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PREFACE.
17 CALL of the Wild” and “Call of the South”

and I know not how many other “calls” are

books that have been extensively read. The
thought occurred to me that there is room in the
literary world for a volume bearing the title “Call
of Christ,” which is the most important of all calls.
The execution of that thought has resulted in the
production of the Call of Christ: A story of Foreign
Missions.

A word or two in the way of apology or explana-
tion may not be amiss, even if unnecessary I have
heard readers of novels complain of the long de-
seriptions of places, persons and things that fill the
rages of works of fiction: they are generally skipped.
For this reason I determined to avoid them. This
necessitated the substitution of the dramatic for the
narrative form. Dialogue, or conversation, has in
the present ptory taken the place of description.
This is a decided advantage in some respects, for
you can form a better conception of a man’s
character by hearing him talk than by reading de-
lineations of his character, however accurate they
may be.
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Perhaps the captious ecritic may suggest gently
that the dialogues may be lacking in consecutive
pertinency, but we venture to hope he will not affirm
that they are unnatural. The author thinks that
they are about such as would have occurred under
the circumstances described. Ide has taken ad-
vantage of this style of writing to briefly defend
some important truths and combat some popular er-
rors, which would be objectionable in mere narra-
tion.

The author would not venture to write a love
story simply for the sake of the story itself; but he
knows that nothing pleases young people more than
a love story, hence he has made the attempt to com-
bine religion and love in such a way as to secure a
careful reading of the contents of the whole volume.
The effort is made to show the superiority of divine
love over human. -

Of course, inaccuracies of chronology and locality
will be pardoned by the generous reader in a work
like this. _

This story is by no means a work of fiction, as
some of the incidents came under the author’s ob-
servation. The scenes of the revival described
actually occurred. The young man described under
the name of Bernard Graham was a friend of the




PREFACE T

author, and he was really disinherited by his father
because of his decision to preach.

If this little book should fall into the hands of
some young man who may be on the ridge of hesita-
tien, and it should be even slightly instrumental in
helping him to a decision in favor of becoming a
Foreign Missionary, one of the author’s objects in

publishing this unpretentious volume will be
achieved.

LB _

Palestine, Texas.

T ——



CALL OF CHRIST.

CHAPTER I

Two CHUMS.

r I‘\ HE University of Mississippi since its organi-

zation away back in the forties of last century

has sent forth thousands of young men intel-
lectually equipped for the clashing conflicts of human
existence. If we could trace the footsteps of each one
of them along the pathway of their different careers,
it would add some interesting volumes to the li-
braries of biography. I, by no means affirm that
any great number of them have performed daring
deeds in the political, military or literary world
worthy of preservation in the tomes of history. In
fact, as education goes it is mno discredit to their
honored Alma Mater that the large majority have
achieved nothing to justify any other inscription on
their tombstones than the simple statement that they
lived and they died. Any other epitaph would be
gross injustice to truth. But the memory of two,
out of thousands, deserves rescue from that ob-
scurity which is never disturbed by the invasions of
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the historian. They are here introduced to the
reader under the names respectively of Bernard
Graham and Mark Comerson, both of whom were
room-mates and members of the same class. As
will no doubt be expected, they were warm friends
as devoted to each other, it is not hazardous to say,
as were David and Jonathan of Biblical fame, or
Damon and Pythias whom profane history has raised
to immortal distinction. Well defined attributes
marked their characters, some of which made them
similar in disposition, thought and manner,' while
others made them widely different. Among their
fellow-students both were recognized for solidity of
attainments, and somewhat envied for brilliancy of
mind. Bernard was of quick, nervous temperament,
while Mark was slow of motion—at times sluggish—
which gave him the appearance of lack of energy;
the truth was, when he was aroused he was ener-
getic enough. But there was one respect in which
they were as widely apart as the poles: Bernard was
a Christian whose consecration it was hardly pos-
sible to doubt, while Mark, tho’ rigidly moral, made
no pretension to religion. However, it was not till
the last year of their college life that Bernard made
a public profession of his faith and attached him-
self to the church. A great revival had swept over
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the little, old-fashioned city of Oxford, and extended
to the students of the University, which was distant
scarcely a mile from the courthouse. Many of the
“boys” declared their purpose to live for Christ, and
emphasized their profession by uniting with the
various churches. One of the very first to do this
was Bernard Graham, one of whose marked traits
of character was strenuous enthusiasm. While in-
flamed with glowing zeal, yet he was not extrava-
gant and noisy in demonstration; but, looking
neither to the right nor left hand, pursued a straight-
forward, dignified course that impressed every ac-
quaintance with the idea that he was a young man
of decision and firmness. Quite a number of the
students who had been loud and boisterous in their
profession soon made it evident that their overt con-
version was merely a shallow, superficial, temporary
change that had never touched their real, religious
sensibilities; but no one ever thought that Bernard
would make the least movement in the direction of
retrogression. ‘

It might seem a little strange that Mark wit-
nessed the solemn scenes of this same revival with-
out the least disturbance of his religious emotions,
‘but such was the fact and the waves of heavenly in-
fluences rolled over him, leaving him standing in th=
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wave in utter, imperviousness to all feelings of re-
pentance. Not that he was conscious of offering any
special resistance to the Iloly Ghost, but he was
simply not awakened at that-particular time to the
importance of accepting the divine invitations. A
great many Christian people, who have carefully
studied the workings of divine Grace would affirm
that Mark was stubborn in his opposition; but that
was not true. Why and how he could pass through
so many revival scenes unmoved, we can no more
explain than we can tell why the Lord healed, by
miraculous means, only one out of the many lepers
that were in Israel. We should not, therefore, be too
hasty in condemning the impenitent for seeming
persistance in rebellion simply because they manifest
aversion to accepting the first offer of salvation that
presents itself. Bernard talked to his friend even
with tears in his eyes, and entreated him to forsake
the broad road to everlasting ruin, but it appeared
to be all in vain. In response to his ardent affec-
tionate urging Mark said:

“Why Bernie, you would not have me act the
hypocrite, would you, and say that T am a Christian,
when T know I am not 2

“No, no, of course not, by any means, put you cer-
tainly 1eahze that you are a sinner ?” :

“I suppose I belong to that class, Bernie. T was
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taught to think that in almost my very childhood. 1
believe that man is born in a state of guilt and
misery. As the catechism teaches us he is totally
depraved. I suppose you would pronounce me or-
thodox so far as theory is concerned, but there are
some things about what you call conversion that be-
get down-right confusion in my mind. I do mot
understand what is meant by this change of heart
upon which the preachers so vehemently insist.”

“That is all simple enough, Mark. When the
heart is changed in the process of conversion you
love the things which you once hated and hate th=
things you once loved—sinful things I mean. Surely
you can tell whether such a radical change as that
has occurred within you ?”

“T am not conscious of any change of that kind. I
have never really hated religious things in my life.
I have been brought up by religious parents and
have attended Sunday-school and church services as
far back as I can remember, and have heard it
preached that I, in my natural state, hated God and
holy things.” .

“On the other hand,” said Bernard sorrowfully,
“I have had no parental training along that line. My
mother is no Christian and my father is a rabid in-
fidel, T regret to say, and seems to hate, with all his
soul, everything that is connected with the church.”
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“But you have not been influenced by his example,
Bernie.”

“No, thank God, I have never had the least in-
clination to follow in his footsteps. So far from it,
the truth is his profanity and blasphemy have w.
ways filled me with horror and disgust.”

“It is a wonder you do not reprove him, even if
he is your father.”

“I ventured once to do so.’

“What was the consequence ?”

“T was cursed for my presumption and 1mpudence,
as he called it.”

“What will he do when he hears that you have
joined the church ?’

“I do not know, but I am sure he will not approve
of it. He may make sport of me or he may curse—
according to the humor he is in, when he learns
about it.”

“But you need not tell him, Bernie.”

“Tell him!” exclaimed Bernard with energy.” I
shall be sure to tell him. T cannot be a mere secret
Christian. T have made a public profession of my
faith and T shall be loyal to Christ, if T die for it.
‘He that loveth father or mother more than me is
not worthy of me’ says the Master.. My mother will
make no violent remonstrance, but my father will
oppose me with anger or contempt. So I anticipate,
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and am prepared for it. But I fear his rage will
exceed all bounds when I inform him that I intend
to be a preacher.”

“You a preacher!” cried Mark in the greatest
surprise. ‘““You mever told me that before.” “I have
said nothing about it, because I wanted to be certain
of my own mind. T have always had the idea—tho’
somewhat vague—that I would adopt that as my vo-
cation. But now I have fully determined.” “Why,
Bernie, you utterly amaze me! I have never had
any other thought than that you would be a lawyer.
It strikes me that you are so well fitted for that pro-
fession, I am afraid that you will miss your calling
if you go to preaching.” “I have at times vaguely
thought that I would like to study law, but recently
I have heard the call of Christ in such an unequivo-
cal way that I dare not disregard it.”

“What is the call of Christ, Bernie ?”

“You have read your Bible enough to know that
the last words of Jesus were ‘go wnfo all the world
and preach the Gospel to every creature’ That is
the call of Christ. It is the great commission. It
is not for any special class, tho’ primarily addressed
to his immediate followers. It has come to me so
clearly that after mature deliberation, my determi-
nation is to offer myself as a candidate for the minis-
try, If you could enter into my feelings and my
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convictions of duty you would not express any sar-
prise at my determination.”

