinl life s
awalened as it never was before, or
that the stiences have made md-
vapees never drenmed of in the

ast, but likewise religious thought
js develeping ina direction whieh
many are pot aware of. The rigid
theviogy and sharp sectarlapn con-
troversies of fifty years ago haye
iittle interest for the people now-a-
dnys. The masses are ioniog to

reeive the blindness of their re-
jgious tenchers and are thinking for
themsel ves.

A remarkable example of this

je shown io the rupid sale of
Mre. Delapd’s  rellgivus  work,
«johu Ward, preacher,” 1t is

gearcely twenty months since it
first issued frora the press, yet the
pumercus edltions It has pussed
throngh sipee then, apd the nany
thousands that have been bought
and read attest the deep interest
which this Yok has awnkened. In
fuct, it might very appropriately
be called the “Uacle Tom?» Cubin??
of religious slavery, showing most
forcibly the hideousness of sectarian
theology and the longing of honest
gouls tu know thetruth. Joho Ward,
the heroof thestory, is 8 biue Presby-
terian of the mest rigid schiool; his
wife Helen i8 & woman of liberal
gentiments and warm sympathies;
and 2 controversy socon arises
tween them concerning eternal
punishment. At last mitters come
to & head over the death of Towm
Davig, n poor drunkard, whom the
predictions of future puunishment
could not keep soher during life.
This man, sfter a heavy bout of
drinkiog, perished in an attempt to
aave a child from death by flre,
John, the preacher, confes-ed that
Tom had ‘“died like n brave man,*”
but he cvould pot hold out any
glenm of hope to the distrncted
widow coucerning Tom’a eternal
we'fure. Helen, on the other haul,
blowing awnay the cloud of absurdi-
ties and contrudictions thut make up
the Calvinistic creed, was able to
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offer a better consolation to the dis- |

consolate widow. ‘‘Mrs. Davis,”
Helen said at last, *-1’m o sorry.”’

It was n simple thing to say, but
it

eaught the poor wownan’s
ear. It wus so different irom
anything that she bad yet
heard.

he nelghbors had pighed,
and gronved, and told her it wae
“ywiul burd’”? on her and
Tom for his terrible death; and then
Mr. Dean had come, with fearful
tulk of justice and of heli. When
Mrs. Davis heard Helen’s words, a
blg tear rolled down her cheek and
with quiveriog lips she said, **Thank
you, ma’am.?” Then she made a
preten-¢e of turnipg toward the one
swnll windew to obtaion more light,
and continued her work., When
she spoke agnin, her vowee
was steadier, as she said: “Klder
Dean, ’lows I oughtn’t to be sorry.
He says [ ought to bLe resigoned to
(God’s justice. He says good follis
ought to be glad when sinpers po to
the bad pluce, even if they nre their
relations. He *lows I ocughtn’t to
be sorry no how.”’

1 am sure you have a right to be
sorry that Tom 8 dead,’? said
Heien, "*but I deo put believe
that Tom is in any pince pDow
that oeed make yon rorry. I
de pot believe what Elder Dean
snid about —— hell.?

Mrs. Davis lovked at her, a faint
surprise dawning iu her tired eyes,
and shovk her head.  “Oh, I’'m not
sayiog God isp’t right, 1’m net
enyiog Tom ain’t in the Lud place,
por that it sin’t justice, T want to be
a Christian woman ; Tom wuasn’t
a Christinn, I know; still, be was ns
guol asany one could be when he
wasn’t full of drink ; he was good in
his heart, Tom was. 1’m only say-
iog” — meanwhile Lnotling her
tremulous hands together — “I’m
only saying that I can’t love God no
more! gim hnvingallthe power; nnd
then lcok at Tem, and me.”? Ifelen
tried to speak, but Mrs Davis would
not listen. ¢ No,” she cried, “yer
the preacher’s wife, but I must say
it. He neverf;ive Tom a chance,
an’ how am I going to love him
now? Tom?—she jwinted a shuk-
ing finger at the coffin In the pext
room—‘born aa you might say
drinkin’?, His father dleE in a
drunken fit, apd hiis mother guve jt
to her baby with her milk. Then
what schayolin? did he get? Nope
at all except his motber lickin?
him. Tom’s often told nuethat. He
hadn’t learned uo trade neither—
Just rafted with men as bad as him.

be- | 18 it uny wonder he wasa’t good?»?

