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TWO MISSIONARIES AT c'R.ttNDOM."

By TilE REV. R. HOLLAND TAYLOR.

IIHEcasu~l observer of the ~ap ~f Newfoundland will .not fail
to notice how the coast line IS everywhere intersected by
arms of the sea, and especialJy on the south-east.

Trinity Bay on the east, which holds in its bosom the Atlantic
Telegraph Cable, runs up almost 100 miles, until it well-nigh meets
Placentia Bay from the south. A narrow isthmus, scarcely more than
two miles wide, connects the Peninsula of Avaloro with the mainland
of the Island of Newfoundland.

On the north shore of Trinity Bay lies the small island of Random,
closely embraced on all sides, save one, by the great Island its mother,
who seems jealous of allowing it to escape from her maternal con-
trol. Random Island and the arms of the sea which surround it
and adjoin it have attracted a number of settlers from various parts of
Trinity Bay and Conception Bay.

In former times the grand object of ambition with the Newfound-
land fisherman was the possession of some portion of the barren coast
nearest the jishi1Zg-groztnd, i.e., that portion of the sea where the fish is
usually caught; but of late years failing fisheries and want of fuel
have been convincing our people that after all "the kindly fruits of
the earth" are a great help in providing for the necessities of a family.
while" a cottage near the woods" where firing can be easily obtained is
preferable even to a 4l home by the deep heaving sea," So during the
last few years the tide of emigration has been setting in the direction of
the comparatively fertile coasts of Random Island and the wooded
shores of· Smith's and Random Sounds, until a population of nearly
1,500 people is to be found there.
The majority of these profess to belong to the Church of England.

For the supply of their spiritual wants no permanent provision has
been made. They have never been favoured with more than an annual
visit from a clergyman. Can it be wondered at that others (to our
shame) are endeavouring to supply this lack of service?
This summer, at the request of the Bishop, two clergymen from the

Deanery of Conception Bay determined to leave their own Missions
for a few days to carry the ministrations of the Church to these poor
neglected children of ours, to convince them that they were not for-
gotten, that many prayers were going up on their behalf, and that



TWO MISSIONARIES AT " RANDOM." 547·
their Bishop and clergy were only too anxious to give them whatever
aid was possible.

On Tuesday, August 5th, 1879,we left Harbor Grace, in Conception
Bay, for Heart's Content, in Trinity Bay, hoping to find at this last-
named place a boat that would convey us across Trinity Bay to some
portion of our Mission-field.
After spending several hours in a vain endeavour to find a suitable

boat, we were compelled to abandon the search. The fishermen who
may own large ones such as we required go away on Monday morn-
ing to the fishing-ground, and do not return uritil Saturday. We
learnt, however, that the "Packet" would cross from the adjoining
settlement of New Perlican. So on Wednesday morning we walked
to New Perlican, found that the Packet was expected, waited all day,
had Service in church at night, and did not go to bed until nearly one
o'clock in the morning. Between two and three we found that the
Packet had come, so got up, and sleepily and dreamily tumbled on
board in the dark. The term "Packet" no doubt conjures up in most
minds an idea associated with the Dublin and Holyhead boats, or the
Calais-Douores, or other comfortable steamships that convey mails and
passengers, and in which the horrors of the sea are mitigated as far as
possible by a berth and state-room and a saloon resplendent with red
velvet, gilding, and many mirrors. The Trinity Bay 44 Packet" casts
all such adventitious aids to the winds. She scorns the power of steam,
and trusts to her sails alone. A ladder without a rail leads you into the
main and only cabin. A single lamp sheds a dirty, dim, and anything
but religious light around. It reveals two holes, one on each side. My
companion crept into one, and I into the other. But odours, not of
Edom-stale tobacco and many others-almost induced sea-sickness
ere we weighed anchor. However, what was wanting in comfort was
made up in civility, and the good captain kindly promised to go out
of his way and land us, as he did at considerable inconvenience to him-
self, at the northern extremity of the district we wished to visit. There
was no wind until nine o'clock, when all at once a gale sprang up, and
we ran before it under reefed canvas until eleven o'clock, when we
managed to reach "I relalu/' s Eye,' an appanage of the Mission of
Trinity. Here we were most courteously received by the chief man of
the island, a fine old Churchman, whose portly presence and courtly
bearing would do honour to Government House. "Governor" Tootle,
as he is familiarly called by the inhabitants of Ireland's Eye, exercises
the powers of an unlimited monarchy. And would that all Governors
or islands were as solicitous of the welfare of Church and State as James
Toope t The word was passed round for two Services=-one at three,
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another at seven p.M.-and as the squall and rain had now abated, we
had considerable congregations in the school-room, which does duty
for a church.
After the last Service our good friend collected the male members

