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Neither did they hurry when he besought their
assistance to rescue a poor child from cruel usage
that might be his death. Only one of them ceased
la.ughing, and stared hard at the excited stranger,

“A fag did you say? Oh, no doubt the little
beggar deserves all he gets,” fell lightly from one,
rounded with an oath such as was but too common
at the period.

“ But they may kill the poor little chap.”

“No, they won't. We Rugby men have all to go
through the same mill in our turns. A ducking
won’t hurt him.”

Bob stood aghast at their indifference, if not at
their speech.

“ Hark'ee, my friend, don’t you thrust in your oar .

when a baby bellows, or you'll get more kicks than
ha'pence,” advised the third,
whose voice was more familiar
than the golden curls the in-
cipient whiskers mystified.

A great lump seemed to rise
in Bob'’s throat. Was this the
kind-hearted schoolfellow he
had come to seek?

“Walter Abbot,” said he,
in a voice halfchoked with
contending emotions, “you
would not have said that five
years ago. You could pity a
poor lad then.”

“Why, Bob Wallis! Is
that you? I heard you had
gone off to sea to fight the
French!” And out went
Abbot’s hand as if to clasp
another that did not loosen bag
or stick to meet it, so shocked
was the runaway son with the
change he was brought to
realise.

Something of this struck
Walter, stirring a sleeping con-
science for the moment. At all events he passed by
the slight, and said carelessly to his companions,
as if to avert attention, * Come, let us humour him.
e has a sympathy with sore bones. We can but
see what’s the row. Go ahead, Bob.”

And as if falling in with a capital joke the three
set off up hill at a quick, but not a steady, pace,
swerving and jostling each other as they ran. They
had apparently been taking something stronger than
water.  Bob was at the gate before them, though he
ll;:d been on his feet all day, and carried a heavy

.

Some one else had been beforehand. Attracted
by the noise and Bob’s loud “hallo,” the sturdy
owner of the land and his farm-servants, armed with
sticks and pitchforks, had come down on the trespass-
ing young brutes, who had- taken to flight in all
directions, with the men after them. ‘The farmer

YYLET HiM co!' CRIED oUT BoB VEHEMENTLY."

himself had rescued the half-drowned fag from the
water, and was helping the trembling and shivering
boy on with his clothes.

& Hi, Farmer Kirby !” shouted, or half-hiccoughed
Walter Abbot. *“Hand that youngster over to us;
we'll see him safe back to school.”

“No, young sir,” answered the farmer, sternly.
“Neither to you, nor any such as you. He must be
carried to the farm, and put to bed. I will myself
hand him over to Dr. Wool when he is fit to walk.
It is time such brutal sport was put a stop to.”

Quite time, but Dr. Wool was powerless to reform
abuses growing out of the system he had introduced
with very different intentions. It remained for Dr.
Arnold, a generation later, to substitute a chivalric
seénse of honour and gentleness for the brutality he
found in Rugby School.

When Walter Abbot had
been enrolled among the two
hundred scholars over whom
the newly-inducted Dr. Wool
‘held sway, the school (founded

n the reign of Queen Elizabeth
by Laurence Sheriff, a London
grocer, as a JFree Grammar
School for the children of
Rugby, and his native Browns-
over only) was in a state of
transition. _

In 1807, when the Doctor
became head - master, and
brought with him the i
system, designed for the mutual
assistance and protection of
the boys, the original building
was small and fast falling to
decay, whilst the annual revenue
from property near the London
~ Foundling Hospital was on the
rapid increase. Whether the
idea came from Dr. Wool or the
trustees, one thing is certain, in
1808 there was inaugurated a pulling down and a
building up that, after a lapse of seven years, resulted
in the existing Rugby School, Tudor in design, noble in
proportions, with ample accommodation for masters
and pupils, by that time more than double in number,
though, except for a few boys on the foundation, it
had ceased to be a Free school.

During this trinsitional period, and for long after-
wards, it became a necessity to board and lodge the
boys with the assistant masters and others in the
town ; a system which naturally led to many abuses.
Grouped together in one building, with the head
master and his assistants close at hand to preserve
order, some control over uniuly boys might be main-
tained where the prapositors were vigilant.

But placed a few together under one roof, in isolated
boarding-houses never designed for such purposes,
and with windows that offered tempting opportunities
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“ As 1 am host on this occasion,” began Walter, *“I
took the liberty to correct your order. What is the
good of coffee to sustain a traveller? Sit down, Bob,
and fall to. Herg¢’s health and success to you!” and
filling one of the tallboys* to the brim, he tossed it
off at a draught. =

“1 do not drink ale,” said Bob, not too well pleased ;
it would neither suit my constitution, my pocket, nor
my business. Besides, I ordered coffee.”

“Nonsense, man, you've no business on hand to-night
or to-morrow. And you will have to drink my health,”

“I will drink it with pleasure in the coffee I ordered,
If that cannot be supplied I must seek other accom-
modation. Meaning no offence to you.”

Bob’s hand went to the thin bell-rope hanging over the
long table, and Walter Abuot, discovering that his old
protége had developed a will of his own, helped himself
to ale, and left the *“ stupid trader ” to his cup of coffee,

Meanwhile the ham and went down with a
relish, flavoured with a chatabout old times and new ;
albeit there was an air of patronage in Walter’s manner,
and the ale disappeared faster than the contents of his
plate. Indeed, before another hour had gone by our
sober traveller wished he had found other quarters for
himself. !

For a couple of young men, seated at the window
end of the long table, were playing backgammon,
and taking draughts of ale or wine between the
throws of the dice, and consequent shifting of black
men or white from the points on the board. And
more than once or twice Walter jumped from his seat
to watch the game, and lay wagers on the result with
the players and a party of new arrivals.

These last were furnished with packs of cards, and
were importunate in the desire that our two friends
should join in their game. Walter assented readily,
regardless of Bob's reminder of a promise to show
him the town ; and it was not until the former had
almost been cleared out of what he threw down as
“filthy lucre,” that his sad old schoolfellow succeeded
in drawing him away from that nest of young gamblers,
whose language and recklessness filled his serious soul
with disgust.

CHAPTER X.

HOW MUCH IT MATTERED.

OBERT

‘V A 14"

IS was by
no means
squeamish ;
travellers
seldom are,
He had en-
countered
tramps of the lowest order, had witnessed drunken

* Tall ale-glasses tapering down to a stem,

rows and brutal fights time after time, but he had
not before come across a party of young men of
good birth and education who spent their leisure in
drinking, picking each other’s pockets for amusement,
and calling on the Holy Name of God to witness each.
unrighteous act,

He was annoyed to have been led blindfold into
such a trap for the unwary. Yet it hurt him more to
find his idealized friend one of the bad set.

