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THE CHRIS TLAN MESSENGER.

touch Then the tears fell from his eyes
like rain, and dropped upon her hand,
pbut she did not heed them. He felt
then that he had truly and indeed lost
his precious mother, and he sat down
on the floor and sobbed as if his heart
would break.

She had often talked to him about
this dreadful time that was coming, and
had tried to prepare him forit. And
she had told him what to do: to pray to
God, to trust in Him, to be comforted
by the certainty that He would provide
for Him. 8o, recalling these things, he
got upon his knees, and just prayed
in few words, ‘Lord, help me! Give
me kind friends; lead me to them.

Give me every day my daily bread, and”

some place to live in that isn’t the work
homo, for Jesus Christ’s sake. Amen.’

But just now everything was dim and
dark and unhopeful to him, and his
prayer did not seem to go even so far as
the ceiling, and he couldn’t think any-
thing about God or Jesus Christ, though
he tried to. They seemed to “him only
meré names, and not living persons who
watched over him and cared  for him
and loved him at that awful time of
sorrow and desolation.

So feeling no comfort, but only a
numb sense of loneliness and helpless-
ness, he rose from his knees and stood
again beside his mother.
on which she lay was low, and his lips

uld, meet hers when he leant over
her. So he kissed her again and again
upon cheek and lips and forehead,
leaving his tears upon her peaceful face
as_he did so, upon eyes which would
weep no more ; then he caressed her
hands again thh his little grimy ones,
and tried to make up his" mind to take
alast look at her face, This was the
hardest trial of all; but, at last, he
relolmly turned away sobbing, ‘Good-
bye, mother !" dnd in the dreadful silence
that followed he crept away down-stairs,
and slipped out at the side door. He
had not gone many yards down the
street when he heard the shrill voice of
Mrs. Barish calling him. He did not
turn round, but hurried on as fast as he
could to get away from her.

_When he had gone along two or three
st.roetn he walked more slowly, consider-
ing what he should do. After a minute
or two his face flushed as he suddenly
decided where to go, and he hurried on
for. several yards; and then all at once
he came to a standstill, as he remem-
bered that it was Sunday, and that per-
haps he could not carry out his plan,

‘ However, I'll go and see,” he said to
himself, and hurried on again. Many
shops were open as he passed along, and
this gave him hope. When he reached
the street which was his destination he
found that nearly every shop in it was
open, and & considerable trade was
beéing done. The old-clothes’ shops dis-
played their goods, the provision shops
quite ignored the fact that it was Sun-
day, and the people generally seemed
quite unconscious that the first day of
the week was held sacred in this Chris-
tian land, :

Hughie hurried along t.lll he stood op-
posite Matthew Pedder’s shop : it was
closely shut up, door and all. But he did
not like to give up hope just yet; so he
went up to the door and rapped boldly
with his knuckles. The parrot within
answered volubly,% asking ‘who the
dickens' was there, with much more in
which the word ‘dickens’' frequently
ocourred, The boy rapped again and
again, and at last kicked with the heel
of his boot to make more noise ; but
the only response was the chattering of
the incensed parrot.

He walked up and down alittle while,

and then went and knocked again,
thinking vhat Matthew might be taking
a snug afternoon nap in his cosy back
room. But the continued knocking had
no more effect than before ; and the

boy was just going to give up in despair,

when a hand from behind was brought
down heavily on his shoulder, and a

cheery voice said, ‘ Well, what's the
matter, little chap? You've soon got
hke a bad penny !
Hughio turned quickly, but scarcely
zed Mstthaw in his &und&y black-
coat and tall hat; but there was no
mistaking the voice. He looked up in
his face with *his large imploring ey
still wet with tears, which had stai

his pale face and made a frightful ob-
Ject of him, and i 1?0; ohloking voice he
managed to ease, sir, moth-
radeadr say, P y
‘Dead !’ responded Matthew, as he
Wﬁn , ‘ Come in, lad, come

(To be Continued.),
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Our Debt to Pedobaptlsts

BY EEV. N. J. WHEELER.

As Baptists we owe not a little to our
pedobaptist brethren for the able, cul-
tured and godly men they have fur-
nished us with. While comparatively
few have gone from us to them, every
generation has seen many ‘coming from
their churches to ours, whose influence
has |largely increased our pqwer, and
exténded the triumphs of those peculiar
traths which God has so manifestly en-
trugted to our guardianship.