of the congregation, and solicited volunteers to carry the two clergy-
men next morning to their special locality in Smith's Sound. "His
boat would be ready, and he himself intnuJed to go" ; and who could
resist such a captain? So four stalwart young fellows were soon
enlisted.
We retired to rest early, as we were to be up at dawn of day; our

quarters were small but clean. Mr. Toope himself slept in the ad-
joining room, separated from us by nothing more than a partition of
wood an inch thick; and we had scarcely composed ourselves to
slumber in our narrow, very narrow bed, in the room about ten feet by
eight, before we found out that the ills that flesh is heir to had penetrated
even to this Ultima Thule, and that our worthy host was afflictedwith
nightmare. Being a strong, powerful man, his groans were loud, if
not deep, while ever and anon he struck the slender partition with such
violence that we expected to see it tumble down and the "Govemorlt
himself appear; so we were kept tolerably awake all night.
About four o'clock we were up, and after breakfast embarked for

Burgoyne's Cove in Smith's Sound. No repose the previous night,
followed by broken slumbers this night, succeeded by early rising, the
precursor of embarkation in a small boat on a stormy sea accompanied
by occasional showers of rain and a pennanntt Scotch mist, ·which
possesses the unappreciated quality of wetting an Englishman to
the bone, do not form a combination of circumstances calculated to
make a five hours' journey pleasant, unless one were gifted in a super-
eminent degree with the spirit of Mark Tapley. As we sped on our
way, however, we could not but be cheerful at the willingness displayed
by our captain and crew. We had soon left the rough waters of Trinity
Bay and gradually worked our way up the" Sound," obtaining, through
the mist and rain, glimpses rich and rare of the land by which we
were now surrounded on either side.

It was after ten A.M. when we arrived at Burgoyne's Cove, so
named by no less an individual than Captain Cook himself.
, Mr. Toope conveyed us to the house where the' UMinister" usually
puts up, and it was-soon known to all the families in Burgoyne's Cove
that two clergymen would hold Service in the largest house we could
find, viz., an unfinished and unoccupied dwelling-house.
, In ,this settlement, alas! we found ample traces of the Churdis
neglect. Some few families avowed themselves members of the Con-
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gregational Society-even Mr. Corberry, our host. His father, he
said, had waited and laboured and fought for the Church for thirty
years, and had died without seeing an answer to his prayers and long-
ings, and the son in despair had at last joined himself to those who
had come to offer to teach them. What could we say? We could
hardly blame him, though we reasoned with him and soon toned
down the bitterness of his feelings. He willingly attended our
Services, conducted us from place to place, rowed me seven or eight
miles, and I believe we left him among the warmest of our friends.