It would have been a revelation to haughty Mrs.
Abbot could she have witnessed Bob's efiorts to drag
her misguided son away, or, following the pair in their
stroll through the nearly deserted market-place, have
heard the despised son of the schoolmaster beseeching
and imploring the limp aristocrat on his arm to aban-
don his evil associates, and forswear drink and gaming,
lest they should bring ruin on himself and sorrow to
her. And it would have seemed incredible had she
been told that the humble dealer in needles was
ashamed to be seen walking arm-in-arm with the un-
steady heir of Abbeyford, of whom she and her brother-
in-law were so blindly proud.

_ Yet glad enough was Walter that he had listened to

the voice of conscience in its silent duet with steady
Bob, and, after a sobering walk in the fresh air, had
gone quietly home to his boarding-house instead of
returning to the players.

For after they had quitted the queer coffee-house
one of the Rev. masters had come swooping down
upon the place with disconcerting swiftness, and the
news of his own narrow escape from certain degrada-
tion or expulsion startled him into reflection.

Robert Wallis, after calling at the “Spread Eagle ”
for a small box of needles brought by coach or carrier,
returned for the night, and found all quict then. And
having a clear conscience and weary limbs he slept
soundly, in spite of his sorrow over his old patron.

Hours before the church bells rang out for morning
service he had and was out taking a day-
light survey of the town and the imposing gateway of
the yet unfinished school. Then, having been strongly
moved with pity for the little fellow so very cruelly
abused by his schoolmates (of whose exploit he had
heard a boastful account amongst the gamblers), he
turned his steps towards Dunchurch, hoping to find
Farmer, Kirby, and ascertain how the boy was after
his sharp flogging and immersion.

The farmer was easily found. He was in his clean
shirt-sleeves, shaving himself by a small looking-glass
suspended close to the lattice window of the house-
place into which the inquiring stranger was ushered
without ceremony.

“Ho | ” exclaimed he, recognising Robert Wallis at
a glance, “you'll be the chap them young villains called
¢ Greycoat.” I was up the road, and saw you rush to
the gate. It was that and your shouting brought me
and my men into the meadow just in the nick of time.
Intrude? Not a bit of it. I'm glad to see a chap of
your age with a spark of humanity in him. Them
Rugby boys don’t know how to spell the word. It's
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In ten minutes he presented himself at the farm, to
which it led, just as dinner was set upon the table.
His reception was, as ever, hearty.

“Why, Wallis, what wind has blown you here so
soon? Blunt said you would not get round here for
a fortnight. But take off your top-coat and sit down.
I daresay you can find an appetite for egg-and-bacon-
pie,” said the farmer hospitably. Bob had gone up ia
his esteem since he hoisted him out of Stony Gap.

“ Thank you. I should

———
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up? My wife has been having horrible dreams, and
is full of alarm for Jack.”

Bob told all he knew, without dragging in Walter
Abbot’s name.

It was a pitiful story ; and the kind-hearted farmer
paced his stack-yard to and fro in strong emotion,
venting his feelings as best he could during the telling.

“ Look you, Wallis,” he said, *it was uncommonly
good of you to come straight on with the news; but

- it will never do to tell

not have been here yet
awhile, only I have a
message from Rugby, and
came on direct from
Warwick by coach.”

At the word “ Rugby”
Mrs. Thornber looked |E*SCEER
across the table with ner- |[@§¢
vous anxiety. “No bad |4
news, I hope?” she put |
in.

“We-ll — not very
good,” Robert was saying,
but the farmer drowned
the last words with a hasty,
“Pooh, pooh, news will
keep. Hungry men don't
like dinner. cold.” A
glance impressed caution
on Bob.

“We expect Monie
here this afternoon for
the IKaster holidays,”
began Mrs. Thornber
when dtijrmel;l was partly
over, and a hu tato-
pie  had a.InEgstpo dis-
appeared among the
farm-servants at the other
end of the board.

“Then I hope I shall
have the pleasure of see-
ing her,” exclaimed Bob,
his face brightening only
to cloud again, remember-
ing that his visit would

bring no pleasure to her ; =

either my wife or Monie
the whole of the case.
The boy is the apple of
his sister’s eye, and his
aunt just makes an idol
of him. They will- pack
me off to Rugby post-
haste; and once there,
I'll make it hot for some-
| body. Ah! here comes
{ Monica across the home-
@l ficld. Be cautious! I
| wonder if she will know
| you.”
|  Three years and a half
work wondrous changes
in young people. Would
he have recognised in the
airy little lady, tripping
so lightly over the grass
in dainty slippers that
p| matched the blue ribbons
in her straw hat and the
| sash round her white
cambric robe, the small
pale child whose frock
was black as her eyes
4] and hair, and whose ex-

?@ion was too thought-
ul for her years ?

He had grown in bulk
and stature, ay, and in
self-respect and condition
since then; but he saw
that sZ¢ had grown, in
ways indefinable, from
Monica into Miss Powick.

and he shrank from
giving pain. .

“We might have had her brother Jack here, too, if
there had been a coach direct from Rugby,” observed
Mrs. Thornber.

“What should Wallis know of Monica’s brother 2"
interrupted the farmer brusquely, helping Bob over
what seemed to be dangerous ground. “ But how are
i;ou getting on? You seem flourishing. Is trade

risk ?” And with such questions the farmer kept
conversation’s plough in the furrow, until he had a
chance of withdrawing Bob beyond earshot.

“ Now, Wallis,” said he then, “out with it. What’s

#HE HARDLY KNEW WHAT HE SAID.”

A school-girl it might be,
but one of a superior
order, whose hand he might hardly aspire to touch,
little bashful as he ordinarily was. The growth had
evidently been in refining distance.

“ Monie, here is Robert Wallis,” called out her uncle
as she opened the wide gate on her way to the house.

One moment’s expansion of the large black eyes, a
smile rippling over an expressive face, and a delicate
small hand was laid in Bob’s big brown palm, filling
him with the strangest of strange sensations, as she
said she “was glad to see him,and to know that he
was doing well.” 3
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?

He hardly knew what he said by way of reply, for
as he looked down on her smiling countenance he
thought of her poor ill-used brother, and his tender
heart ached for her. He felt he had come to fill
those beaming eyes with tears of sorrow, and wished
his errand had been anything but what it was. How
she would hate the bearer of bad tidings !

Bad tidings indeed, though the worst was suppressed,
for Mrs. Thornber fell back on her evil dreams, and
magnified the “feverish cold ” with vague forebodings ;
while Monica’s eyes were brimming, and she shook with
apprehensions of she knew not what.

Bob did his best to calm their fears. It was done
clumsily, for his own were strong. But he never felt
so abashed as when they thanked him again and again
for his prompt kindness in bringing the news. /e
was conscious of his own hesitation and repudiated
thanks, murmuring something of his deep debt of
gratitude to them, never to be repaid.