“You speak so confidently that I am sure you are
acting on what you conceive to be reliable evidence.
But you are not superstitious enough to say that the
call has come in an audible voice? I once heard a
preacher tell my father that the Lord spoke to him,
face to face, and told him to abandon the play han-
dles for the pulpit. Boy as I was, I could not but
laugh at him.”

“He was uncducated, I suppose ?”

“Certainly, for no man who reads anything would
say that such miracles—indeed, any kind, are per-
formed now.” :

“I by no means, claim that any direct miracle
has been wrought in my case. I have heard no voice
and had no startling vision like that of Peter when
he was sent for by Cornelius. I just feel it my duty
so strongly that I am afraid to decline. But, I think
you are too fast when you say no miracle is per-
formed now, for there is one, which is the standing
miracle of the ages, and you have seen it with your
own eyes.”

“What miracle is that, Bernie ?”

“It is the miracle of conversion.”

“Do you think that is a miracle ?”

“I do not know what else to call it.”
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“Where is the miracle in it %’

¢ will try to explain it. I knew a man in my
_ town who was the worst character I ever saw—a
drinking, quarrelsome, fighting fellow, always
seeking difficulties. Suddenly at a camp-meeting
he was converted. People laughed at the idea of his
holding out. Nearly everybody said he would go
back to his wallow-like the hog, and be worse than he
was before. But they were mistaken. Ie is now
one of the best men I ever saw. He is the very op-
posite of what he once was. He is now sober, peace-
ful and kind-hearted. Everybody loves him. The
change in him is astounding. What can you call it
but a miracle ?”

“It is surely a remarkable instance of reforma-
tive;” said Mark thoughtfully.

“It is a reformation answered Bernard with
emphasis,” that has revolutionized the man’s whole
nature. Ie shows by his conduct that he loves
things which he once hated, and hates things which
he once loved. That, it seems to me, is a greater
miracle than healing a palsied arm. Any surgeon
can amputate a diseased limb, but nothing, except
divine power can make a man love holy things.”

“TI admit,” replied Mark seriously and in a tone
indicative of reflection,” that the instance to which
you have referred seems miraculous, but I never have
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undergone any such change.” “No, Mark,” replied
Bernard affectionately, “and you never can so long
as you are as moral as you are. What change could .
there be in your outward conduct? You are too
good a boy ever to furnish such an instance of con-
version as I have mentioned. But some day—I hope
soon—you will be shaken out of your lethargy, and
you will be conscious of a change in your feelings.
But tell me candidly, has it never occurred to you
that some day, you will be a preacher. Do you not
remember what the phrenologist who examined your
cranium the other day, said about it %’

“About my preaching in twenty years %’

“Yes, that was it.” :

“Tt convinced me that he did not understand his
business. Nothing is farther from my intentions,
With all respect for you, Bernie, but I do not care
to spend my life in poverty. Preachers come to
our house frequently—all sorts of them—and I have
heard too much of their trials and sufferings ever
to make the ministry my profession. Some of them
made the impression on me that they were half-
starved. I was only a boy, but I said to myself L
would never be a preacher. No, no, excuse me,
please.”

“Tt is true,” said Bernard slowly “that the man
who goes into the ministry for the purpose of money-
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waking will be most grievously disappointed. I do
not know of any respectable vocation that furnishes
wore scant opportunities for pecuniary speculgtion.
But I think you are mistaken when you imagine that
suffering is the necssary fate of all preachers. 1 am
perfectly confident that comparatively few really suf-
fer for the necessaries of life. I will not deny that
some of them appear to have a hard time. There are
some, I have no doubt, who have honestly mistaken
their calling. They are good and. sincere men,
governed by pure motives, but they are self-deceived
as to their vocation. They have no call to the min-
istry except their own strong desire to benefit their
fellow-men and their belief that they can do good in
the world. Consequently, they are pitiable failures
in the ministry, and suffer just such consequences as
would befall them in the pursuit of some other call-
ing. They would be failures as lawyers or phy-
sicians, and consequently as preachers. I think that
view explains the origin of the misfortunes that come
upon them in the management of their secular af-
fairs. They are deficient in executive ability. So
I think it is not exactly fair to say that the church
allows all her ministers to suffer, when the mis-
fortunes of quite a number of them can be traced
to their own want of energy. Elminating that class,
it will be found that ministers fare about as well as
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do men in other professions. After all, what other
profession offers a man a living salary the very
first year he engages in business ¢ The lawyer more
trequently than otherwise is compelled to wait many
years before he can gain anything like a livelihood,
and some live and die in poverty. But you never
hear people pity the lawyers. Take them as a class,
and are they really any more prosperous than preach-
ers? Large numbers of them never succeed, and in
fact are in more distressing straits than the poorest
preachers of any denomination. The same thing is
true of physicians. It often requires many years
to build up a practice that affords a decent living.
On the other hand, it is generally the case that the
preacher is assured a respectable living the very
first year he enters upon his career. The members
of his congregation are too loyal and charitable to
see him suffer for food and clothing, and they fre-
quently send him provisions and raiment. You know
how they often ‘pound’ him till his larder is full to
overflowing. I have never heard of a minister
straving or freezing or even suffering to any great
extent unless he were ignorant of the commonest
laws of domestic economy. Then when the preacher
is disabled by the infirmities of age, and can no
longer perform ministerial duties, there is a Board
of Relief, I believe, in every denomination that af-
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fords him cufficient assistance to prevent any pinch-
ing want. Now what other profession makes such
provisions? But even granting the existence of the
hardships, about which there is so much unneces-
sary talk, preachers gencrally are the happiest class
of men—and happiness, you know, is the chief
object of pursuit, and men are everywhere striv-
ing for it. It is their ultimate aim, no matter how
busily employed. Did you ever see a miserable min-
ister—one weighed down with that despondency
which drives so many poor wretches to the commis-
sion of suicide. Amid all their cares and hard labors
they are sustained by a lively, thrilling hope of fu-
ture glory and felicity which is a compensation for
all the trials to which they are exposed. There is
no phase of worldly happiness that will compare
with it.”

“Why, Bernie, I declare you describe the preach-
er’s life in such glowing colors that you make me
think the profession can compete with any other
simply as a means of passing away one’s mortal ex-
istence. If T had any notion at all of adopting it.
you would remove all my vacillation.” “I not only
hope to see you a preacher, but a foreign missionary
as it is my intention to be.”

“You don’t tell me so!” eried Mark throwing up
kis hands in undisguised amazement.
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“Surely you are only joking.”
“Why should I not be in earnest ?”
“Because that is carrying self-denial a little too

far. It is self-sacrifice enough to be a preacher in
one’s own country and among one’s own people. But
to give up the delights of our glorious ecivilization
for the horrors of heathen barbarism—oh, Bernie,
I could not expect it of you.”

“Again T have to combat your erroneous notions.
There is much foolish talk about that, too. Say what
you please about horrors and all sort of thing, but
this foreign work ought to be attractive to any young
man, when he considers its advantages from even a
secular point of view. The foreign missionary, from
all T can learn, has an easier time than the home
missionary. Just consider the opportunities he has
for enlarging his mind. Then he receives a salary
sufficient to prevent any serious want. It is not, by
any means all toil, hardship and suffering.”

“Stop, Bernie,” exclaimed Mark with a laugh,
“say no more about it now. I do not wish to hear
any more I will talk to you about it, when I begin
to debate with myself the question of adopting the
ministry—and I am far from that at present.”

“You may think so at this moment,” said Bernard
with deep solemnity,” but the prophecy is not nupos-
sible of accomplishment that you will yet preach the
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blessed gospel and in a foreign land, too. Stranger
things than that have happened.”
“Bernie, I promise you that if I am ever con-
vinced that such is my duty I shall not hesitate.”
“T believe you, my dear friend. So for the pres-
ent we will drop this subject.”



CHAPTER 1I.
DISINHERITED.

IX weeks after the conversation detailed in the

preceding chapter, the two young friends sepa-

rated sorrowfully, and returned to their re-
spective homes in order to prepare for their chosen
vocation. Bernard Graham lived in the town of Co-
lumbus, Miss., under the protection of the parental
roof. He was at that time in his twenty-second year.
He was graduated from the University with high
and richly merited honors as was his classmate. Mark
Comerson. In fact, the TFaculty divided the first
honor, as it was called, between the two. Bernard
was expecting soon to enter a theological seminary
to fit himself for the duties of the foreign missionary
work. It was some days before he ventured to ac-
quaint his father with his intention, dreading the
storm of passion which, he had good reason to believe,
the intelligence would occasion. He was too well
acquainted with his parent not to surmise that the
mention of his purpose would awaken the most vio-
lent opposition. Colonel Graham—so dubbed not by
reason of ever having held military office, but on
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account of his possession of a large amount of the
world’s goods—iwas a man of social influence in the
community where he lived. He commanded respect
by reason of his education, wealth and personal traits
of character. He belonged to that class of men who
inspire people with a certain kind of indescribable
awe by their self-assertion in connection with posi-
tiveness, firmness and obstinate decision. People
were afraid of him, so to speak, by reason of these
qualities resting upon a basis of personal courage
that caused ordinary men to beware of giving him
-offense. If he had only been a zealous christian he
~would have been a potential factor for righteousness
within the circle of his influence. But he was de-
voted to what may be called in these modern days,
scientific infidelity. He was not an atheist in the
sense in which the word was used centuries ago. ‘The
fool hath said in his heart there is no God.” Col.
Graham was not an atheist in the sense in which the
sacred penman understood his own declaration. Ages
ago the atheist believed that the sublunary world
was governed by chance, necessity, or fate to which no
clear, intelligent meaning was attached. But really,
it may be affirmed without hazard, no man ever was
an atheist, pure and simple. We do not mean to
assert that every unbeliever is dishonest with him-
self and actually and truly believes in God whose
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cxistence he denies. To make our meaning clear it
will be necessary to allude to a psychological faet
which seems to have been unobserved, or at least not
insisted upon till comparatively recent times. The
fact, to which we refer is the triple character of hu-
man existence; in different words we lead three lives
in this world, or one life in three different aspects.
The first is the life which comes under the observa-
tion of our fellow-man. They take cognigance of our
outward—our corporeal conduct, while they are ig-
norant of the esoteric motives from which it origi-
nates. They have no knowledge of our thoughts, ex-
cept insofar as they can be conjectured from the re-
lation between intellectual operations and overt
activities. The second life is the totally internal—in
our consciousness. Our thoughts and motives are
known only to ourselves. No mind reader and mo
judge of human nature can penetrate, to any great
extent, into this hidden field of reflection, medita-
tion and imagination. This is the life that consti-
tutes our individuality—the broad chasm that iso-
lates us from our fellow-beings. To them we could
not reveal all the thoughts that pass through our
minds, if we desired.