Owing to the shortness of notice our congregation was not large, as
nobody but people from Burgoyne's Cove could attend it. We there-
fore resolved that at five P.M. wewould have Evensong at Rocky Brook,
about two miles further up Smith's Sound. So as soon as dinner was
over we walked to Rocky Brook, our host being our guide, and we
visited all the families here and at the adjoining coves. Over forty
persons were present at our Service, almost more than the house would
accommodate; two children were christened. ' The people at this
place are building a school chapel on strictly Church lines, the land
and building being conveyed to the Diocesan Synod for the Church
of England only.
It was quite dark when we reached Burgoyne's Cove, where we in-

tended to spend the night. Hoping to get a little rest, of which we
were now sorely in need, we retired early to our small bedroom, and
soon slept the sleep of the weary. But as the clock was on the eve of
striking the witching hour of midnight I was awakened by a cry of
alarm from my companion, and, on opening my eyes, I was horrified
at discovering that one of kis eyes was .swollen out of all ordinary
shape and quite disfigured, while his bald head, to which he guided
my hand, was covered-maugre the protection of a night-eap-with
an eruption of small mountains! Gradually the truth dawned upon
my horrified imagination: we were poor travellers fallen not among
thieves, but what was worse, among vermin, and I made my first
acquaintance with the bug that walketh in darkness; but these gentry
appeared quite at home even in the light, for the lamp did not seem a
terror to them-the place was swarming with them-they were every-
where. Me, strange to say, they did not.molest, but poor Mr. Godden
they served barbarously, and he spent the greater part ·of the night in
bathing his wounds with brandy. Our hopes of-gentle sleep, nature's
soft restorative, were thus ruthlessly dissipated, and from midnight
until morning we dragged out the· weary hours, our unlucky bones
vainly endeavouring to extract rest from a hard wooden chair.· We
called this "the night of the ZUlus."
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Next morning, being Saturday, we separated so as to cover the
greatest amount of ground on Sunday. I fear we were both filled
with melancholy forebodings that every night would prove a repeti-
tion of the last one. I was to go to a place called White Rock, about
seven miles further up Smith's Sound, while Mr. Godden was to cross
the Sound to Britannia Cove and the neighbourhood, where there is a
considerable population, and where the Congregationalists have
established a Mission, and the Methodists have erected a meeting-
house,

Mr, Corberry, our host, and a man from Trinity rowed me up the
magnificent sheet of water known as Smith's Sound, here between
two and three miles wide. It reminded me very much of Winder-
mere, for to-day the mist was all gone and we could see it in the glory
ofits breadth and partial length, for, like Windermere itself, its windings
prevent an unbroken view of the whole extent. If the "Langdale
Pikes" and" Coniston Old MaIl," or "Helvellylz," were near it would
be an infinitely grander sheet of water than Windermere, for it is
nearly three times the width. The land on each side does attain
considerable altitude, but there are no towering mountains to give the
varied outline and the animation, ever charming, ever new, of the Lake
district.
About one o'clock we reached White Rock, where a schoolmaster is

located, who acts as lay-reader and keeps up the form and, I trust
and believe, the spirit of the Church's Services, so far as a layman can
do so. He was delighted at the unexpected appearance of a clergy-
man, and as soon as I had partaken of the inevitable cup of tea at the
fisherman's house where he resides, we made off to the most distant
Church 'family we could visit, at the farthest extremity of Smith's
Sound, and so worked our way back towards the school-room, where
we intended to have Evensong. It was a warm, close afternoon, and
now that we were among the woods we experienced that day has
its troubles as well as night; clouds of mosquitoes proffered their
friendly attentions, and seemed determined to cultivate a very close
acquaintanceship.
A church is in course of erection to serve for the numerous Church

families who are settled here, and a very excellent feeling was every-
where exhibited in this portion of the district. I preached specially
about the Holy Communion, which I found had never been ad-
ministered here at any time, privately or publicly, and it was with
feelings solemnised by the weight of the responsibility of the occasion
that on Sunday morning I gave to seven persons the blessed Sacrament
of Christ's Body and Blood.
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May the good Lord hasten the time when the memorial of the

Sacrifice of His Death and Passion shall here be frequently set forth
to the great and endless comfort of faithful souls until He come
again! Attendance at Sunday-school, three Services, and administra-
tion of both Sacraments, made this a happy day for me, and I trust a
day of blessing for these poor scattered sheep in the wilderness.