As Mr. Thornber had predicted, neither wife nor
niece would rest until he promised to go over to
Rugby “to ease their minds about Jack ;” Monica
having proposed that they two should go if he would
not. They were sure Jack was worse than Robert
Wallis admitted. 3

After some diplomatic pooh-poohing the farmer
consented. But it was then too late to catch the
return stage from Malvern, so it was arranged that he
should start after an early breakfast in the morning,
driving the taxed-cart to Worcester in time to catch
the Coventry coach.

“And if you can manage to get your Malvern
business done this afternoon, so as to come back here,

you can have a seat beside me,” said the farmer to.

Bob ; “ you must have lost your chances in Worcester
by coming here. Job can wait and drive you back
if you like.”

The offer was too good to be rejected. :

Taking his cases from his bag Bob was off to call
on old customers at Malvern. It was quite dusk when
he started home for the farm, with fewer needles and
more cash ; and though he had not quite two miles
to walk he seemed to feel the road uncommonly
lonely. You see he was months short of eighteen,
and the money secreted about him was becoming quite
a care, to say nothing of his stock.

He gave a start, as well he might, when a footstep,
previously unheard on the roadside grass, came up
behind him, and a man’s hand was laid on his shoulder.

“T thowt it wur you, Maaster Wallis, so I putn my
best foot foremost, thinkin’ you might be glad o' com-
pany, fur th’ road’s lonesome, an’ theer’s some queer
folk aboutn.”

The voice was reassuring, and so was his companion-
ship. He was Tovey the farrier.

They were nearing the fork in the road, and sure
enough in another minute they came up with a couple
of tramps lurking under the shadow of a tree in the
hedgerow, both armed with thick sticks, who made a
threatening movement forward.
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*“Hold! Who's there ?” cried Tovey, in his deep
bass ; and from some pocket came a small flat lantern
he carried for the inspection of sick beasts, and its
light shone full on the men, who slunk back with a
whining, “Only two poor travellers without a penny
for a night’s lodging.”

Without money or a lodging !
sistible.

{ Here,” said Bob, *is sixpence.
lodging.”

“Aye, see you dun,” added Tovey, “or 1 may
helpn you to a strong 'un. Be off ! ”

With whines that changed to curses the men
obeyed. :

“1 fear those fellows meant mischief. I should
have stood a poor chance without you,” said Bob to
his stalwart companion as they marched on.

“Yes,” replied the other, “and if I wur yo, I'd
none go aboutn lonesome roads wi’ thatn heavy bag
o’ yourn, leastways at night. It's noan safe.”

How unsafe it was, and how providential was the
presence of the well-known farrier with his stout staff,
Robert Wallis was soon to discover.

The next morning—Thursday—as the taxed-cart
driven by Mr. Thornber, with Robert seated beside
him, and Job at his ease behind, approached within
three hundred yards of Newland Green, they were
struck by the sight of an unusual crowd of men,
women, and children in the roadway, with Tovey
declaiming in their midst.

“1 know it’s them as done it,” he was saying to a
constable who was stooping down examining—yes |—
a pool of blood, and Bloody footprints that told of a
deadly struggle.

% Oh, Maaster Wallis, theer’s been murder done!
A poor pedler as comes round regular hasn been
killed an’ robbed last night. Jennen’s ploughman
found him stone dead as he wur agoin to hisn work.
It’s them tramps as done it.  An’ oh, Maaster Wallis,
it migtl)-nm ha’ been yo!”

Bob’s very heart seemed to stand still. Yes, but
for Tovey’s companionship it might have been himself.
And but for his interference on behalf of an ill-used
apprentice no Tovey would have hurried after him as
a guard. All this flashed across his brain as he
realised the peril he had so narrowly escaped, and
thanked God devoutly for his preservation.

The ruffians had decamped with their booty, after
turning their victim’s pockets inside out ; but they had
been seen loitering near ; pursuit was active, Tovey’s
description full; they carried crimson evidence about
with them, and in three days Tovey did help them to
a particularly strong lodging.

“QOh, Mr. Thornber,” confessed Bob, when at
length they drove on, *“I was sorely tempted to stay
in Worcester, and try what I could do there yesterday ;
thinking I could easily do the six-mile walk afterwards,
and that a few hours would not matter for the delivery
of Farmer Kirby’s message. But I sce it mattered
everything to me. For Z should have been upon this

The plea was irre-

See _}'ou get a







" BISHOP WILSON.
BY THE RIGHT RLEV. THE LOR :
L MA?\I .D BISHOP OF SODOR

SINCE the days of
St. Brandon more than
sixty Bishops in suc-
cession have occupied
the see of the Isle
of Man. Of that
|long list no name
stands forth more pro-
minently than that of
Thomas Wilson.
Keble, the author of
the * Christian Year,”
in his * Life of Bishop
Wilson,” has affirmed
that ““if simplicity and
pathetic earnestness
!l and watchfulsympathy
withall men, tempered
by an unfailing vein of
practical common
sense, do yet in, any
degree characterise the teaching and devotion —
especially the houschold devotion—of our clergy
and laity ; if veneration for the universal Church and
unreserved faith in the Bible do yet m any '.dpgree
prevail in our popular theology,—to Bishop Wilson,
more than to any single divine of later days, with
the single exception of his great contemporary, Bishop
Butler, are these good effects owing. What more of
spiritual good” (he adds) “it may have pleased God
by his instrumentality to bring to pass, for those of
his own time, for us, and for our children,—this (if
I may adogt a very sacred form of speech) we know
not now, but if we be found worthy we shall know
hereafter.”
Thomas Wilson was born, in the year 1663, at
Burton, near Neston, in the county of Chester. In
his eighteenth year he entered ‘Trinity College,
Dublin, obtaining a scholarship in 1683. Originally
“intended for the profession of medicine, he was led
by the influence of a friend, Michael Hewetson, to
offer himself to the work of the ministry, and was,
although not of canonical age, ordained a deacon in
the cathedral of Kildare, on St. Peter’s Day, 1686.
Shortly afterwards he became curate to his uncle,
Dr. Sherlock, the Rector of Winwick, in Lancashire,
having charge of the chapelry of Newchurch, but
residing with his uncle in the Rectory. As Dr.
Sherlock never had fewer than three curates living
with him, and was himself a man of primitive
example, it can well be understood that the six
years Thomas Wilson spent in this “school for young
divines” would be greatly blessed to him. In 1693
he became domestic chaplain, at Knowsley, to
William, the ninth Earl of Derby, and tutor to his
only son, Lord Strange. In 1697 the Earl, as King
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of Man, offered him the Bishopric of the Isle of
Man, which he modestly declined, “alleging that he
was unequal to, as well as unworthy of, so great a
charge.” Ultimately his scruples were overcome,
and, as he himself records in the “Sacra Privata,”
he was “forced to accept the Bishopric of Man,
November 27th, 1697.” He was consecrated at the
Savoy Church, January 16th following, and, after two
months’ delay, set sail for his diocese, in which, for
the long period of fifty-eight years, he was to make
“full proof of his ministry, dying at the age of ninety-
three. He lies buried in the churchyard of Kirk-
michael, distant rather more than a mile from
Bishopscourt, and over his grave is a simple black
marble monument, on which may still be read :—
¥ THIS MONUMENT WAS ERECTED