But back of all this—deep down under it there
is the third life, mysterious, impenetrable. Tt is dis-
closed only partially to ourselves. It is what mental
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philosophers call sub-consciousness, and is known
fully only to God. It is the dark region of our im-
pulses. We are not aware of its nature till circum-
stances over which we have mo control suddenly
arise and disclose our real characters to ourselves.
Perhaps, an illustration will be of advantage to the
younger portion of our readers whose attention may
never have been called to this subject: An atheist
was once crossing the ocean, and was boastingly dis-
coursing to his fellow-passengers upon his iniquit-
ous principles. While he was thus engaged there
was a terrific explosion of one of the steamer’s boil-
ers, and it seemed that the vessel must sink in a few
moments. The infidel in terror and despair fell upon
his knees and prayed God to spare his life. Thus his
sub-consciousness revealed to him his real belief. So
while Col. Graham emphatically disavowed belief
in the personality of the ommipotent God, there is
no doubt that in his sub-consciousness he was as or-
thodox as Paul himself. On the streets of Columbus
he proclaimed his religious principles with enthus-
iasm worthy of a better cause. Ile was so over-bear-
ing and dictatorial that few of his fellow-citizens
cared to engage in discussion with him. And yet,
he was not totally devoid of all desirable traits and
noble impulses. TIn his domestic relations he was
almost a model, and loved his wife and three chil-
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dren with a fervor and devotion that aroused the
wonder of his acquaintances. It was marvelous to
them how such a raving unbeliever could.be so kind
and charitable, for he never turned away from his
door unrelieved, any worthy beggar. But Ahab, of
Seriptural fame, was not totally bad at heart and yet,
he did more to provoke the Lord God of Israel to
anger than did all the kings before him.

It may, therefore be surmised that Bernard was
in no great haste to acquaint his father with his in-
tentions. But the father himself made the opportu-
nity which Bernard desired and also dreaded; for a
few days after his son’s return home one morning he
suddenly opened conversafion:

“Well, Bernie,” he said kindly and proudly “I
cuppose you intend to enter the law school mnext
term. T have been talking to Judge Orr about you,
and I think after you get your diploma you might
enter into partnership with him, and that would
be the very thing for you.”

“Father,” answered Bernard in evident embar-
rassment, “I have been wanting to talk with you on
this subject, but before T utter a word you must
promise me that you will not lose your temper. TIf
you cannot converse quietly and reasonably we would
better dismiss the subject.”

“Why, my boy,” answered the father laughing,
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“you look as solemn and talk as deprecatingly as
though you wanted me to set you up in the saloon
business.”

“Will you promise, father, to listen to me without
anger ¢’

“Yes, Bernie, I give you my word that I will con-
trol myself, no matter what you may say,” replied
the Colonel after a brief pause.

“Then, father, I have no intention of studying
law.”

“I am sorry to hear you say so, my son, I have
never had any other idea than you would be a dis-
tinguished lawyer like my old friend, Roger Barton,
of Holly Springs—one of the finest in the state.
With your college education and your oratorical
powers you ought to equal him. I love you too
much, my boy, to flatter you, but I do say with can-
dor and pride that I have the utmost confidence in
your ability to rise high in the legal profession, and
it is a sore disappointment to have my hopes sud-
denly dashed to the ground. But I ought to be
wiser than to try to force you to adopt a vocation
that you do not like. What then, do you intend to
follow? Do you wish to be a professor in a col-
lege ¢’

“No father.”
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“Do you want to engage in commerce? If that
is your choice I will set you up in business.”

“No father,” answered the son skrinking and hesi-
tating, for he anticipated a furious storm notwith-
standing the promise.

“Well, then, do you want to be a farmer? If so
you can begin at once. I will start you at it on a
section of land.”

“No father.”

“What, thten, in heaven’s mame do you want,
Surcly, you do not want to be a preacher?”’ he con-
tinued laughing.

“Oh, father,” he said with undisguised ¢motion,
“you cannot imagine how much I dislike to pain
your feelings, but the truth must be told, and after
full consideration, I have decided to be a prcacher.”

The father in spite of his promise to restrain his
feelings started from his seat as if a bomb-shell had
exploded at his feet, and an angry flush passed over
his face. “Father,” ecried the son beseechingly,
“hear me calmly before you yield to angry passion.
Let us reason about it. You are one of the most
sensible men, T ever knew, and I have the utmost
confidence in your judgment.” “You have chosen
a wretched way to show it,” answered the Colonel
in a more tranquil tone than Bernard expected. “You
could not offer me a greater insult. T have never
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cencealed from you my opinions of preachers, and
I repeat what I have often affirmed, and they are a
set of the most consummate hypocrites that ever
prayed upon human society. I have inexpressible con-

“tempt for men who gain their subsistence by dealing

out unmitigated nonsense to the deluded, gullible
people who pay them for their miserable prayers and
jesuitical sermons. I have more respect for burglars,
who at least have courage to defy the law and make
fight for the means of existence, but these preachers”
—turning up his mnose sneeringly—“disguised as
wolves in sheep’s clothing— take refuge under a
priestly garb that protects their poltroonery—ering-
ing curs, meekly sneaking into their holy pulpits with
smooth dissimulation skilled to grace, a devil’s pur-
pose with an angel’s face—working their minds into
a fury of assumed eccstasy over a long tissue of lies
which they pretended to revere as supernatural—oh,
it arouses in me disgust too deep for utterance. And
now you have the audacity to tell me to my face that
you intend to join this precious pack of mystiec hypo-
crites. It is too much.”

“Father,” spoke Bernard in a subdued tone and
with tears gathering in his eyes, “did you not promise
me just now that you would control your temper 2’

“I did,” he answered cooling down somewhat, and
partially relieved by the delivery of his tirade of
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effervescing malediction, “but you shocked me so
that I forgot myself.” *“But honestly, Bernie,” he
continued recovering his equanimity, “I don’t see how
a sensible boy as I have always regarded you, can be-
lieve such rubbish as you will have to preach. How
can you make up your mind to be a hypocrite. Surely
you don’t believe such foolish doctrines as the chure.
will bind you to proclaim ?”

“To what doctrine do you allude, father #’

“0, the whole thing—the whole bible as it is called.
It is mcrely a book of amusing fables—some of
them not as good as those of Esop.”

“Father,” manifesting respect for his parent,
“Will you allow me to ask you a few questions ?”’

~ “Yes, go on, and I will answer.”

“Well, I want to ask one or two questions about
the four gospels. They profess to relate facts, but
you call them fables. Were they not offered to the
world as truthful histories, and not mere fictions or
fables 2

“You may suppose so, if you will—it makes no
difference. The authors knew they were lies—
couldn’t help but know it.”

“You are a man of quite extensive information,
can you name any historian who offered to the world
a book as true history that contained only lies or
fables. Does not every historian believe that he is
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celating facts? What could he possibly gain by
writing what he knows to be lies ? He certainly must
know that his history would not be received as
authentic. If XEsop had offered his fables as inci-
dents that actually occurred, everybody would laugh
at his folly, and no one could accept his book as
true. Every historian writes what he conceives to be
facts, or he could have no hope that his history would
ever find its way to peoples’ libraries. His labor
would all be in vain. What possible motive could
have influenced Luke or John to record a tissue of
falsehoods that would expose him to contempt and
persecution ¢ What could he gain by representing
that Christ had risen from the dead, if it were not
so? Who could be imposed on by such a statement
that could so easily be disproved if it were not tru-.
If Jesus never emerged from the sepulchre, he was
no more than any other dead Jew. He was only a
self-deceived fanatic, and could, by no possibility be
of any use to his followers. Now, why, I ask you
should John take his life in his hands to defend the
memory of a man who had so deceived him ? No, no,
father, you can hardly deny that the writers of the
Gospels were honest men. They believed. as every-
thing goes to prove, that they were publishing facts.
What will you do with such witnesses as these ? Will
you trample ’plain, historical facts under foot or



34 Carr or CHRIST

brush them aside as mere cobwebs? Do you really
believe that these writers were bad men, whose pur-
pose was to impose upon mankind the most stu-
pendous fraud ever conceived by a human brain ¢’

Col. Graham perceived the force of his sons argu-
ment, and had to admit it. He also felt a secret
pride that his boy was such a shrewd logician.