On Monday I resumed my visiting of the families in the neighbour-
hood of White Rock; then with Mr. Pitman, the schoolmaster, who
had given holiday in honour of the joyful event of the presence of a
clergyman, I crossed the Sound to Snooks Harbour and visited three
families there. On returning, a crew of women kindly rowed me
along shore to several little coves where a few families were living, so
that I succeeded in visiting every family on the north side of Smith's
Sound from Burgoyne's Cove to Foster Point, and some few on the
south side. At five I returned and found my companion, Mr. Godden,
had arrived, and spoke in rapturous terms of his Sunday at Britannia
Cove :-how the people had received him most kindly: how the Con-
gregational meeting-house had been placed at his disposal, and had
been filled both morning and night with a congregation of over 100

persons, who had joined very heartily in the Church Service: how he
had crossed to Burgoyne's Cove in the afternoon for Service there.
We finished our pleasant reunion by a joyful Evensong at White
Rock, and the next morning we rowed to Britannia Cove,visiting here
and there, and holding Service at night. A row in the dark after
Evensong to the farthest house in the whole settlement, to baptize
an infant three days old, fitly concluded our work at Smith's Sound.
I t was almost a miracle it did not terminate our earthly voyage, for
both of us agreed, when we reached terra firma, that we were never in
such a frail, U cranky" whale boat in our lives.

On \Vednesday morning we walked across the island to Hickman's
Harbour, whence we hoped to embark for the south-west arm of
Random Sound, another great estuary running nearly twenty miles
into the mainland.
We found here, as everywhere else on our tour, that the command:

"Be not forgetful to entertain strangers," was acted upon with a
promptitude that would shame many who consider themselves highly
civilised people: our bodily wants were attended to, a boat was pre-
pared at some considerable trouble, for the owner had" laid it up," and
two men whom we had never seen before, and whom, in all human
probability, we shall never see again, set out to carry us over a stormy
sea, for we were now open to the ocean once more. We occupied their
time from twelve at noon until twelve at night, and, though 'one of

r- I
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them was a very poor man with nine children, they resolutely refused
to accept any money, and the only return they would receive were
prayer-books and tracts.

At five o'clock, after three and a half hours' tossing about on a rough
sea, we reached the house of Mr. George Vardy, an Englishman from
Christ Church, Hampshire, who has done a vast amount of good
among the considerable population scattered about in the various
nooks and coves and harbours that regard the settlement of Heart's
Ease as their rallying-point. Of him the hackneyed lines of Gray's
Elegy seem to speak-

"Full many a gem of purest ray serene
The dark unfathomed caves of ocean bear;
Full many a flower is born to blush unseen
And waste its sweetness on the desert air."

In this case the sweetness has not been wasted. For twenty years
Mr. Vardy acted as schoolmaster, walking day by day to Heart's
Ease over a road which requires to be seen to be appreciated; he has
acted, and still acts, in the capacity of lay-reader, conducting Service
on Sunday, visiting the sick, burying the dead. He informed me
quite seriously that he had buried over 130 persons! He is doctor and
lawyer as well as spiritual adviser, though he humbly repudiates any
knowledge of medicine, or acquaintance with the intricacies of law.
but, as he naively puts it, they bring the sick to him, or come for
advice and medicine, and he prescribes to the best of his judgment.
We found him most willing to forward our work in every way. It
was haymaking time-for they make hay in these parts, and very fine
crops too-but George Vardy cheerfully gave up haymaking and put
himself at our service with an alacrity which did credit to his zeal as
a Churchman.
It was rather late when we reached his house, so we had to be con-

tent with Evensong in his kitchen, for the church at Heart's Ease was
fully three miles off, and the road-well it was what our Yankee
friends would call" a caution."

" Had .you seen this fine road before it was made
You'd lift up your hands and bless General Wade";

but if you were to see tltis road· now it is made you would wonder how
people got up and down it, especially up it ! Our Inspector of Schools
has' named, it Break-heart Staircase, it is so marvellously steep.; I
suggested. Break-neck Staircase as coanoting the most prominent
characteristic of the. road.