1 know all that,”> Helen began
to suy genily; but Mre. Davis could
not check the torrent of ber despair-
iug grief.

“He didn’t have po chance, nn’
he didn’t ask to be borp either. God
put himo here, and look at the wa
we had to live; ook at this house;
see the floor, how the water rumns
down into that corner; it is a1l aag-
zed aod leapin’—the whole thing
is roten. Look at that ooe little
window up against the wall, pota
ray of suushine ever struck it. A pnd
here I8 where we have had to live—
8iX of us. now thatthe baby iscome.
Children was the only thing we
were rich 1o but we hadn’t food
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enough to put 1n their mouthe, or
decvnt olothea Lo cover them. Look
at the people around us here—livin’
in this row of tenement houses—
lying, swearing, drinking. What
chance had Tom? BHo I can’t love
God, missus, 1 can’t love Him—Him
who hod ull the power nnd yel let
Tom?’s soul go dow o to hejl; for Tom
couldn’t help it and him fivie? 0.
I ain’t denying religion, por any-
thing like that, only [ can’t love
Hin, 8o there is no ure of talking, 1
can’t love Him!”’

She turped away snd moved to-
ward the stove. Helen lollowed
her and put ber arms anross the thin
bent shoulders, her eyes full of tears,
though the widew?s were hard and
hright.

“Oh, Mrs. Davisg,’”’ Helen eried,
syf conrse you could not love a
God whe would pever give Tom a
chance, snd then punish him; of
conrse you could notlove Him,
But Cow is not punishied by being
sent to hell; indeed, indeed he s
pot. God is good. he could not he
8o cruel as to give n sou) no chance,
and then send it to hell. Don’t ever
think that Tom, brave fellow, ls
there! Oh, belleve whut I say to
you 1»

Mrs. Davis seemed stupefied, Bhe
looked up into those heautiful, sym-
pathetic brown eyes, and her dry
lips moved. “You doun’t think.?’ she
said in o hoarse, horried whisper—
“You are not saying, are you—that
Tom dsn’l in hell?’? 1 koow he is
pot,*? exclaimed Helen, 1 kpow it!
Justice? Why,it would be the most
frightful injostice, because, a8 you
sy, Tom had no chance, 50 God
wonld not punisli him eteroally for
being whthe bad to be, born as he
was and living as he did. 1 don’t
kpow anything about people’s souls
when they die—I mean about going
to heaven—Dbut I do know this: As
long as a soul lives, it basa chanece
for goodpess, n chunce to turno to
GO(]_!!

The few extracts that nre here
given will indicate the nature of
Mre, Deland’s werk. No wonder
that the worthy Dean of Westmin-
ster says: ‘It is the most powertol
religions fiction thnt has appesred
since the days of John Bonynn.””

 after Hla resorrectien:

The careful Bible student, how-
ever, canoot help wishing that the
good-henrted, sympathetic Helen
had mot read to Mrs. Davis the
words of the Savier to the dying
thief: “Today shalt thou be with
Me in Paradise,’’ and the words
that the 8avior said to Mary just
“Touch me
not for 1 am not yet ascended to M
Father;’ and then again the words
of the A postle Peter, which tulls ns
plainly where the S8avior bad been
during those three days while His
boady.lay in the tomb. *“For Christ

¥ | also suffered tor sins, the just for the

unjust, that He might bring us
to God, beipg put to death in the
flesh but guickened by the Bpirit; by
which also He went and preached
to the spirits in prison.”? Ah! yes,
on¢ cannet help wishing that Helon
had read these words to the disecon-
solnte widow. What a flood of light
it would hnve thrown upon the

great wurk of redemption. How
these words of Holy Wrlt would