BY HIS SON, THOMAS WILSON, D.D, A NATIVE OF THIS PARISH,
‘WHO, IN OBEDIENCE TO THE EXFRESS COMMANDS OF HIS FATHER,

DECLINES GIVING HIM THE CHARACTER HE S0 JUSTLY DESERVED.
LET THIS ISLAND SPEAK THE REST|"

And indeed it is not possible to estimate the change
wrought in the island for the better during the long
episcopate of Wilson. At his first entrance on the
see, with only seventeen parishes, he had to deal
with three cases of clerical delinquency—two of
them vicars of parishes—for notorious immorality.
Upon his death his successor, Bishop Hildesley, re-
ris, in a memorial to the S. P. C. K. Society, “ that
e found the clergy a very sensible, regular, decent
set of men, and the natives, to a man, of the Esta-
blished Church; orderly, devout, and constant in
their attendance on religious worship ; there being
no less,” he says elsewhere, “than six hundred at the
Communion in a country parish church at Easter.”
One of the first duties which devolved upon our
good Bishop at his entrance upon the see was to
restore—indeed, all but rebuild—his residence. Six
years had intervened between the death of Bishop
Levintz, his immediate predecessor, and his own con-
secration, during which Bishopscourt had been un-
inhabited. For two years previous to his death Bishop
Levintz, moreovér, had not resided in the island,
holding as he did a prebendary at Winchester, in
which cathedral he lies buried. In his days the
trees which now surround and beautify Bishops-
court did not exist, and in the storms of winter the
house must have felt the fury of the winds which
from time to time descend from the neighbouring
hills. Very plaintive are the letters which Levintz
writes to his patron, Archbishop Sancroft, and which
he dates from his “Isle of Patmos,” pleading for some
English preferment which might enable him to winter
in England, and thus avoid the “prodigious winds
and inundations of rain we have had here for the last
fortnight, which truly did your Grace see, your Grace
would think I had a disconsolate residence indeed.”
“Not a twig ” did Bishop Wilson find ; but he straight-
way stocked the garden with fruit trees, and planted
many thousand timber trees, turning the bare slopes in
process of time into a richly-wooded glen. It was
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from the wood of one of his favourite elms which he
had planted that some years before his death he had
the planks sawn which were kept in readiness for his
coffin. It was beneath their shade that he loved to
meditate, and it was whilst walking in the north
avenue after evening prayers, on a damp day at the
close of winter, that he

caught the cold which was

the immediate cause of his

death. Some of these tall

trees, with their thick and

spreading branches, are

visible from the old library

in which Bishop Wilson

was wont to sit. It was

whilst sitting in this room,

a few weeks before his -
death, listening to one of

his students, a Mr. Corlett,

reading aloud the Greek
Testament, that the Bishop
suddenly exclaimed, “ Don’t

you see them? don’t you

see them?” *“See what,

my lord?” answered Mr.

Corlett, with great surprise.

“The angels,” replied the

Bishop, “ascending and

descending among the

branches of those trees.”

“All who are much con-

versant with death-beds”

(is Keble’s comment)

“must have now and then

witnessed something like

what then occurred —a

true sign from heaven.

And at such times, what

the dying Christian de-

clared himself to and

hear, how could théy [pos-

sibly deny what might "be

real p”

The early years of
Bishop Wilson's episcopate
were coincident with the
years in which the mag-
nificent Cathedral Church
of St. Paul’s, London, was
brought to completion.
The contribution which
the good Bishop gave to
its erection symbolised in some ways the greater
contribution which he rendered to the edification
of the Christian Church. More than a mile from
Castletown, at Poolvash, in the south of the island, is
a quarry, “which yields tolerable good black marble,
fit for tombstones and for flagging of churches,
of which some quantities have of late been sent to
London for those uses.” Thus writes Bishop Wilson
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in his history of the Isle of Man, but he modestly
omits to explain that some of the Poolvash marble
sent to London was sent by himself to the Dean
and Chapter of St. Paul’s, and that the worshippers
and visitors, as they mount the dark steps which
lead to the two main doorways of that noble
cathedral, make their en-
trance by means of his cwn
thoughtful gift. Who can
count the number of those
who, in the use of our good
Bishop's devotional publi-
cations, such as the “Short
Morning and Evening
Prayers for Families and
for Particular Persons,” the
“Principles and Duties
of Christianity,” the “ Short
and Plain Instruction for
the Better Understanding
g;;hﬁ Lord’s Supper, with

Necessary Preparation
required,” and above all,
the “Sacra Privata,” have
found steps and spiritual
degrees of ascent, by which
they have entered into the
true sanctuary and imme-
diate presence of their
Lord?

It is not often remem-
bered that the Form for
| Consecration of Churches

— although each Bishop
can exercise his own dis-
cretion—now generally em-
ployed was compiled by
Bishop Wilson. The old
church of St. Matthew’s
still stands in the crowded
market-place of Douglas,
adjoining the busy quay,
which Bishop Wilson con-
secrated September 21st,
1708, and for which ap-
"4 parently the form now
88 substantially in general
use was compiled. The
accompanying engraving is
, interesting, as preserving
for us the type of an old
Manx church * chancel
and nave without any architectural division and
western campanile.” Within, attached to the southern
wall, there still remains the simple throne frequently
occupied by the good Bishop; for the Bishop’s
son records that his father often preached in St.
Matthew’s Church. The church s## stands, I
say; for town improvements and the inadequacy
of the church for the seating of the congregation
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REPRESENTATIVE CHURCHMEN.,
 IIL.—Tug BisHOP OF DURHAM.
HE ap-
_ point-
ment of
the Rev.

Canon
Westcott

greatest
satisfac-
tion by
Church-
men at
home
a.md
abroad.
It is a remarkable fact, in connection with Dr. West-
cott’s nomination to the See left vacant by the death
of Dr. Lightfoot, that the latter was induced to
‘write and publish his celebrated reply to the author
of “Supernatural Religion,” because he found that in
that work “a cruel and unjustifiable assault was made
on a very dear friend, to whom I was attached by the
most sacred p al and logical ties.” ‘That
friend was Dr. ) , wh ‘Westminster Abbey
on the Sunday after last Christ ~spoke “ with the
deepest sense of personal bereavement ” of the ter
mination upon earth of “a friendshi of forty years.”