This thought has been suggested to
the writer by readinga historical sketch
of the First Baptist Church in Newport

R. 1., written by Rev. €. E. Barrows, the’|

pastor, and just published. Itis a pam-
phlet abounding, in facts of deep and
living interest, and clearly shows the
leading position of Baptists is founding
and promoting those principles of relig-
ious liberty which are now becoming so
prevalent in other lands, and which are
the peculiar glory of our own.
In this church, which has the hxstory
of more than two and a third centuries,
at least four of its fourteen pastors are
known to have come from other sects,
and were men of superior culture. And
besides these there were amongits early
members Rev. John Cook, once a Con-
gregational pastor, who came over in the

Mayflower with his father, and was the |

last male survivor of that vessel's com-
pany; and Mr. Robert Lenthall, from
the same denomination, who fled to
Nowport from pemcution in Massachu-
setts, and enjoys the distinguished honor
of having here established a public
school, “said to have been the earliest
attempt of the kind in the country if not
in the world.” Yet other members of
this ancient-church might be named who
| came from other denominations, who
though of less note, are not, perhaps, of
less worth and influence.

And what i is true of this church is true
of many . othqr churches in our denom-
ination. Those who have been recog-
nized a.nd honored as leaders among.
them, and who have’ held positions of
merited distinction in the religious world
have been made Baptists by the deep
conviction of the truth of our distin-
guished principles. Education, taste,
natural sympathies, would have held
them in the denomination of their first
choice ;/but fidelity to Christ and con-
science has forced them to a painful
separation from old and loved friends,
and has brought them into a hearty
union with us. At what cost of personal
feeling such men as Drs. Judson and
Hackett, and the eloquent brother who
has just come to us from the Methodists, |
made their change of denominational
relations, only they can know who have
had a like experience. The fact that
such men felt morally compelled to this
course, after a thorough and prayerful

examination of the principles involved, |

is a strong proof, not only of the truth of

‘these principles, but also of their im-

portance. The acquisition of such men
has tended very largely to our rapid
growth and increasing power. We have
only to recall those who have formerly
held prominent positions among us, and
those who are now recognized leadersin
our Israel, who came to us from
our pedobaptist brethren, to see how
much our principles are, under God, in
debt to them.

If the numbers that we now receive
from such sources are comparatively less
than in former years, may not the reason
lie in the fact that Baptist pastors are
now less faithful in preaching our prin.
ciples than were our fathers? They
contended earnestly for the faith,—for
the whole faith of the Gospel. There is
special “danger in these days of senti-
mental “union,” of failing to give that
prominence to our principles which is
their due. It is true we should hold the
truth in love ; but we should hold it.
In his admirable article on this subject,
in the last Baptist Quarterly, Prof.
Pepper has put the case none too
strongly. It is a good tonic for our min.
isters, and timely administered.— Watch
man.

e -

The current number of the “ Ameri-
can Baptist Year-Book" records the
death o alsrgenumborof Baptist min-
isters durin; the 8‘0. year with their
".‘.?3.‘2" o

I B mtﬁndn thstthosmngo
sixty-six years and four

mon\ho. ’l‘hmmfowohuuofm
in which the average will be found to be
higher. It comes very near to the three

4Tt is Well?

“ Beloved it is well,”
God’s ways are alw ays right ;
And love is o’er them all,
Though far above our swht.

“ Beloved, it is well,”
Though deep and sore the smart ;
He wounds, who knows to bind,
And heal the broken heart.

“ Beloved, it is well,”
Though SOrrow cloud our Way,
'"Twill make the joy more dear,
That ushers in the day.

“ Beloved, it is well,”
The path that Jesus trod,
Though rough and dark it be,
Leads home to heaven and God.
——P1 esbyterian.
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For the Christian Messenger.
To the Mediterranean and Back.

THE DARDANELLES.

The Dardanelles connect the Sea of
Marmora with the Archipelago. The
ancient name was the Hellespont,
derived from Helle, who was drowned
there on a voyage to Colchis, It is
about 40 miles long and from % of a
mile to four miles wide.

On opposite sides of the entrance from
the Archipelago, are the New Castles of
Europe and Asia. These are large forts
that guard the Straits.

Ten miles farther up are the Old
Castles. The one in Europe is called
Sestos; the other in Asia is called
Abydos. Here Leander was wont to
swim the Hellespont to visit the maid
Hero. In 1810, Lord Byron swam from
shore to shore to ascertain the practic
ability of the story, and of the result
‘thus writes :—

“"I'were hard to say whd the best
Sad mortals ! thus the gods still plague

you!
He lost his labour, 1

For he was drown'd, ancin{ 've the ague."”

The celebrated river of Meander |
empties its waters into the Strait from
the Asiatic side, and is seen “ meander-.
ing” across the plains of Troy. The
scenery throughout the Strait is pic-
turesque.

The European sxdo consists of a bold
range of hills covered With trees. Nu.
merous valleys intervene, The Asiatic
side slopes more gradually and is con-
siderably ecultivated. In every valley
we notice fields of corn, as thickly
planted as vur farmers plant their cow
corn, stacks of grain, and large droves of

goats, sheep, donkeys and cattle, grazing.

close to the water’s edge. The women
are weeding the corn with short sticks.
The men are either watching the cattle
on the marshes or ploughing the soil.
Their ploughing reminds us of {llustra-
tions sometimes seen in Bibles of such
scenes about 2000 B, C.