“T do not say they were such bad men, Bernie,
but whether they were or not, they ask us to believe
ridiculous absurdities similar to those of Mun-
chausen, and far more amazing. Why, even Esop
never penned a fable as silly as some of the tales of
the Bible. For instance, who can believe that a poor,
weak-minded man fed four or five thousand hungry
people to absolute satiety with a loaf or two of bread
and a couple of trout. Pshaw! it sounds like the
tales in the children’s primers. How you or any
other sensible person can accept such stuff sur-
passes my comprehension.”

“But, father, you have studied law and you know
how to reason on facts. Now, what will you do with
the historic evidence that supports the statement?
You cannot just arbitrarily throw aside all human
testimony. You certainly ought to accord it the re-
spect that you allow profane history.”

“What kind of testimony are you talking about,

Bernie 2
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“Well, the Scriptural writer relates the story of
Jesus in a plain straight-forward manner just as if
he were recording some common event universally
admitted and as tho’ he never expected it to be dis-
puted. Then the marvelous fact he relates is
vouched for by a number of creditable eye witnesses.
Then subsequent circumstances show the miraculous
life of Christ was believed by thousands of people
who, no doubt, fully investigated the matter. They
had ample opportunities to disprove the story of the
New Testament if it were false. But so far from
rejecting they accepted it as indubitable truth, and
sealed their testimony with their hearts’ blood.” Col.
Graham could not reply to the argument, and he
could only resort to bluster.

“Bernie, you are deceiving yourself with soph-
istry. I have heard such arguments as yours long
ago, and they make no impression on my mind. After
full investigation I regard the whole Bible as a
string of falsehoods unworthy of credence.”

Bernard saw that no argument, however strong,
would convince his father, whose lack of sincerity
he perceived with deep sorrow, and he answered:

“But, father, T believe the Bible with all my heart,
soul and strength, and since my faith cannot harm
you nor any one else T do not think you ought to .
try to persuade me to abandon it.” ‘“Boy, you don’t
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know what you are saying; but that is neither here
nor there; are you determined immovably to forego
all that I offer you and devote your life to a pro-
fession that I abominate and detest ?”

“Father,” answered the son with tears welling up,
“I must obey the call of Christ, or I shall be utterly
miserable. I have heard the wailing ery of heathen
nations, and it is impossible to resist it.”

“Really, have you decided to go to foreign lands
{o preach 2’

“Yes, father, that is my intention.”

“Worse and worse” replied the parent with all
the sneering contempt he could throw into his articu-
lation. “To act the priest in your own country is
bad enough, but to give up your home, friends and
prospects for the sake of black or yellow rascals out
of whom you can make nothing but hypocrites—well,
that just caps the climax. See here, boy, if you do
it, I shall disinherit you. You shall never have a
cent of my money to invest in ecclesiastical projects:
I shall divide it between your brother and sister.”

“That is my wish, father. T care not to be en-
cumbered with money.”

This answer was so unexpected that the Colonel
almost regretted that he had announced his intention

so ungraciously. Tt tended to restore his equanimity
and he said in a kinder tone:

PP TRRRINS————,
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“Bernie, I do hope you will reconsider this de-
termination. Say no more about it mnow. Take
further time for reflection.” He rose in ill humor
and left his seat. Bernard went to his room with-
out having replied to the parental request, and
prayed.

That night his mother entered his chamber and
found him reading his Bible. He affectionately
seated her, but he did not fail to observe the traces
of tears on her cheek. “My dear son,” she said with
quivering voice, “your father has told me something
that has filled me with the deepest grief, and I have
been crying all day about it. You have pained the
feelings of both of us—oh, I cannot tell you how
profoundly. We had set our hearts on starting you
in some brilliant career that would be an honor to
the family, and you have brought such bitter disap-
pointment to us. Can’t you reconsider this notion of
yours to preach ?”’

“My dear mother: I am so sorry that you and
father take this view of the matter. I had expected
nothing less than father’s opposition, but I did not
think that you were so deeply tinctured with his re-
ligious principles that you would ask me to do vio-
lence to my conscience and trample what I conceive
to be my duty under foot—and that, too, for the sake
of secular advantages, I suppose, dear mother, you
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will not altogether disbelieve me when I tell you that
the call of Christ has fallen on my ears-and pene-
trated to the very core of my heart. If I disobey it,
there can be no possible happiness to me in this
world. The combined wealth of all the millionaircs
of earth have not the weight of a feather against
my conception of duty. If I turn my back upon my
convictions, I could never find another moment’s
peace. Surely, mother, you would not want me to
follow some other profession when every hour of my
existence would be embittered by the consciousness
of God’s displeasure resting upon me.”

“These are the idle fancies of inexperienced youth.
If I sincerely believed in miracles I might sympa-
thize with you. But I have attended revival meet-
ings, as people call them and witnessed the rantings
of over-zealous preachers and have laughed at their
efforts to inspire people with the very sentiments
that have somehow secured a deep hold on you.”

“Oh, mother, you cannot imagine what pain you
inflict upon me by making sport of what I regard as
supernatural and holy. I do not approve of all the
machinery that is sometimes resorted to in the kind
of meetings to which you allude. There is no doubt
that some misguided preachers have mistaken perspi-
ration for inspiration—if I might be allowed to use
so vulgar a metaphor—and have thereby brought re-
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ligion into disrepute. I, by no means, endorse their
rantings, as you call them, and if I thought you re-
ferred only to these, I could overlook your sneers.
But if you mean to include all ministers and their
honest endeavors to benefit their fellow-beings, then
nothing you could do or say would cause me more
pain than to hear you hold them up to ridicule and
contempt.”

“Forgive me, son. I did not mean to wound your
feelings. But you are so young and inexperienced
that I fear you are carried away by mere fancies. I
have seen so many young people go to the mourner’s
bench, as they call it, rise up and shout and commit
the wildest extravagances and a few weeks afterward
laugh at their own follies. I am afraid that you are
laboring under some such hallucination.”

“Dear mother, let us not talk more on the subject.
What you have said—while some of it is true—does
not affect the character of true religion. I am satis-
fied with my faith, and nothing you can say, or
father either, can shake it.”

“Son, my feelings are very much mixed and I
can’t help it; I am provoked, I am disappointed and
I am grieved. You can’t imagine what a disappoint-
ment it is to us. Just to think that you are going to
be a preacher! If it were anything else I could
stand it. You need not shake your head so. I am
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no atheist. I believe there is a God, and in that I
differ from your father; but I do not believe He
calls every man to preach that is now at it.”

“Neither do I, mother, so far as that is concerned.

Some are honestly mistaken.” “And that is what T
fear in your case. You are too young to decide at
once. You have plenty of time; don’t be hasty. I
entreat you, wait awhile and see if a change does not
come over your feelings.”

“The cry of the heathen is ringing in my ears. Do
not ask me, mother to procrastinate. I want to enter
upon the work as soon as 1 possibly can.”

Nothing more was said upon the subject, and
Bernard remained quietly at home for more than
two months.

A TR SN e



G AR RIS
HyYDROPHOBIA AND LOVE.

N some bright day, cast a pebble into a quietly
sleeping, smooth-surfaced lake, and you will

observe that a little wavelet is awakened. It
increases the dimension of length in circular form—
or rather the circle enlarges till it is commensurate
with the boundaries of the lake, provided it meets
with no obstruction. This is an old and homely
metaphor, but it is no inappropriate illustration of
human life. A little, seemingly insignificant event
sometimes changes thé whole aspect of one’s career.
Indeed, the very greatest events hinge upon the very
smallest things. Mohammedanism, that numbers
its adherents by millions, can trace its origin to such
a triviality as a spider’s web. If a certain spider,
long since dead and gome, had not been ravenously
hungry—judging by the rapidity with which he
worked—and frantically spread his ingenious trap
across the mouth of a certain cave, the distinguished
prophets’ startling career would have been cut short,
and in all likelihood the world would never more
have heard of him, and the Koran would never have
scen honored with preservation thro’ the instru-
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mentality of printer’s ink. Iad not a certain goose
been instinetively warned of the approach of a foe
and instantly set up a loud, piercing cackling which
very quickly aroused the slumbering inhabitants,
history states that Rome would have suffered in-
glorious destruction. It would have been in keeping
with the character of the noble old Romans if they
had deified that same beneficent goose! 'Lhe prob-
ability is that every battle owes its victory of one
party and its consequent defeat of the other to the
conduct of some one man. e may be only an humble
[rivate in the ranks, but he strikes down one in-
dividual encmy opposite to him, and the fall of that
enemy disheartens -or demoralizes his comrade mnext
to him, which discouragement communicates itself
to the next man, and then, that to the next and so
on till the whole army catches the infection and takes
to shameless flight; and thus often an apparently
senseless panic ensues. Thus Arnold Winklereid,
whom the poet has immortalized, by his glorious
death gained a grand victory, which, but for his
noble self-sacrifice might have been defeat. So it is
in all the affairs of life. )

The foregoing—perhaps unneccssary—moraliza-
tion is preliminary to the attention which Mark
Comerson now demands in the progress of this story.
He had told his friend Bernard Graham that he in-
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tended to be a lawyer. Ior the execution of this
purpose, he had settled after his graduation, in the
little city of IHolly Springs, Mississippi, where he
had been born and reared. For some reason he was
not a “success” in the practice of the law, and was
a disagrecable surprise and disappointment to his
many friends. As has been stated he possessed a
brilliant mind, but he did not seem to “fit into his
profession” as some of his friends expressed it. Yet
he took it casy and did not worry himself over his
enforced idleness. Ile spent a considerable portign
of his leisure time in the pursuit of small game in
the forests adjoining the town, and was a dear lover
of this: Nimrodical kind of sport. Everybody liked
him on account of his vivacious, cheerful disposition,
notwithstanding his devotion to the delights of indo-
lence.