B ..,'._
DURHAM CATHED

Lightfoot and Westcott were schoo fellows together,

and it is touching that their names are now linked in
the administration of the historic See of Duri m.

The Right Rev. Brooke Foss Westcott, D.D., was
born at Birmingham in 1825, His early training was
received at King Edward’s School, from whence he
passed to Cambridge, where he took his degree in
1848, at the age of twenty-three.

He was bracketed Senior Classic with Dr. Scott,
| late Head Master of Westminster School, was second
Chancellor's medallist, and was 23rd Wrangler. He
was not long afterwards elected to a Fellowship at
Trinity College, and, a little later, became an assistant
‘master at Harrow, where he remained for more than
sixteen years. He was appointed a Canon of Peter-
borough Cathedral in 1869, and in the following year
accepted the Rectory of Somersham with Pedley and
Colne, which he held for twelve years. In 1879 Dr.
Westcott was appointed Chaplain-in-Ordinary to the
Queen, and in 1882 he was elected a Fellow of King's
College, Cambridge. In 1883 he became Chaplain
to the Archbishop of Canterbury, and a year later he
was appointed to a Canonry at Westminster. Many
of his Abbey sermons have been published and widely
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circulated. In 1870 he was- appointed Regius Pro-.
fessor of Divinity at Cambridge, and he was one of
the mémbers of the “New Testament Company ” of
the Revisers of the Authorised Version of the Bible.
During all this time he was amassing his stores of
Biblical knowledge, and published a large number
of controversial and other works which are well known
to the clergy and to ecclesiastical students. In con-
junction with Dr. Hort he produced ‘an edition of the
Greek Testament, founded upon sound and impartial
principles of criticism, which has a great reputation
among scholars.

‘The See of Durham was once unique in its amalga-
mation of spiritual and temporal powers. The Bishop,

THE BISHOP OF DURHAM.

however, no longer exercises the authority of a Prince
Palatine, he is not girt with the sword which Richard
Ceeur de Lion bestowed with the dignity of Earl on
Hugh Pudsey and his successors, the assizes are not
opened by his writ.

The Bishop of Durham ranks, with the Bishops of
London and Winchester, immediately after the Arch-
bishops of Canterbury and York, and takes, like them,
his seat in the House of Lords at once without waiting
for his turn, like the rest of his brethren, in the order
of his appointment. -

Our portrait is from a photograph by Messrs. Elliott
& Fry, 55 and 56, Baker Street, W., and has been
specially engraved by Mr. Richard Taylor.
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OUR PARISH CHURCHES.
V.—ALL SAINT&_‘.'. MiLe Exp NEw Town.

T\HE church of All

Saints’, Mile End
New Town, cannot
boast the antiquity
of many of our
churches.

ile End New
Town is one of the
three hamlets
which go to make
| up the old parish
| of Stepney, and
here, just ﬁ!{vy years
since, was built
the church of All
| Saints’. It is one
of those which
i were erected under
] the auspices of

Bishop Blomfield
to meet the spiri-
tual destitution of
what even in those
days was becoming the thickly populated East End,
though the numbers of then were as nothing to the popula-
tion to-day. )

The architecture is Byzantine, and of itsstyle it is believed
to be one of the most

rfect specimens in

ondon. It stands on
the site of an old work-
house, in what, until
very recently, was
known as Spicer Street
(now called Buxton
Street).

The church lies in
the centre of where
once was a thriving
industry, and even now
the windows of the
houses on all sides
point to the fact that
they were the homes
of the Spitalfields
weavers.

Fifty years ago in
this hamlet the silk
weavers  wove the
Coronation dress and
also the wedding dress
of Queen Victoria, but
now only here and
there do we find the
looms still going; and
. in the course of another
| decade probably there
will not be one of
' them left.

Another  industry
which once was a

. ; thriving one in these
THE QUEEN'S JUBILEE MEMORIAL FoNT, Parts is sugar-refining,
which used to employ
some eight hundred men; but this again has had to give

THE VICARAGE.

way to the vicissitudes of trade, and the sugar bounty of
France, y, and Austria has been the ruin of the
English workman in this respect. 1

principal industry at the present is that of the great
brewing esm]i}ishment of Hanbury, Buxton, & Co., w
employs several hundred men, and it is very largely among
the employees of this firm that the work of the clergy at
All, Saints’ is directed  Indeed, so intimately are the
church and schools allied with the men and their families,
that it is sometimes called the * y church.”

All round the church there is a little picce of ground
which has been prettily laid out as a garden, while up the
church walls creepers are trained almost to the top. This
gives in the summer quite a rural appearance to the
church, w}ﬂtl:h gi:rduthmme mm'v:mm!e;lli with bnctltxzq aluég
mortar, e en is open to parishioners all
the summer, and many a weary one of earth’s toilers

THE PULPIT.

has found here a rest and reminder of the days of long
ago, when the trees grew on either side of the road, and
bird-catchers used to lay nets for the redpoles, goldfinches,
and linnets in the surrounding fields,

In the church there has recently been placed a new
organ by Samuel, of Dalston, and a handsome oak pulpit,
the gift of the ish churchwarden (himself a Noncon-
formist), as a of his value and appreciation of the
work the churchis doing in the midst of one of the poorest
of the poor parishes of East London ; but perhaps the most
interesting memorial in the church is the marble and Caen
stone font, placed there to'commemorate the Queen's Jubilee,
This font and cover were the gift of the school children of
the parish, who worked hard until all *he money was
secured to pay for it.

The font was supplied by Messrs. Wippell, of Exeter,
and was dedicated and used for the first time by the
Bishop of Wakefield, Dr. Walsham How, whose name is




THE GARDEN BEHIND THE CHURCH.

a household word in this as in every East London
where for nearly ten years he was the much-loved
of Bedford.

It goes without saying that the church is the centre of
much active Christian work, situated as it is in the centre
o‘f a dense population, composed entirely of the working
classes.

It is enccuraging to find flourishing church day-schools
under the good old voluntary principle; clubs and
institutes for the boys and men; ngem:‘ll)es for the girls

arish,
ishop

THE CHURCH, SCHOOLS, AND GARDEN,
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and women, and all those other aids to parish life, spiritual
and temporal, which are only to be obtained under the
fostering care of the parochial system where it is carried
out in the spirit as well as in the letter.

Among the former vicars two names stand conspicuous
—the Rev. James Harris, an eloquent preacher, who drew
large congregations, but did little work as an organizer,
and the Right Rev. A. B. Suter, the present Bishop of
Nelson and Primate of New Zealand, who, as Vicar of All
Saints’ thirty years ago, did a work which lasts to-day,
and which still keeps his memory green in the parish.