In the exuberance of their good nature the females of Mr. Vardy's
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establishment made up a huge fire in the cooking stove, and as it was
haymaking season, and warm withal, and the kitchen was crowded
with people, the heat may be better imagined than described. Nothing
daunted by this combination of circumstances, Mr. Godden, whose
turn it was to preach, was so wrapt up in his desire to benefit his
hearers that he gave us an excellent discourse of over forty minutes
in length. There happened to be a clock in the kitchen by which I
could time his Reverence. Before going to bed we arranged that on
the morrow we would start for Northern Bight, the extreme settlement
of this south-west arm of Random Sound, where I should remain for
Celebration, &c., on Sunday, and work my way down, Mr. Godden to
go with me, but to return in the boat with Mr. Vardy on leaving me
safe and sound at Northern Bight; so on Thursday our good friend
Vardy and another Gaius, who cheerfully gave up his haymaking,
and thankfully offered his services, rowed us along the picturesque
shores of this south-west arm. A row of two hours brought us to a
most romantic-looking place, rejoicing in the most prosaic name of
Hodge's Ho/c. Here thirteen families are settled, having migrated
from Conception Bay. They were loud in their complaints; nobody
to teach their children, and no clergyman to visit them. There had
been no Service since the Bishop was there last October. We gave
notice of prayers at two P.M., and went round to the various families.
There were several children to be christened, but most of the men
were away, so we had to defer this duty for want of sponsors. A
building has been proceeded with, and we had our Service in it, and
I promised that I would visit them again on Sunday, weather per-
mitting, and would stay all night, and on Monday morning would
administer, to those who might be disposed to receive, the -most
comfortable Sacrament of the Body and Blood of Christ.

The wind, which had been ahead all day, had now increased so con-
siderably that we could not row against it, so we were compelled to
wait until nearly six o'clock, when it somewhat moderated, and having
strengthened our crew by the addition of two young women, who
were recommended as excellent rowers, we put out for Northern
Bight. It was a long, tedious row, and we enlivened the time by sing-
ing hymns, but night overtook us as we were toiling in rowing, and it
was after ten when we crossed the "arm 11 under a strong breeze of
wind, and were very thankful when we reached the house of Mr. Benson,
who was to be our host, though we found everybody gone to bed.

Very unceremoniously we disturbed their slumbers, and they quickly
aroused themselves to prepare for the unexpected invasion of six
hungry people, and to provide lodgings for them.

----------------
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Morning revealed to us that Northern Bight was no mean place, for
on looking out we saw two buildings with spires, the first spires we had
seen during the course of this pilgrimage, one marked the church, and
it has the look of a church; the other the meeting-house, for the
Methodists have a preacher stationed here.
The church certainly reflects the greatest credit upon the hearts,

heads, and hands of the small body of Churchmen who have erected it.
Without direction, or advice, or assistance, they are reproducing the
design of a nice little church at Grates Cove, in the Mission of Bay de
Verds, from which settlement they migrated some twenty years ago.
The building is so far finished that we held Service in it. It consists
of nave, chancel, and tower, and all the timbers of the spire; and the
guiding spirit, our host Mr. Benson, assured us that it would be finished
next winter, and that they intended adding a vestry. As a little
encouragement I promised them the altar-cloth out of the old church
at Brigus, where I live, and I hope to send a little altar linen at the
same time. It was a grief to us to think that poor people who showed
so strong an attachment to the Church, as to make such willing and
costly sacrifices as they have made, should so seldom see a clergyman,
that they might almost say, " No man cared for my soul." One of Mr.
Benson's sons acts as lay-reader when he is home from. the fishery,
but during the long summer season they have no Service.
After mattins Mr. Godden sailed away with a fair breeze of wind,

so that our friends were relieved from handling the oars. I set to
work visiting the families, and had Evensong, giving notice of Holy
Communion ..
Next morning my host, Mr. Benson, kindly offered to put me to