In the declining portion of one bright afternoon,
Mark was returning home, gun in hand, when one
of those small incidents—which caused the rambling
observations of the first part of the present chapter
—unexpectedly occurred. As he was passing the
suburbs of the town he was startled by a loud,
piercing shriek, a hundred yards or less in front of
him. e was moving slowly along, with his eyes
upon the ground—a manner characteristic of weari-
ness. Quickly looking up, he perceived a girl—or
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young lady in the grasp of a dog afllicted with hy-
drophobia. Of course, he quickened his pace to a
rapid run till he approached within a few steps of
the spot where the tragedy was enacting. Fortunately
the fierce animal held his victim only by the skirt
of her apparel, and was tugging away with all his
might. Mark enjoyed the reputation of being an
expert in shooting, and raising his gun and taking
careful aim so as not to endanger the girls’ life,
fircd. Of course, it was somewhat a risk, but it
secmed there was no other practicable way of res-
cuing the vietim. The enraged brute dropped dead
in his tracks.

“Has be hurt you?’ inquired Mark as he ap-
proached near enough to inspect the lady’s dress.

“Only torn my skirt, I believe,” she replied with
a composure that surprised her heroic rescuer, for
at first he feared that, like a great many of the
feminine sex, she would fall in a swoon under such
tragical circumstances. She looked at him with a
smile on her face somewhat pallid from unusual ex-
citement.

“Why, bless my soul! if it is not Cicely Brad-
ford!” he exclaimed as he gazed more narrowly at
the features of the girl who, we may as well here
state, presented to his view a charming type of
beauty. Of course, the reader expects such a state-
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ment in the pages of a story, but, without exaggera-
tion, her beauty may be described by the one word,
radiant. Mark made no effort to conceal his admi-
ration of her enchanting personality.

“But, pardon my impudence,” he continued. “I
should have said Miss Cicely. The last time I re-
member seeing you, you were a little tot nine or ten
years of age, and now you are almost, if not quite a
grown woman.”

“And you are Mr. Mark Comerson, I remember
very distinetly, as tho’ it were but yesterday, when
we played together at the old schoolhouse like little
children as we really were; and now playfully mock-
ing his tone and manmner, “yon are almost, if not
quite a grown man.” And both gave way to unre-
strained risibility.

“But,” continned Cicdly, “dou’t call me Miss,
please ; that sounds too formal for old acquaintances,
tho’ in fact we are not very well acquainted after
all.” |

“Tt is remarkable, Cicely—if you will allow m~
the privilege of pretermitting the customary prefix
—that we have been living here all our lives, and
have not spoken to each other for the last ten years.”

“Whose fault is it %’ she asked archly.

“Mine, I candidly acknowledge. But there is some
excuse for both of us. You have been away from
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home at school until recently, and so have I. This is
the first time I have met you vis-a-vis since I came
back to my native place to live—or rather starve—"
he added with a laugh.

“Why,” she replied not participating in his mer-
riment, “you are a flourishing lawyer, at least so
says that black sign with the brass letters on it over
vour office door. So, Mr. —— hesitating.

“Call me Mark, if you please. Tit for tat.”

“Very well, T am glad to call you Mark, just as T
used to do at school ; and that sounds like old friends;
only I must Mister you in public, you know. I could
not exactly afford to drop the prefix—pretermit the
prefix, as you say—in company: that would arouse
unjust suspicion.” “You are making fun of me
when you call me a flourishing lawyer, and you mis-
represent my sign, for it makes no such statement
as you mention. The truth is T am idling away my
time here, marching nearly every day thro’ the woods
in search of squirrels instead of briefs.” “But sup-
pose you had not idled to-day, as you say, what
would have become of my humble self? Tike a gal-
lant knight errant of old, you came rushing up
armed cap-a-pie at a very opportune moment, and no

doubt saved my life. Wouldn’t it have been hor-

rible to have been bitten to death by that horrid,
savage beast ?”
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“It makes me shudder to think about it,” said
Mark looking at her symmetrical form with serious
thoughtfulness. “I am truly trankful that I came
upon the grusome scene in time to be of some little
service.” '

“Little service! If you hadn’t come in the nick of
time I expect I would have been torn into fragments.
O, Mark, I can’t find words to express my gratitude.”

“Don’t mention it, please. After all, what I did
was nothing. I had only to raise my gun and fire.”

“Yes, but you did it so skilfully. Was there not
some danger of shooting me as well as the dog ?”

“No, none of any consequence. You see I have
brought down so many birds on the wing that they
call me an expert. Without the least boasting, I
could have stood off ten paces further and killed that
vicious cur without putting your limbs in jeopardy.”

“But isn’t it tragically romantic? It very strong-
ly reminds me of incidents T have read and shivered
over in the story books—about helpless damsels in
the clutches of a dragon or some other hideous mon-
ster and the chivalrous knight all clad in steel, with
a long javelin—prancing up on his bucephalus and
slaying the thing. Of course you, have read the
stories of Ariadue, Perseus and all the rest of them 2’

“But,” said Mark with a laugh, “you do not men-
tion the most interesting part.”
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“What is that?”
“Snatching the fainting damsel out of the mon-

ster’s molars, carrying her off to her father’s mag-
nificent castle and spoiling all the romance by mar-
rying her.”

“Tow did that spoil it, Mark ?” she asked with
a merry twinkle.

“Why, suppose it had been his wife whom the
dragon seized, don’t you believe he would or might
have acted as did Lord Nelson on a certain occasion
when his ship was engaged in a hot battle #”

“I'm not so well versed in history as to be able
to answer. How was it ?”

“Well, Nelson was blind in one eye, and while
the fight was raging, he was told that the signal to
retreat was hoisted from the flag-ship. Snatching
up a telescope he put it to his blind eye and said,
‘where, T don’t see it,” and then went on with the
battle.”

“And what is the application ?”

“Well, when the knight should come up in obedi-
ence to the screaming summons, is it not possible
that he might close his eyes and say ‘T don’t see her,’
and allow the brute to finish the tragedy, and thus
rid himself of an uncongenial companion #”

“Shame on you, Mark,” she, eried with a laugh
“to so grossly slander those valiant gentleman, But
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don’t you think that women, too, tire of their un-
companionable husbands %’ '

“T think most of them have good reason to do so,
for they are very far from being brilliant and gal-
lant knights errant. I, like yourself, was once fasci-
nated by the thrilling histories of their amazing ex-
ploits. But when I read about the ludicrous feats
of Don Quixote and Sancho Panza I lost all respect
for those wonderful heroes frantically rushing up
and down the country in quest of adventures.” “But
it was romantic all the same—and life is so dull and
monotonous unless it is occasionally variegated with
some uncommon events to disturb the hum-drum ex-
istence of every-day toil.”

“Tt is romantic to read about when one has nothing
to do but kill time. But you have just had a taste
of romance, as you call it, did you find any particu-
lar pleasure in it?’ “Why, yes; I found excitement
in it and it afforded me the highest kind of pleasure
to be rescued by so handsome a knight, and I have
no doubt you enjoyed slaying the dragon and freeing
the frightened damsel.” ‘“And there it all ends” said
Mark smiling “for T am not going to run away with
you and carry you off to my castle. So, the de-
nouement -to this romantic adventure is common
enough, for we ought to be trudging along to your

“home, so that you can repair that unromantic rent
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in your skirt, instead of standing here laughing and
talking like two simple-minded children.” “I have
enjoyed it, Mark.”

“And so have I, Cicely.”

They turned and walked to her home, still en-
gaging in lively conversation, and as he was finally
taking his leave, he said: “Since we have renewed
our acquaintance, I would be delighted if you would
allow me to call at least semi-occasionally.”

“Nothing would afford me more pleasure, Mark,
I have been home from school onlv a few weeks, and
I am really having a dull time of it. There is so
little in this quiet old town to interest one. You
have been too polite to ask me what I was doing so
far from home all alone. The truth is I became so
lonesome that I was taking a long walk in order to
kill time. So, I shall be glad to see you whenever
it may please you to call.”