Our illustrations have been engraved by Mr. Richard
Taylor, from photographs by Mr. Baxter, High Street,

Stepney.
H. A. Masox.
ALL SAINTS' VICARAGE,
Mire Exp New Town.

A MEDITATION FOR WHITSUNDAY.
BY THE REV, A, HUNTER DUNN, M.A,,
Vicar of South Acton, Middlesex, Author of ** Holy Thoughts for
Quiet Moments," etc,

THOU ever gracious Holy Ghost, Thou
Who art the Lord God, and also the
Divine Giver of all and every kind of
life ; it was Thou Who didst brood o’er
the formless deep, and it was Thou
Who didst breathe into all the orders of
creation, and even into man himself, the
breath of life. It was Thou Who spakest

by the Prophets, and it was by Thy operation that

the Eternal Son became Incarnate, and that Jesus

Christ our Lord was conceived and was born of the

Blessed Virgin Mary.

And when our Holy Lord had ascended up on
high, He did not leave us comfortless, for He sent
forth Thee, O precious Holy Ghost, with great power
upon His disciples, so that they were able to speak
in divers languages, and to perform many wonderful
works.

Yes! when the Day of Pentecost was fully come,
and when Thy first disciples, O ever Blessed Jesus,
were all gathered together with one accord in one
place, suddenly there came a sound from Heaven as
of a rushing mighty wind, and it filled all the house
where they were sitfing. And there appeared unto
them cloven tongues like as of fire, and it sat upon
each of them. And all were filled with the Holy
Ghost, and began to speak with other tongues as the
Spirit gave them utterance,

Ah! here was a great and glorious event indeed.
There had been a dispensation of God the Father,
when in. the old days the Lord Jehovah had ruled
from behind the veil ; and lately there had arisen the
dispensation of God the Son, in which the Infinite
had taken limits to Himself, and in our nature had
lived, and suffered, and died, and risen again, and
ascended into Heaven. And now, by the wondrous
event of this most holy day, there was inaugurated
the dispensation of God the Holy Ghost, in which
He, Who was the Giver of life, and Who had helped

e
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FAMILIAR TALKS.

men from the earliest days, and had spoken by the
Prophets, began now to dwell and reign in our hearts
as in temples, putting into our minds good desires,
and helping us to bring the same to good effect;
uniting us by means of the Holy Sacraments and in
many other ways with our Saviour Lord.

Hear me then, O Heavenly Iather, on this holy,
happy day. Hear me, and give unto me Thy Holy
Spirit.  Yea, make Him to dwell and reign in this
poor heart of mine ;.let Him show me what Thy will
is ; let Him guide me in all things, and teach me what
Thou wouldest have me to be. And hear me also, O
Heavenly Father, in this my promise which I now
make unto Thee this day—the promise that, with Thy
gracious help, I will ever abide by and accept every
holy suggestion that shall arise in my heart and mind,
and that I will carry it out to the full extent of the
power which Thou givest, to Thy glory, to the
good of my fellow-men, and to my own eternal welfare,
tixroﬁgh Jesus Christ, my only Lord and Saviour.

men.

FAMILIAR TALKS.
BY THE REV, A. R. BUCKLAND, M.A,,

Author of ' Strayed East," " Through Thick and Thin," elc.
V. “WITH THAT BRIGHT BOY’'S FATHER.”
“YES, I shall be very glad to give
: Tom an excellent character when
e ? he needs one. He has been a
¢ bright boy and a good boy at
school ; he is likely to be a
A - promising young fellow. What
e 5 = are you going to make of him?”
: =t “_ “A junior clerk, or kind of
office-boy ? Why, that bardly offers much of a
career.”

“Something better. than you have been yourself?
Ah! there I can’t agree with you at all. You are a
mechanic, and a very good workman, too, I have
often heard. But you think of putting the boy to
office work as ‘something better.” Well, he is young
himself at present, and can hardly be expected to
know what is best for him. It is for you to decide,
and, as you may help to make or mar his life, I dare-
say you will think a good deal before the matter is
settled.”

“The boy would prefer it? Verylikely. Why? Per-
haps because he wishes to be a smarter man than his
father was. He doesn’t want to turn out at six in the
morning ; he doesn’t want to soil his hands ; he doesn’t
want to face the measure of hardship which in one
way or another an artizan must. He would rather
wear a black coat, go up to the City in the morning,
and hang on to the fringe of the great middle-class.
But what are the prospects if he does ?”

time he will bring in more, no doubt, than if he were
apprenticed to a good trade. But you are not in
urgent need of the money, and you must look a little
way into the future. George will not always be in his
teens.”

“He may rise? No doubt he will, but how far
does the average clerk rise ? I think you will find out
that most of them never get beyond the simpler kinds
of work they can do as well when twenty as when
forty. Itis a kind of employment for which any sharp
boy from the board school can now qualify, Keen
competition brings down the wages, and that competi-
tion is all the keener because many young girls now
undertake work which in the last generation was done
by their fathers and brothers, and because young
foreigners can often be found to do it better, as well
as cheaper still. ;

“Then remember this : once out of a place, the clerk
does not find it easy to get in again. For what is his
stock-in-trade ? A knowledge of figuresand the knack
of writing a good hand ; a poor show indeed. Granting
that he may gain a knowledge of book-keeping or
become an efficient short-hand writer, and so claim a
better place, he is still never sure of work. Compare
him with yourself. Your father put you to a trade;
you learned it thoroughly. You have never been ¢ out
of a job’ for more than a few weeks, and your average
earnings with overtime have been nearly half as much
again as those of the clerk, who is a clerk and no more.
Almost any European country and nearly all our
colonies would be glad to have you. None of them
want the clerk. If your present master stopped
to-morrow, you would very likely be in work again
next Monday.”

“ But there is a foolish idea growing up amongst
some of the young people that manual labour is
degrading. This is the kind of nonsense you ought to
put your foot on. Amongst some nations the noblest
and the wealthiest invariably teach their sons a trade.
It is a security against the calamities which oftentimes
reach to all ranks. The foolish pride which revolts
against a suit of overalls, a soiled hand, or a bag of
tools, has nothing of true manliness about it. Our
Blessed Lord grew up familiar with the workshop and
its surroundings.  St. John, though a person of some
position—for he was an acquaintance of the High
Priest—plied as a fisherman.  St. Paul, though a man
of culture and eloquence, could earn his bread as a
tent-maker, whilst he did the work of an Evangelist.
Don't, then, allow your boy to be drawn, by the
prospects of a little show and the promptings of false
pride, into a path of life that may offer him much less
solid advantage and many more temptations than the
one you have honourably filled yourself.”

There is more fatigue in laziness than in labour.
No man knows what he can do till he tries,
Self-knowledge is good, but Christ-knowledge is better.