A pproaching the first village, we hear
the singing of birds, mingled with the
dismal braying of jackasses and the
toot, toot of the bugle that calls the
soldiers, Here we stop to obtain pra-
tique and have our papers examined.
These are received by Turkish officials,
with a pair of tongs, from behind a wood-
en grating,
along both banks and present a uniform
appearance. The houses look old and
dilapidated. They are generally two
stories high, the upper story often pro-
jeoting over the lower. The windows are
high, narrow and very close together-
The roofs are made of red tile. Mosques
rise from among the surrounding houses,
their lofty minarets towering far above
the villages, The streets are narrow,
crooked and dirty. Everything is dis.
order and confusion, The first impres.
gsion of Turkey is, that she is justly
called * the sick man."

We pass the place were Xerxes with
his vast Persian army crossed the Straits
on a bridge of boats when he invaded
Greece, Look upon the town of Gal-
lipoli at the North-East entrance, and
then enter the Sea of Marmora.

This sea receives its name from the
Island of Marmora or Marble Island near
ite Western extremity. IHere the Sul-
tanswobtain the marble for t.hoir splendid
palaces. ’

European Turkey, which we coast, is
a magnificent agricultural country. Its
slopes rise gradually far away into the
interior. They are covered with large
fields of grain and immense herds of
cattle sheep and goats, grazing in the
pastures. Near the sea are numerous
villages, huge stacks of grain, and rows

trees.

| seven hills and their intervening valleys,

| the " different Maritime nations in the

The villages are numerous

of wmdmllls In the valle;s are vine- '
yards and groves of fig, palm, or orange |

CONSTANTINOPLE, |

Stamboul of the Turks, issituated at the |
entrance of the Bosphorous. It is built |
upon a triangular peninsula, projecting |
towards the East, and with the base |
towards Europe. Each side is four miles
long. The South is washed by the Sea
of Marmora, and the North by the waters
of the Golden Horn. The last named is
a beautiful ‘arm of the sea stretching
some five miles inland. On the west, a
triple wail ‘extenls entirely across the
peninsula. This is the city proper, and
is occupied wholly by the Turks. The
suburbs upon the opposite sides of the
harbor are more extensive than the city :
and are peopled by amotley assemblage of
Turks, Armenians, Greeks, Jews, Franks,
and natives of the East. The people
of each nation for the most part occupy
separate portions. The chief import-
auce of Constantinople arises from its
commanding the entrance to the Black
Sea. Its foreign trade is favored by its
fine harbor, and by its situation as a
medium of intercourse, where laden
camels arrive with the products of the
East, which are here exchanged for the
merchandise of the West. Therevenues
are greatly increased by most exorbitant
dues up on passing ships, Seen from a
distance, the view of the city is singu-
larly beautiful. The harbor filled with
shipping, the rocky eminence crowned
by walls and seven moss-covered towers,
the magnificent mosques rising every-
where from among lovely groves, the
gilded domes glistening in the rays of
the sun, the slender white “minarets
shooting above them upon all sides, the
city itself rising and falling upon the

like Rome of old, and the green hills in
the back ground ; all combined to make
up a picture which the eye delights to
rest upon. But on a nearer approach
and when seen internally this pictur-
esqueness is quickly dispelled : for upon
entering the city we find the houses a
confused maes of old and gloomy build-
ings, and the streets narrow, crooked
and ill-paved, as in all other Turkish
towns. In the harbor, iron steamers, old.
Turkish crafts, and vessels of almost all

world, are moored to anchored buoys.

Small boats,somewhat resembling Indian
canoes, are darting to and fro. Ferry
boats are plying backward and forward.
Large transport ships filled with soldiers
are steaming down the Bay; some bound
up the Black Sea to the Danube, others
going round Greece up the Adriatic to
Herzegovinia; and on land the cars are
daily carrying ‘men into the interior
against the revolting Provinces. Gun-
boats belonging to the Khedive of Egypt
are also leaving, having brought a large
number of recruits for the Sultan’s army

'PHROUGH THE CITY.

'l‘here are no large wharfs and we land
on a narrow stone siding. Here a guide
must be obtained to lead the way through
the mazy streets of this great city. Then
we-ascend the steps and pass on through
street after street, too narrow for even
a single carriage to enter. Digusting
filth is everywhere collected, and render
some of them'almost unfit to be trod by
civilized persons. A large number of
hungry dogs, with no owners, infest the
streets and alone perform the duty of
scavengers. (ftentimes they lie directly
in your path, but never a move on their
part, and you must step around, or over
them, for they are sacred animals in the
Moslem creed. The houses are built in
the greatest disorder, and most of the
shops are low and gloomy.