Mark, as he was slowly making his way home-
ward, could not but think of this beautiful girl to
whom he had rendered such timely assistance. Cicely
was now nineteen years of age, and had just been
graduated from one of the best schools in New York.
Her father owned three or four plantations a few
miles from town and one on the Mississippi River
and his estates were estimated at a million or more.
But notwithstanding her brilliant prospects and her
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dazzling beauty of person, she was a sensible girl
and was not at all inflated with vanity or pride at
the thought that she was a wealthy heiress. Mark
in his room was thinking what happiness it would
“be to own a home of his own adorned by the perma-
nent presence of so noble and charming a woman.
But alas, and alas, how unjust was fate to interpose
between them a dark and deep chasm that could
never be crossed. Ilis father was a poor man—and
very poor in comnarison with Major Bradford. Mark
possessed mnothing; but his education and his pro-
fession, neither one of which, down to that period
of his history had improved the state of his ex-
chequer. The thought was revolting to his pride of
asking such a one as Cicely to abandon the luxuries
of the elegant home to which she was accustomed, and
share the abject hardships of such a wretched abode
as he could furnish, and the thought of living at her
expense, if he had entertained it, would have caused
him to blush with shame. Many a young man would
have eagerly jumped at the chance of sharing Cicely’s
fortune, even without the prospect of any other hap-
piness than that which money could procure, but
Mark would have forfeited his own self-respect could
he have admitted such an ignoble thought into his
mind. e did not feel that he was “dead in love”’—

a phrase in vogue among young people. But he could
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not blind himself to the possibility of his reaching
a condition of heart that would prove destructive to
his peace of mind, if he should encourage himself to
cultivate the sentiment that was threatening to in-
vade the domain of his affections. Ie seriously de-
bated with himself the question whether he should
avail himself of the privilege of paying social visits.
He clearly foresaw the danger to which he was about
to expose himself, but he had asked her permission to
call. 'Would he not lose her respect if he should be
so disloyal to all—the most common rules of eti-
quette—as to ignore his own request? The lonely
soliloquy ended in his determination to call at least
once, and then he would be free to terminate all
social intercourse.

Accordingly he appeared at the Bradford man-
sion a few evenings afterward, and was received by
Cicely with a-warmth that was flattering to what
little vanity he had in his nature. It is needless to
say that she proved more interesting and attractive
than on the occasion of their first meeting. He did
not try to penetrate her feelings towards himself as
most young men: would have done. What did it
matter whether she reciprocated his sentiment or not ?
The affair must come to an end in their ultimate
separation. TIf she returned his affection then it
would be the fate of two hearts to wrestle with dis-




Carr or CHRIST 53

appointment. It would be best for both of them if
they should meet no more, except as bare acquaint--
ances. In accord with this self-counsel suggested by
the dictates of common sense, he did not repeat his
_visit, as it was impossible for him to deny the fact
that he was falling in love with her deeply and des-
perately. He would nip his feeling of tenderness
in its very inception. Ile had not the vanity to be-
lieve that Cicely would suffer the least inconvenience
from his absence, even if she should do him the honor
to think of it at all. Day after day rolled by till
weeks had elapsed. Mark was beginning to feel that
he would finally rccover his cardiacal equilibrium.
when one day—as fate would have it—he met Cicely
face to face on the street. No other person was in
sight, and she looked at him sadly, as he thought, and
said : “Why have you not been to see me ?”

Mark had no time for reflection, and his answer
rushed impulsively from his subconsciousness: “T
will call this evening, and explain.” She seemed
satisfied and passed on without another word. That
night the two met again in the elegant parlor, “T
suppose,” said Cicely after the iexchange of or-
dinary civilities, “you have been quite busy w'
your law cases.”

“My law cases,” replied Mark with a laugh,
“could all be settled in a space of time brief enough
to be ridiculous.”
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“Mark,” she said with amuscment sparkling in
her blue eyes, “do you know that people say you
have mistaken your calling "

“No, I did not; but what vocation are they so
kind as to seleet for me?”

“They say you ought to be a preacher ?”

“What put that into their erndite eranium 27

“Because, they say you are so good and moral and
generally solemmn.”™

“What is your opinion of preachers yourself ¢’

“Oh, I have the utmost respeet for them, and I
really think it is the highest, noblest calling on
carth.” .

“If you think that why do you not marry a preach-
er? You could easily get the best in the church,
without any maneuvering that would be the least
repugnant to your modesty.”

“Oh, that sort of life would never suit me. T
would have to give up my dancing and other foolish-
ness to which I am addicted. T am not good enough
for sich a position.” The two talked on this and
other subjects till it was almost time to end the in-
terview and then Cicely said:

“You have mot explained why you have so per-
sistently avoided me the past month. What have I
done to deserve such treatment ?”’

“Cicely,” he replied in a sorrowful tone, “I re-
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gret that any explanation is necessary; but I trust
you will excuse and appreciate my candor and par-
don my impudent presumption; but the truth in
plain language is T have been making a fool of my-
self.”

“Tow, Mark ?” she asked in surprise at his solemn
self-denunciation.

“Why, I was about to allow myself to fall des-
perately in love with you. But I fortunately saw
the folly of it the first time I called. What was the
nse to bestow my love upon a girl whom I could
never dare to ask to share my poverty and ob-
scurity. A gulf as wide as that which separated
Dives from Lazarus expands between us; there is no
crossing it; there is no bridge. Please understand
me before you say anything, and I do not ask you
to utter a word in the way of response. T have not
come here to-night to arouse your sympathy mor to
ask in what estimation you hold me. It was revolt-
ing to my sense of manliness to try to win your love
when as I clearly perceived, it would all end in dis-
appointment if our affection were mutual. Tt would
not be fair and just on my part to call regularly or
frequently because T might discourage some suitor
for your hand, whose addresses you could consider.
So, I concluded T would better not visit you at all.
and for that reason I have kept away. I hope you
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may be happy with some man who is in your sphere.
I realize fully, Cicely,” he continued with a sad
smile, “that I am a trifling, no account sort of fellow,
and never will be anything clse. I can never ask a
woman to share my lot, and I have too much pride
ever to solicit the hand of an heiress. That would
be a forfeiture of my self-respect. I shall not say
that I madly love you now, and I do not ask you to
give the least indication of your sentiment toward
me, either by word or look. Just say nothing and
let me depart believing that I have not utterly lost
your respect and friendship on account of this foolish
explanation I have made. I would not have made
it, but T wanted us to part on amicable terms. In
the future we can meet without embarrassment to
either.” Cicely listened with an air of perplexity
and distress at this long apology.

“Mark,” she answered with composure, “I am
surprised to hear you talk in this manner. T had
no idea you thought of me in that way. I thought
surely we could be friends like brother and sister.
There is no suitor for my hand—T tell you honestly
—and I don’t know there ever will be. But even
if there were, I don’t see why you could not be as
a brother to me. Why cannot boys and girls asso-
ciate together without this foolish falling in love? I
knew you when we both were younger than we now

1 Hfld
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are, and I have always admired your kindly, self-
sacrificing disposition and all your other noble qual-
ities. Everybody speaks well of you, and you are
very popular in spite of your unnecessary self-de-
preciation. I thought I had found in you a good
friend who could spare a few hours a week to help
an idle lonesome girl to kill time. Don’t you believe
we could meet and talk as two good friends without
any of this loving, flirting, and courting? Let us
leave all that off, Mark, and continue to be friends.
If you love me as you say—and I believe you—I
will help you to stop it.”

At this Mark burst into a sincere laugh in which
she joined—tho’ she did not know the cause of his
merriment—and they both sat laughing like too chil-
dren.

“Cicely,” he 'said, wiping the evidences of mirth
. from his eyes, “You are the most remarkable girl T
have ever seen. You are beginning already to cure
me of my folly. Be it as you say, and let us con-
tinue to be friends. T have hopes ‘that you will en-
tirely heal this youthful infirmity of mine, tho’ T
-cannot imagine how you will proceed.”

“My first preseription is that you must mot in-
tentionally avoid me, as you have been doing for
weeks past. You may rest assured that T shall not
try to aggravate your malady. We will never talk
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CHAPTER 1V.
Orr 1o CIirINa.

INCE the unpleasant interview with his pa-

rents, recordcd in a previous chapter, nothing

more had been said upon the all-important
subject that filled the whole horizon of Bernard Gra-
ham’s life. But the time had nmow come, when he
must take his departure from home in order to enter
the theological seminary. The day before he was
to leave he was packing his trunk, and was assisted.
by his mother.

“My dear boy,” she said while folding some of
his wearing apparel, “you cannot imagine how it
pains my heart to let you leave us for such a pur-
pose as you are entertaining. If you must give your
life to this business of preaching I could bear it with
more resignation if you remained in your own coun-
try so that I could see you occasionally. But to cross
the ocean to live in ——— but you have never told
me where you were going.”

“My heart inclines me to China, mother, and if
our Committee consents to it, T shall do my work
there.”
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“Yes, go to that wretched heathen country, which
is our antipodes, where I can never see you again.”
Tears fell from her eyes.

“Mama,” spoke up Bernard’s ten-year-old brother,
Tom, who was idly looking on at the preparations
they were making, “let me go to China with Bernie.
I think it would be so jolly to live among the pig-
tails. Let me go.”

“Yes, you would ery to come back before you
crossed half over the ocean.”

“You better believe I wouldn’t. T don’t see why
you should ery so about Bernie’s goin’. He’ll have
a high old time over there, but you're cryin’ as if
you were a goin’ to Bernie’s funeral. Don’t go on
so, mama. He can come back home if he don’t like
it. I’m sure I would enjoy lookin’ at the pig-tails.
They’re a funny people, and I heard a man say the
other day he didn’t believe they had any souls, and
he thought Bernie was doin’ a silly thing to try to
save them. After he tries it awhile he may get tired
of the job and come back.”

“No, Tommie, he will not return soon, and we
might as well be burying him. Tt is almost the same
thing. And all for what? Why, to preach to a few
old Chinese who have scarcely any souls, if they have
any at all—as you say, Tommie.”

“No, T didn’t say it, mama. The man said it,
and he was a smart man, too.”
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“If they have any soul,” said the mother, “it is
a mighty small one.”

“Bernie,” spoke the father who entered the room
at this moment and had heard his wife’s last remark,
“I tell you, I wouldn’t give that” snapping his fin-
gers, “for all the Chinese you will convert. Steeped
as they are, in the most degrading superstition,
which permeatcs their whole being because it is in-
stilled into their narrow minds from their childhood,
I honestly believe you can never lift one of them
out of it. You are simply wasting your time and
money.”