Long Beach, a settlement midway between Hodge's Hole and
Northern Bight, where seven families live, all Church people. It
being a fine day, though blowing very hard, Mrs. Benson and their
daughter-in-law accompanied us. It was quite an event. Mrs.
Benson had not been to Long Beach for five years. The bonnets
and other finery of the ladies were carefully stowed away in a large
cheese-box to preserve them from the salt water, for there was a
strong breeze from the north-west blowing. We hoisted the Church
flag-St. George's cross-at the stern of our boat, and when we
reached Long Beach at 10.30, and the cheese-box had been carefully
opened and the contents most carefully exhumed, we landed quite
bravely, took Long Beach by storm, and, though it was Saturday.
and the seven families were engaged in house cleaning, all work was
summarily stopped, and the settlement became quite ellfete.

There is no building for public worship; one of the inhabitants
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reads prayers in his house when he is at home, and there we arranged
for Service after I had visited the people. I recommended them to
get up a Sunday-school, and told them to urge the men to erect a
school-chapel. We had a:hearty little Service-everybody in the place
there I believe; and the wind continuing high and there being no
immediate prospect of its cessation, I employed the time in hearing
the children repeat the Catechism and sing some hymns.

A touching incident in the short and simple annals of these poor
fisher folk was told me by Mr. Benson. The father of the man who
reads Service had years ago come from Grates Cove. As" he lay
a-dying he gave commandment concerning his bones." His strong
desire was that he should be buried in consecrated earth, where the
rude forefathers of the hamlet sleep, across the stormy bay in the
graveyard by the sea at Grates Cove, and if ever his children left
Long Beach to return to the original settlement, they were solemnly
charged to take up his bones and carry them with them and bury
them there. His mother, an old lady of 100 years of age, survived
him, and every day, as long as life lasted, she was observed to go and
stand with uplifted hands towards the sea where Long Beach opens
to Trinity Bay, and gaze in the direction of the far off little church at
Grates Cove, as though she were praying that her son's wish and her
own strong desire might be accomplished, and that their bodies might
sleep in consecrated earth when life's fitful dream should be over.
May their prayers be answered by the speedy setting apart, if pos-
sible. of the enclosure where their remains now rest for the purposes
of a burying-ground.
At about four o'clock we put out, but did not reach home until 7.30,

too late to have Evensong in church, as the lamps were not in order.
At ten on Sunday morning we had Morning Prayer, Christening,

Sermon, Holy Communion-seven .communicants. After dinner I
bade adieu to my kind host and hostess with feelings of regret. A
crew put me down to Long Beach, and here another crew of four
women were to row me to Hodge's Hole. It seems my exhortations
yesterday were not fruitless, for the women now told me that they had
been talking the matter over, and had determined to clear a piece of
ground for the site of a school-chapel, and would press the building of
it upon the men when they should return from the fishery, for at the
present time there was not a man, young or old, at the settlement.
One of the women, who could write, promised to send me an account
of their proceedings, and I, on my part, told them I would gladlyen-
courage them in every possible way.·
So we talked until we reached Hodge's Hole, where we had Evening
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Service; and at ten next morning had Morning Prayer, and I ad-
ministered Holy Communion to nine persons, three women rowing
again all the way from Long Beach to be present.

As soon as Service was over I started in boat for Mr. Vardy's resi-
dence, and on reaching it learnt that Mr. Godden was holding Service
at three o'clock at Fox Harbour, two miles distant; and as Mr. Vardy
told me my companion was not well on the Sunday, I hurried off in
another boat, and reached Fox Harbour in time for Service, and to
find that Mr. Godden was himself again.

He reported large congregations at Heart's Ease at his yesterday's
Services-the little church crowded with a congregation of over 100.