6 ¢ L

. . b
“He will begin to earn wages at once ? Ves, for aﬁ‘ﬁ
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4 quarrel,” so {t takes two to make a friendship. You
must meet us half way., You must be truthful, humble,
gentle, confiding—and we must be patient, considerate,
simple, loving; then we shall get on better together—
better than poor Miss Pipely and her pupil did that night.
Ella could not get that dirty wooden cradle and the
sick baby out of her head. Dropping half asleep, she,
woke with a start, fancying that the poor little sufferer
had been laid beside her on the pillow. Then she
dreamt that she was holding one of the grand Park babies
-—all ribbons and embroidery and warm white wool, with
just a well-washed pink face in the midst, while a cheer-
ful, smiling nurse looked on. Gradually the baby face
had changed, had become wizened, fevered, dirty. The
grand clothes had shrivelled up till scarce anything was
left to cover the shivering body. Then the smiling nurse
was gone, and it was Polly who stood there, draggle-
tailed, and wan of aspect. ** You've got little beauty now,

and you may keep her;” as the words came from her lips,
Polly seemed to melt away. Then Ella woke with a
startled cry to find her father bending over her.

Ella was surprised and (pleased to see her father, She

" THEN ELLA WORE.”

was surprised, because he had said that he must go out
to attend a great political meeting; she was pleased
because she wanted to tell him the whole truth about the
baby. She had been making up her mind to tell him
next morning, but then, between now and the dawn were
ever so many long, dreary hours of darkness. And then,
it is always so much easier to talk about things at night,
and in the dark, In the morning people are apt to be
cross and in a hurry; certainly, Mr. Dalton was nearly
always the latter, and not seldom the former. Then, if
anything unpleasant is said in the morning, you have the
whole day to fret over it and be angry; but what is said
at night can be cried over or slept upon, and then in the
morning it is apt to look quite different. Yes, night is the
time for confidences, and if busy parents want to win or
keep the confidence of their children, let them not neglect
to go up and say “good night" to their young folks,
That's the time for a quiet chat, for a word of encourage-
ment, and, if it must be, of gentle rebuke. Then the
child’s last waking image is that of the tender mother or
the loving father; and through these human agencies, the
little one comes, by sweet experience, to understand

something of the constancy and long-suffering of the
great All-Father.

* Oh, papa dear, I am so glad you are there—it will be
all right now,” pasped the child, raising her aching head
from the pillow. r

“You seem to have had a bad dream, pet, for you've
been calling out it your sleep. What has been troubling
my little girl ? " said Mr. Dalton, soothingly.

“Oh, it was horrible, it was h

to feel so cold and heavy. But tell me, papa, has Polly
been to inquire about her brother?"

A cloud passed over Mr. Dalton’s face. He thought
his child must be wandering, and he didn't want to be
reminded of the disagreeable events of the moming. He
answered rather sharply—

“1f you mean the sister of that young scamp I found in
the summer-house this morning, I know nothing about her.
Why should she have the impudence to come here? I
must see that my daughter does not encourage such
people.”

*Why, papa, she must be dreadfully anxious to know
what has become of him, and how he is. Don't you think
peor people have feelings as well as ourselves ? 1'm afraid
the baby must be worse, and that's why she couldn’t come.”

**The baby again ! why, whatever are you thinking about,
Ella ?" exclaimed Mr. Dalton, in an irritable, nervous tone
that he too often allowed to get the mastery of him.

Then she told him all that she had previously omitted :
told him of that poor fever-stricken fi::le sufferer; told
him of the feeling of sickness that had come over her,
as she bent over the wooden crib; told him of the cold
hand that seemed to have been laid on her heart as she
heard the word fewer, told him of the inclinations that
had come on her to run away, and of how she had with-
stood it.

Mr. Dalton heard the story out in silence, and then
asked in a quiet voice—

* Has the doctor been as he promised 2"

“Yes; and I heard him say to Miss Pipely, outside the
door, that he couldn’t quite make me out, but that he
would be able to tell to-morrow.”

Why did you not tell me this morning, Ella ?—though
of course it could have made no difference.”

“1 didn't want to make you nervous and anxious about
me, papa. And I thought if 1 was better in the evening
I would tell you; but 1 don't feel any better, and I'm so

lad another night won't pass with anything concealed
rom you. You don't know how miseruglc I was all last
night.” And the child's voice broke into a sob as she hid
her head on her father's shoulder,

*Well, you must not trouble now, dear child ; the issue
is in other hands than ours. Get a quiet sleep, and you
mz}?‘v perhaps be all right in the morning.”

dlla looked at her father with surprise and gratitude,
He was generally so fidgety and unreasonably nervous;
but there was nothing of that now as he sat by her side
and stroked her hair.

*“There is just one thing, dpara."

*“And what is that, little darling ?”

“I think I could sleep better if I knew tﬁt Polly knew."”

“Knew what ?" for he did not exactly take in her drift.

“Knew about her brother, and where he has gone,
Just think, L)apa, how miserable she must be all alone
with that sick baby, and not knowing what has happened
to her brother. She has no father, like 1 have, and she
says she is never happy except when her mother is away.
Poor children have a very hard lot, and I know I will fret
and dream all night except something is done.”

orrible ! 1 thought I had
the baby; and I was sure it wis dead because it began -
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Mr. Dalton looked a moment into his daughter’s plead-
ing fevered face ; then he said—

“If you will promise to go to sleep like a nice, good
little girl, and #of have any bad dreams, Il go and see
Miss Polly myself, and I'll see that everything is made
comfortable for her too. Now, ‘is it a bargain, as you
used to say in the ‘ Hatter's Tea-party ' ?”

“Yes, it #s a bargain—at least I'll do my very best, and
Tou are a good, kind father not to scold your naughty
ittle girl.”

Then he kissed her, put on his overcoat, and went out
into the night—wondering all the while at himself.

(7o be continued.) .

COTTAGE COOKERY.

BY M. RAE,
Certificated Teacher of Cookery.
e, AL - EASONS for
Cooking
Food.—Be-

fore giving
our attention
to the pre-
}:ﬁmlign of
, it may
not be unad-
visable to
consider
briefly why
= food is
necessary to
sustain life, and what reasons exist for oook::i food before eating
it. The human body requires a supply of food from day to day to
repair the waste caused by work and exercise, and as a child grows
from infancy to manhood his body must be supplied with materials
for his growth by food composed of the same elements as the body.
The different parts of the human body are not made of the
same materials; hence the necessity for a mixed diet, and one
containing each element in its proportion, so that the body
may be equally st hened and kept warm. It is a common
mistake to suppose that a mixed diet is necessarily expensive ;
it is not.really so, and by a little consideration a Fmpcra mixture
of heat-producing and flesh-forming foods is wéthin the reach of
all, even those whose incomes are very limited. The cookery
of food is a part of domestic economy to which every woman
should give most careful consideration. Much depends on the
reparation of what we eat—the happiness of the home; the
ealth and comfort of those who occupy it ; and the lessening
of the drinking customs of society are all more or less affected
Dy the way in which our food is presented to us. We are told
by Sir Henry Thompson that intemperance is often caused by
a failing appetite, and indigestion arising from inefficient cookery
and improper food, He says, further, that the poor man ad-
vancing in years shows signs of damage to his constitution from
contintous toil with inadequate food, the supply of which is
often diminished by his expenditure for beer.