“Father, I candidly confess it is hard and slow
work. We do not expect to accomplish any very
astounding results among the older pcople—and yet
our progress is gratifying and encouraging. It is a
fact, sometimes surprising to the missionaries them-
selves that so many thousands have changed their
superstitious belief and taken hold of the Christian
religion.” “That is, they say so, Bernie.”

“Tt is, no doubt, true that they do not fully un-
derstand it, but they will gradually learn. But our
chief hope for the future lies in the training of the
children. We are establishing schools for them and
are in this way christianizing them, and we are pro-
oressing.” “But, Bernie, if that is true—and I care
not to dispute it—the whole business, according to
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your own doctrine, is an inconsistency and a pre-
sumption.”

“How do you make that out, father?”’

“Well, you say your God is omnipotent. IIe can
do whatever he may please. You say, IIe wants the
heathen to follow this man, Christ whom you wor-
ship. Why, then does he not convert the heathen,
himself ¢ That would be easier and kinder than to
require you and others to risk your lives and expend
your treasure for the benefit of beings you never saw
and in whom you have no direct interest? What is
the use of omnipotence if it cannot be employed with-
out your help ?

This very question was once asked by Christians
themselves, for T have read somewhere that when it
was first proposed to send missionaries to foreign
countries many of the preachers actually lost their
tempers and denounced the proposition as blas-
phemous. They boldly said that these would-be mis-
sionaries were proposing to take God’s own work
out of his own hands. Now, what makes these
modern fanatics so much wiser and philanthropic
than those of past centuries? Tt seems that for ages
the church was content to let the heathen work out
his own destiny.”

“Father, your argument against foreign missions
has been repeatedly answered. You have asked some
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questions which no one can answer, for they involve
mysteries too profound for human solution. You ask
why God does one thing in preference to another
more in harmony with our notions of the fitness of
things. I cannot explain it. I do not understand
why God permitted sin and death to enter this world.
Why did He create this world just the size it is?
He could have made it larger or smaller if he had so
chosen. Why did he make man at all? Why place
him in circumstances which would permit moral
degradations? Why did he suffer man to forfeit his
original innocence when He could have prevented it ?
These are deep mysteries which we are not able with
our limited facultics to unravel. Yet, father, it
seems to me that your religion which you call evolu-
tion, is just as difficult of explanation. It is not fair
to ask an opponent to remove objections that apply
to all systems of religion. I believe that I with my
brief ‘experience and knowledge can ask questions
which no evolutionist can satisfactorily answer.”

“Name some, Bernie.”

“Well, you say that the whole creation that comes
within the bounds of hnuman observation is the re-
sult of evolution.”

“Yes, that is what T beliéve.”

“Well, = evolution endowed with intelligence,
reason and thought ?”’
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“Evolution,” answered the father with confidence
in the infallibility of scientific principles ‘“is the
very embodiment of law and order; it is no person
with attributes.”

“You have observed, father, the beautiful adap-
tation of means to ends that prevails throughout the

universe ¢’
“Certainly, that is one of the most striking

features of evolution.”

“Every marine animal” continued Bernard, “is en-
dowed with organs that fit it for existence in its
liquid environment. The bird again, has wings
which qualify 1t for life in the atmosphere. Thus,
ever) where there is evidence of intelligent design.
Everythmyg is adapted to the place it occupies in
nature.”

“Of course. It is useless to so gravely lay down
your premises as tho’ I would have the foolishness
to dispute them. Go on.”

“Now, father, is it not repugnant to all reason
to suppose that all this beautiful and rwonderful
adaptation was originated by some blind, uncon-
scious force without a scintilla of intelligence or
thought 2

“It is simply the function of evolution to accom-
plish all this, and no explanation is necessary.”

“There is another question I would ask.”
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“Proceed.”

“Tere is a horse, we will suppose, and a goose
feeding in the same ficld, eating the same grass and
drinking the same water. Can you explain why this
same food turns into hair on one enimal and
on the other?”

“It is simply the law of evolution, and needs mno
explanation. We take results as we find them, and
ask no questions. It would be foolish to ask what
caused evolution or worry our brain about why and
how it does this and that. Fact is what we want.”

“Now, father, T have not had the opportunity to
study theology as I expect to do. Some of the
mysteries to which you have referred may become
more clear when T have investigated. But at pres-
ent you ought to have the generosity to make some
allowance for my ignorance. But as a general an-
swer to the solution of the difficulties you have sug-
gested T want to remind you that the Bible is writ-
ten from a human stand-point.”

“What mean you by that ?”

“T mean that God brings himself down to our
level, so to speak, and addresses us as tho’ he were
a man possessed ‘of human infirmities. - When the
Bible, therefore, says that God, for instance re-

pented, it means only that if He had been a man He

would have changed his mind.”
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When a disputant is at a loss for an answer, it is
very convenient to take refuge in ridicule or per-
sonal abuse. So the father shook his head and smil-
ingly said:

“That is quite ingenious, Bernie, and your con-
clusion is correet, if we grant the premises.”

“You may laugh at me, father, if you will, but
you cannot say that my view is incorrect.”

“Let it go at that, Bernie, but what do you say to
the contradiction involved in this foreign missionary
business? Your God represents himself as exceed-
ingly anxious for the salvation of the heathen, while
he has the power in his hands to save them, and yet
he does not lift a finger for their benefit, but sits on
his golden throne idling away his time in the clouds
and very self-complacently imposes the task on you
and others like you. Your omnipotent God ought not
to shirk his duty especially when it would cost him
so little effort to perform it.”

“It does mot become me, father,” said Bernie
sadly, to rebuke my parent, but I do wish you could
share your assertions in language a little more
reverent. Remember that we are talking about a
divine Being.”

“Well, you know my opinion about preachers and
this whole business. Tt deserves no more reverence
than any other political subject does. But never
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mind; go on with what you were saying. I am lis-
tening.” “You ask,” continued Bernie, “why God
does not save the heathen in some other way than
that which he has chosen. All the answer I can give
is that IIe created man in his own image, and placed
him in the garden of Eden under the most favorable
circumstances for the preservation of his native in-
nocence and purity. There were no restrictions
around him, except that he was commanded not to
partake of the fruit of one single tree. Adam in the
exercise of his free moral agency disobeyed the di-
vine prohibition. You have read that he thereby
fell from his high and holy estate, and in cons-
quence was ejected into a cursed world to toil and
moil amid the briers, thorns and thistles for the pro- -
longation of his life. He was placed under the moral
law and promised a glorious and eternal existence
if he would obey it. As Adam was the federal head
of his posterity they were involved in his fall, an”’
are born in a state of guiit and misery. That is
plain history stripped of all mystery. And now God
in merey offers salvation to the whole human race,
and urges them with the most affectionate entreaty
to accept His terms, which are reasonable and are
of easy compliance. Tt is His choice to work thro-
human instrumentalities. He does not send the glad
tidings in the hands of angels—which he could do;
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but if he did, men would not have an unobstructed
opportunity to exercise their free moral agency. If
an angel should come among them, his voice might
frighten them into religion—and in that case they
would only be hypoerites; or if God should speak to
them in an audible voice, a great many of them would
not dare to refuse his offers, and they would become
Christians only outwardly. But Jesus, having full
and complete knowledge of human nature, issued the
great call, ‘go ye into all the world and preach the
Gospel to every creature” T am trying in my feeble
way to respond to the call. When I go before a
heathen as a preacher, he perceives a man like him-
self. He will pay more attention to the message than
to the messenger. I shall try to induce him to reason
about the matter, and to become a Christian on
rational grounds. But if an angel were in my place,
the heathen’s whole attention would be attracted to
the messenger instead of the message. Tt seems to
me that this is one reason why God carries on the
work of foreign missions thro’ the agency of human
beings. There may be other reasons in the divine
mind—and no doubt are—with which T am unac-
quainted. Tt is not necessary that Te should reveal
them to me. All T have to do is to respond to the
call of Christ. Tf T disobey it, dear father, T do not
believe T could take any interest in anything else. I
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cannot trample down my convictions of duty. If I
do, woe is me.”

“I suppose it is useless to argue the question with
you, Bernie. After all, who knows but this foreign
missionary movement is a method, which evolution
has adopted, of achieving some beneficent purpose.”

“If that is so, father,” said Bernie laughing
“ought you not to help the movement along #”’

“Evolution asks no help of any one, Bernie. It is
in fact, a despotic tyrant. If you throw yourself
under its wheels, like some foolish heathen casting
himself before the car of juggernaut it rolls over you
and crushes you without mercy. It is relentless and
extravagant in its operations. It does mot pause to
mourn over the destruction it causes, nor to admire
the beauty it brings out of chaos.”

“And this cruel thing is the god you worship.”

“T worship nothing, Bernie. I am but an insigni-
ficant atom in the universe, endowed with a moderate
degree of intelligence that enables me to stand off
as a curious spectator surveying and criticising the
slow and gradual processes of evolution.”

“Father,” said Bernie with a modest langh, “will
you pardon my impudence when I say that your
view of evolution not only surprises, but amuses
me.”

“What is so amusing ?” asked the Colonel not
seeming to take offense at his son’s hilarity.
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“Well, evolutionists say that man originated from
an oyster.”

“Or something similar to 1t.”