On Tuesday we had Morning Service at Heart's Ease, with adminis-
tration of Holy Communion; there was a considerable congregation
of reverent and attentive people, and 22 persons received the Eucharist.
After dinner I set off to Little Heart's Ease, four miles off, down Break-
neck Staircase, to visit a sick man, and call upon the five families of
Church people there, while Mr. Godden remained to finish the visita-
tion of Heart's Ease proper. At 6.30 we had what we expected would
be our last Service on this tour at the school-house midway between
Heart's Ease, Fox Harbour, and Gooseberry Cove. But man proposes
while God disposes, and though Mr. Sword, our host, had provided his
boat and crew to carry us across Trinity Bay, we found next monUng
that we were wind bound, and had to remain another day at Goose-
berry Cove, holding at night a farewell Service in the school-chapel.

Two places were unhappily left unvisited, viz., Deer Harbour, where
there are four families of Church people. It is nine miles to the
north of Heart's Ease. St. John's Without, is about the same distance
to the south, and there are three or four families of Church people at
this place. Both settlements are very difficult of access, and as our
time was limited we were very reluctantly compelled to pass them by.

On Thursday morning we were up soon after five o'clock, and before
seven were afloat, and slowly heading for Heart's Content. The sea was
very" lumpy," as the sailors term it, and I soon got sea-sick. We
made very little progress, and did not reach Heart's Content until
after two o'clock, nor should we have arrived there so soon if Mr.
Godden had not vigorously plied the oar, while I, inglorious, spent but
did not enjoy my otium sine dignitate, stretched out beneath the shadow
of the foremast.

We had Evensong at Heart's Content, and next morning I was III
route for Brigus before seven o'clock, while Mr. Godden stayed behind,
in the absence of a clergyman at this important station, to hold Service
at the chief settlements, and to administer the Sacraments, hoping' and
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intending to reach his home on Monday. I was so favoured that I
arrived at Brigus at eight P.M" having been absent nearly three weeks.

We held thirty-four Services during this tour, and we hope have com-
forted the hearts of some of our brethren in their exile. May those
who are blessed with an abundance of spiritual privileges remember
in their prayers their brethren scattered abroad in many places ofwhich
Random Island is only, alas! one instance; and may their intercessions
go forth mightily to the Good If LORD of the Harvest," that HE would
hasten the time, and" send forthlabourers into His harvest:'

NOTES OF THE MONTH.
By THE REV. CANON CHURTO)f.

DIOCESE OF CALCUTTA.

Developments of tlte Braluuo Somaf: Emotional Nature of tlzeHindt« :
Wltere Tketsm jails: Guru Worship: At MlIss(lorie: Journey to
Ckakrata: Fine Scenery : Tlee Asoka Stolze: c.M.S. Station and
Work at Altnfield: Darjeeling : Famous Buddhist Temple: Humale
Thigh Bones : Praying Machines: A,.,neltialZ. Churches in India:
Social Intercourse.
A writer in the Indian Church Gasett« makes the following valuable

observations on the recent developments of the Brahmo Somaj :-
"There is a great deal that is sadly touching about the present
'movement. Faith there is of a certain kind, striving after something
for which the human soul is made, in the shape of affectionate, truthful
devotion. But being without the knowledge of the One Object of
affection who unites in Himself the natures of the worshippers and the
object of their worship, and who alone satisfies the desire which the
human heart feels for an absorbing affection, what happens with
some earnest minds is as follows: In the exercise of ' bhakti,' or faith,
many a young man, we understand, finds an intoxicating delight.
A Bengali has depths of emotion to which Hindus in other parts are
mostly strangers. His great saint is Chaitanya, who died in an
ecstasy. When therefore his religious devotion is no longer curbed by
the restraints of idolatry, and pours itself forth for the first time
without let or hindrance, the delight is unutterable. We all know
that this common experience in the case of a Christian, instead of
expending itself on imagined fields of Divinity, is guided, deepened,
and sobered by pouring itself out on the Eternal Being through the
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