Now we advance along rough stony
paths, under arches, over bridges, down
steep descents, and through winding
alleys, Now we stop for a moment to
glance at some novel sights that are
ever meeting one in this Eastern city,
and then hasten to regain the side of the
guide, for to lose him is to be undone in
this labyrinth. A curious throng of
human beings ever push and jostle in
the narrow way.—~Greeks, tall dark
Armenians, priests clothed in flowing
robes, Jews in their black caps and long
black coats, and the Turks, wearing tur-
bans instead of hats, and otherwise
dre ssed after their peculiar costume,
Here is. a man riding on horseback with
a lad running behind whipping the
brute. Just ahead, in a narrow passage
is a row of donkeys, with their large pan-
niers, nearly the width of the streets,

| | ders and a heavy box hanging
the Byzantium of the ancients, and |

{ beneath is the marble floor.

133
m T ESUTE TS W YR SR TIIETORY

compelling you to crowd against th
to let them pass.

e wall
Now approach eight

' men with two long poles cn their shoul-

in the
centre. Be careful and avoid a gentle
reminder from the swinging box that in
this city goods are not conveyed on
drays. :

At length we cross an oltl wooden
structure, whith answers for a bridge,
and enter Stamboul. Here the streets
are somewhat wider and on-a few of
them we notice horse-cars. A number
of cabs are drawn up in a row. Into
one of these we crowd ourselves, and
are borne alongby two very small horses.
We pass women, wearing white veils
that conceal the whole of the face with
the exception of the eyes ; and men who
are sitting cross-legged on mats stoking,
their hubble- bubbles or sipping their
coffee.

The Mosque of St. Sophna 1s approached
and we enter the Jcourt of the main
building. This was once a Christian
charch. It is 260 feetlong and 230 feet
broad, and has 170 pillars of green jasper
said to have been supports of Diana of
Ephesus. Eight slender minarets rise
above the domes. On each minaret at
different heights are three balconies,
where priests appear at morning, noon,
and evening, and call upon the people

 to come and worship God and Mahomet,

who is his true prophet. This mosque
may be said to have given the Greek
Church to Russia ; for Russian ambassa-
dors after visiting Mecca and Rome were
so attracted by its magnificence and the
splendor of its worship as to have decided
to recommend that church®o their own
country. In the square in front of the
building, there are three columns,—one
Grecian of rough stone, one [Egyptian
covered with hieroglyphics, and the
the other a spiral-shaped -pillar bought
by the Jews for an immense sum of
money who expected to find it “filled
with ‘gold, but were sadly disappointed.

Not far from here we descend into
the Grecian reservoir. This once sup-
plied the city with water, but now over
two-thirds of it is filled upZwith dirt—
the work of the Turks. SOme]severd‘
hundred marble pillars remain standing
above the surface. Leaving Jthis, we
pass a number of charitable ®*institutions
where orphan children learn their trades’
and visit the government building. In
this on opposite sides of long rooms are
rows of wax figures dressed in Turkish
costumes. These include Sultans'jmd
their wives, Pachas, Mufti, Grand Via
iers and all others who have acted a
prominent part in Turkish affairs for
the last century. Arms, breast-plates
and carriages, such as were used in the
dark ages, are seen in otherjapartments.

The Mausoleum of the Sultans is a
small circular building, the interior of
which is maguificently adorned. #Above
is the arched dome with a splendid glass
chandelier hanging in the centre, and
Here but
a few weeks previous, the Sultan that
was assassinated, had been buried ; and
men are now making his tomb. The
tombs consist of square boxes; with small
roofs, covered with silk embroidery of
the most intricate designs."mThey are
surrounded by railings of silver or gold.
At either: end are wax candles some
six feet high, and on shelves attached
to the walls are the Korans used by the
different Sultans. In the gardens ad-
joining are the graves of theirjnumerous
wives.

The Turkish Bazaar, is, however, one
of the great attractions of jConstanti-
nople. This is a one story stone struc-
ture covering several acres.'} Streets
intersect atright angles §in every part.
Light and air are let in through the cup.
olas over the crossings.W§The place is
always delightful and cool. Counters
and shelves line the way.?§Turn down
one of the streets, and we find nothing
but Turkish slippers ; up another and
we have silks ; across another, and we
see carpets made by hand. Every street
has its distinot kind of ‘goods.

The Seraglio, a chief object of interest,
is on the Eastern point of the peninsula
on which the city i8 built."}This is not a
sin gle building but an assemblage of pal-
aces and mosques, surrounded by gar-
den s with baths, fountains and grottoess
In an outer court is the arsenal and
mint. In an inner is the treasure
apat tment and presence chambers. Here
are the palaces of the Sultan and his
court. It is in fact a city of itself, with
over 6000 inhabitants within its walls.

B. R.