“Well, what is the rcason that oysters do not be-
come men now ¢ Ilow could evolution stop the orig-
inal process without thought or design? Again, how
could blind, deaf, dumb and senseless evolution de-
termine the different genera and species? You can
by no sort of evolution turn a dog into a fish; and
vice versa. Yet at some period of the process evolu-
tion must have possessed the power to do this, or
there would be only one kind of animal. What prin-
ciple explains the origin of a genus? How could evo-
Iution establish all the different genera, and then sud-
denly cease, as though its work were finished ? Why
should not primary processes be in existence to-day.
All the men who attend oyster fields have never found
one in the transition state—that is changing into
some other animal of a higher form. That missing
link, which has been the object of so much diligent
search, has never been discovered. I cannot under-
stand how evolution—if it is destitute of all thought
and purpose—could put an end to original processes.
Tell me, father how you explain such mysteries.”

“I have already told you,” answered the father
somewhat nettled by such bewildering questions
“that it is not necessary to the scientist to explain
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such things. Ie simply takes facts as they pre-
sent themselves. But I do mnot care to discuss the
subject further. You are bent and determined to
have your own way, and I shall not use another word
to dissuade you from your purpose I here and now
wash my hands of all responsibility. I repeat tho’
that in self-defense I must disinherit you. If I were
to give you any great amount of money, you would
employ it in the promotion of a cause that by mo
means, appeals to my sympathies. I do this not that
I want to see you suffer, but I do not want to see my
dollars wasted.”

It would be of no great interest to the reader to
learn all the minute details of Bernard’s experience.
Suffice it to say that the next day he departed to the
seminary. In due time he was accepted by the Com-
mittee of Foreign Missions and sent to China where
we leave him for the present in faithful obedience
to the call of Christ.



CHAPTER V.
TEKEL.

T has been stated in a preceding chapter that
Mark Comerson frequently accompanied Cicely
Bradford to church. It needs hardly be said

that they attended more for securing entertainment
than anything else. Accordingly they were both
present one Sunday night at a revival service which
was having remarkable effect upon the whole com-
munity of Holly Springs. We take the risk of giv-
ing the entire sermon which they heard on that occa-
sion in order that the reader may more clearly un-
derstand the cause of the incident which oceurred at
its close. Besides it may be of service to the reader
if he or she will give it attentive and prayerful
perusal. The text was:

Thou art weighed in the balances, and art found

wanting. Daniel 5:27.
The prcacher in a clear and solemn voice spoke as

follows::

“The man that cannot derive a lesson of wisdom
from the teachings of history reads to little purpose.
It matters little to us what.nations have done or in-
dividuals accomplished, if we cannot profit by their
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examples and their experience. IHistory is replete
with useful instructions. It shows the various and
different courses of action which nations and indi-
viduals have pursued, and the legitimate conse-
quences resulting from them. The errors which have
been committed both in physical and moral life are
all plainly written, and we may regulate our con-
duct so as to avoid the rocks on which others have
made ship-wreck. The voice of the past speaks fo us
from every page of the records of by-gone ages and
warns us of the dangers that have brought calamity
upon those who have preceded us on the arena of
human existence. Wise is the man who rcads and
ponders and then shapes his course in accord with the
dictates of practical judgment instead of responding
to the Syren voice of sensual pleasure and heeding
the seductive tones of temptation.

“Let us to-night learn a lesson from the words that
shall constitute the foundation of my remarks: for
they are fraught with profound significance and con-
tain a striking warning, applicable to all times. They
at once suggest the name of a proud city—in some
respect the most interesting the world can show. It
affords the most full and complete exemplification of
prophecy of any place mentioned in the Old Testa-
ment. The unembellished history of Babylon and
its fall is almost sufficient of itself to establish the
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divine authenticity of the Bible; because its fate was
foretold by Isaiah many years previous to its over-
throw, and the name of the conqueror was given a
century or two before his birth. Its downfall was
recorded by profane historians, and it is marvellous
that they have related every circumstance which the
prophet of Israel had mentioned many years pre-
viously. The events which occurred fully justified
the predictions, proving clearly that the hand of
God had wrought the destruction of this mighty city
thro’ the instrumentality of the Persian Army. It
is hardly probable that Babylon could have been
overthrown by any exclusively human means, espe-
cially in that day and time when the art and science
of war consisted more in individual prowess than
in the destructive power of machinery. We are not
to estimate the strength of an ancient city by the
standard which prevails in these days. The world
cannot now exhibit such a city as Babylon. It com-
prised a very large extent of territory, covering two
hundred and twenty-five square miles. It was built
in the form of a square, each side of which was fif-
teen miles. The fortification surrounding was prob-
ably the strongest in the world. A wall was con-
structed that rose to the astounding height of three
hundred and fifty, and was eighty-seven feet in thick-
ness. It extended around the entire city, which was




Carr or CHrisT 5

a distance of sixty miles. On the outside ran a ditch
which was full of water, of whose dimensions we
can form an idea from the fact that the wall was
built of bricks manufactured out of the soil taken
from it. The bricks were cemented together with
bitumen—a glutinous slime arising out of the earth
of that country, binding much stronger and firmer
than mortar and soon grows harder than the bricks
or stones which it cements together. The wall, there-
fore, was one solid rock, and its magnitude was suf-
ficient to render futile every attempt to use the mil-
itary facilities of that period. It was simply impos-
sible to storm such a place. The city stood in
grandeur and majesty, and from the great strength
of its fortifications could bid defiance to all enemies.
When Cyrus had overrun Assyria, and city after city
had yielded to his aggressions his progress was sud-
denly arrested by the towering walls of Babylon. To
think of taking such a place by storm was the ex-
treme of folly. His army was, therefore, stationed
around the walls as if for the purpose of a siege. The
Babylonians, conscious of their security, ridieuled the
idea, and from the top of the walls derided their in-
solent foe. They felt perfectly safe; because they
had stores laid up in sufficient abundance to endure
a seige of twenty years. Besides, they could culti-
vate the grounds within the walls and so maintain
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themselves an indefinite period of time. The idea of
starving them into submission seemed preposterous.
With insulting coolness and indifference they closed
the gates of brass, and gave themselves no further
trouble in regard to the matter. Ah! a higher
power was at work. The time had now come for the
fulfilment of the prophecy uttered by the seer of Is-
racl. The arrogant Babylon was now to furnish to
the world a practical lesson of retribution and be-
come a warning to future generations.

“It is recorded in history that one night King
Belshazzar gave a splendid entertainment to a thou-
sand of his Lords. This supercilious monarch defied
the God of Israel, notwithstanding that he had the
most indubitable proof of Jehovah’s power and
wrath. In his wickedness and sacrilege he was left
without the excuse of ignorance. He could not have
forgotten that his grandfather, Nebuchadnezzar, had
been the miserable recipient of a punishment as
strange as it was severe—and that, too, for the very
offense of which Belshazzar was guilty. Daniel had
said to Nebuchadnezzar: ‘they shall drive thee from
men, and thy dwelling shall be with the beasts of
the field; and they shall make thee to eat grass as
oxen; and they shall wet thee with the dew of heaven
and seven times shall pass over thee till thou know
that the Most High rulcth in the kingdom of men
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and giveth it to whomsoever he will” All this
actually occurred and Belshazzar was fully acquaint-
ed with the facts. IIe sinned deliberately and wil-
fully. In his impious mockery the king and his
princes and wives and concubines ate and drank.
“While they were thus feasting, it occurred to
Belshazzar to insult the God of Israel by a still more
aggravating exhibition of maliciousness; and he com-
manded to bring forth the gold and silver vessels
which his father had taken from the temple at Jeru-
salem; and the King and his Tords and wives and
concubines drank from them. This high-handed pro-
ceeding filled up the measure of Belshazzar’s wick-
edness. God would mno longer endure insults in
silence. While the mocturhal revelry was at its
height, a circumstance occurred which, at once, ar-
rested the baccharealian merriment of this carousing
multitude. ;
Belshazzar abruptly pauses in astonishment, as
high over head, the fingers of a man’s hand appear,
detached from any visible form. He gazes earnestly
that he may not be deceiyed. His senses do not play
false—there is the hand in the air. Trembling in
cvery limb, his knees smiting one against the other,
he watches the fearful apparition. The whole com-
pany suddenly become silent. TFear seizes upon
every heart; every face is white and every tongue 1s
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still. Look at that gay assembly, as they stand awe-
stricken, gazing at those fingers in the air. Belshaz-
zar’s courage forsook him—his manly pride is gone;
his countenance was changed and his thoughts
troubled him, so that he lost self-control. And there
he stands, transformed into a picture of terror and
agony—with his protruding eyes intently fixed upon
the wall.

“The strange hand begins to move. One by one
characters are drawn out—and presently several
words are visible—forming a sentence of fearful im-
port. Belshazzar stares and tries hard to grasp the
mystery. But the writing is in unknown characters
and he cannot even pronounce the words which fore-
shadow his awful doom. He calls for the soothsay-
ers and astrologers and wise men of his kingdom.
They bring all their learning to bear upon the myste-
rious words, but all in vain.

“At length news of the confusion reaches the
King’s mother who was probably in a distant part of
the palace—and she came in and looked at the writ-
ing. Judging from the narrative, she did not seem
to be greatly disturbed. She merely said to her son:
‘Tet not thy thoughts trouble thee, mor let thy
countenance be changed ; there is a man in thy king-
dom in whom dwells the spirit of the gods; let Daniel
be called, and he will show the inte<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>