There are several reasons why food is cooked, the most
important being that its flavour is improved, and it therefore
becomes more appetising, and that it is rendered more digestible
by the process of cooking. The three things absolutely necessary
to good cookery are kconomy, Cleanliness, and Punctuality.
Tlese are attainable by all, and no one need imagine that
successful results can only be obtained by those possessing a
Jarge collection of culinary utensils. The chief points to be
remembered are—first, that every article used in cooking must
be perfectly clean ; and, secondly, the most tempting repast
served half an hour too late is not likely to prove satisfactory
to either mind or body.

There are six principal methods of cookmﬁ food—viz., Roast-
ing, Boiling, Stewing, Baking, Frying, and Broiling. The next
lesson will contain directions for roasting various kinds of

meat,
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TEMPERANCE PIVOTS.
BY FREDK. SHERLOCK,
Author of * Among the Queen's Enemies,” elc.

IV..“THE ONE TOO MANY.”

FEW years ago, during a ramble in Lancashire, I
came across a public-house which did its business
under the quaint signboard, *The One Too Many."”
The place was not far from the pleasant home of
William Hoyle, the well-known writer on temperance topics ;
a man who was never tired of declaring that there were a great
many more than “ one too many ” public-houses in the country.

There are, 1 believe, at the present time about 227,800
houses in the United Kingdom in which intoxicating liquors
are sold, or, in other words, one drink-shop to every thirty-six
houses throughout the country.

If the drink-shops were put end to end, and fourteen yards
of frontage allowed to each, they would form a street of houses
eighteen hundred miles long, Such a street would stretch
from Land’s End in Cornwall to John o'Groat’s at the extreme
north of Scotland twice over.

Or, if we put all the drinking-shops into one county, say the
county of Stafford, which is so densely populated, we should
require all the houses in Staffordshire, with its population of
980,000 people, and some 30,000 more houses would be needed
before all the drinksellers were accommodated.

Happily the increasing activity of temperance workers has
in recent years made it more difficult for applicants to obtain
licenses to sell intoxicating drinks than was formerly the case.
At every licensing session nowadays we hear much about the
requirements of the neighbourhood, and many are working
and praying for the time when the people of a parish will have
a voice in the settlement of the question as to how many
new public-houses, if any, that particular parish ought to have
for its requirements,

Without a doubt even one public-house is “one too many "
for some folk. Only the other day I met with a man in East
London who had upon seven different occasions saved up two
pounds ten with which to buy a new suit of clothes. On six
Saturday nights, at long intervals between, he started out
down Whitechapel High Street to a certain well-known
clothier’s to buy his new “ rig-out,” and on each occasion the
glittering gaiety of the gin-palaces proved too much for—well,
if he must have a name, let it be John Brown, Poor fellow!
from his own door to the tailor’s shop John had to pass no less
than thirteen public-houses, and they proved more than *one
too many " for him.

One of John's companions, however, took him in hand.
They went together on a certain night to a tempegance meeting
in St. Mary's Schools, and the Rev. A. J. Robinsép, who was
in the chair, urged all present to give total abstinence a trial.
The two friends agreed to follow the Rector's advice, and did
give total abstinence a trial. Soon afterwards John had again
saved up two pounds ten, and he told his friend George that he
meant to go for a suit of clothes on the following Saturday night,

“ All right,” said George. “1 shall call for you at six o'clock,
and we'll do the trot together."”

George kept his word, and John did get his suit. But it cost
twopence more than two pounds ten! Do you ask me why ?
‘Well, George is of a very practical turn of mind, and when John
was ready to “do the trot to the tailor's,” George insisted
that the journey should be made by tramcar. The two friends
had a penny ride, and for once in a way the tramcar proved
“one too many " for the thirteen gin-palaces, and my friend
John got his new suit.
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. SLANMNIE!

bemgn)ic, dear | my precious Ireasure
@on)z and fake your dinper, do,

%szzg I'll Play with you with pleasure -
y es, and hate a m@?]alz, foo- :

‘HGIB you ﬂjwug]) the orchard, n)e:.y]zz

Brig‘g you dowdn the leer]:y lege,
So well spend @ Pl’easen)f &la‘y, see,

| SFLH sz I_)igljf comes round again,

Biﬂbf; wher you musi go fo “.]zy-]a_ye."
[ myust go fo © ]ay-]ayc," feo.
[Seammye | Lammie | | shall cry § fie,” -

€m:9e, m)el faljz your eliggcr, do | ?

BIBLE EXPLORATIONS.
(NEW SERIES,)
BY THE REV, W, SUNDERLAND LEWIS, M.A.,

Vicar of St. Mary's, Hornsey Rise, N., Author of ** The Great
Problem," ete.

49. How far may Joseph of Arimathea be both compared
and contrasted with Dives in the parable ? (Luke xVi).

50. How far with aged Simeon in Luke ii. ?

51. In what verse of Luke ii. do we read of others who, in
one respect, were like both Simeon and Joseph ?

52. In what four ways did Joseph and Nicodemus resemble
each other ?

53. What special commendation is given both to Joseph and
Barnabas ?

54. How did this same Joseph and those who acted with
him show their respect for God's law ?

55. What indirect proofs have we of the greatness of the
stone with which he closed the sepulchre of the Saviour ?

56. What is true of this story of J oseph which is also true
of the stories of Christ's death and resurrection, but not true in
the same way respecting His baptism and birth ?

, 57, Whatis peculiar to St. Matthew and St. John respectively
in their accounts of the Saviour’s tomb ?

58. What is common to St. John and St. Luke, and what to
St. Matthew and St. John, on the same subject ?

59. What is common to St. Matthew and St. Mark and (ina
different form) to St, Luke ?

60, What fulfilment of prophecy was brought akout by the
action of Joseph in this matter ?
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XIV. Buriep Cumistian Nases, e

Give them a rye cake to cat.

I am your best friend, am I not ?

You should not chaff ranks of soldiers,
There is a running race in the park.

That duck ate corn yesterday. -~

XV. Conunpruss,

1o. What is that which crawls slowerthan a snail, goes
faster than lightning, and always remains in one place ?

11. Would you rather an elephant killed yov, or a gorilla ?

XVI. ANAGRAMS.

Strides pain me. I cannot go. No charm, I prove great,
Eminent as stilts. Stone Mary,
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