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Cuarrer IX.

%A DARK crLoup.”

HE infirmary was soon
reached, and on
James Watson asking
for the boy, he was
directed to the mat-
ron’s room. There
they found Charlie
sitting by the fire.
Maggie sprang to-
wards him, and al-
most smothered him
with kisses, while her
companion asked the
matron what the doc-
tors thought of the -
child.

“Oh, nothing
serious at all,” she said cheerfully.  ““The little fellow
was stunned at first, but he has been chatting away
to me this last halfhour. Wesshould have sent him
home, but Dr. Davidson said he would call, and tell
his friends to come.” L

“Yes, it was very kind of the doctor to call. We
have all been out looking for the wanderer, and are
glad to find matters are no worse. Now, Charlie, we
will soon have you home.”

The boy clung to his sister.
he asked.

“Crying for you,” replicd James, smiling, as he
lifted the child into the cab, after a warm farewell to
the matron.

“Did Maud think T was dead ?” he asked, with
earnest eyes,

“No, darling,” said Maggie tremulously, “we
hoped you were still alive, only we feared you were
lost, and we were all very, very sad to lose our Charlie.”

The little fellow brightened up at the expression_of
love, He had feared a scolding for running away,
and seemed much comforted at being so warmly
received.

The whole party were on the doorstep as the cab
drew up, and Maud flew to her brother, and threw
both arms round his neck.

“Charlie, Charlie!” she cried, “ we will never run
after soldiers again,”

James Watson smiled ; but there were. tears in
Nora’s eyes as she watched the children clinging
together.  She felt how much they needed a mother’s
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“Where is Maud?”

sheltering care, and sighed to think how little ghe
could give it them.

Charlie was soon the centre of an interested group,
as he told what he remembered of his acecident.

“1 was watching the soldiers when something
suddenly knocked me down, and I never knew any
more till I woke in bed with strange people all
around me. 1 eried alittle, but not much,” he added,
as he saw gathering tears in Maud’s eyes, “and then
1 saw Dr. Davidson, and he said he would tell you ¢ 1l
about it. I did not much like b ing in the infirmary,
but the matron was very kind, and gave me some
buttered toast and cake.”

While they were all talking, Janet came in ; and the
whole story had to be re-told for her benefit. Maggie
did not say much till she met Janet alone upstairs,
after she had put Maud and Charlie safely to bed.

“You look tired,” said Janet sympathisingly.

“1 am tired,” acknowledged Maggie; *“it was
an anxious time. It was termble to feel the dear little
fellow was lost, and through my fault.”

“How could it be your fault?” asked Janet, sur-
prised at the remark.

“T ought to do more for the little ones. 1 ought
to shelter and care for them more than 1 do. Cousin
Nora has her business to attend to, she cannot do
more for the little ones ; but T ought to care for them
better. What would dear father have said if his pet
Charlie had been lost 2

“1 don’t see why you need blame yourself. You
do look after the little ones. This was purely an
accident, and might have happened to any child. If
any one is to blame it is Maud, for she is the elder
of the two, and was told to come stgaight home. But
children do not think. Tt all happened naturally
enough. I really think, Maggie,” added Janet
kindly, “that you ought to be thanking God that
matters are no worse, instead of worrying yourself that
you cannot do more.” .

Maggaie smiled faindly. “ You always clear away the
mists, Janet. 1 can talk to you more freely than to
Cousin Nora, for I cannot bear to add even tke
tiniest weight to what she has to carry. I wish you
were not going to leave us.”

“1 shall feel leaving you all very much,” replied

Janet gently, “but I hopé we may often meet.

Greysthorpe is only an hour distant.”

“T do not like changes at all,” said Maggie grayely ;=

“they always mean loss.”

“ Not always,” returned Janet ; © changes sometimes
bring gain.. But you know, Maggie, we are going to
a Home where there are no changes, and where there
will be no possibility of loss or trial.”
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Maggie's face softened at once, “We do not think
+ half enough of it, do we?” she said earnestly. “If

only that other Home were more real to us, tflc little
trials here would take their right place.”

“Each day as it passes is bringing that Home
nearer, whether we think of it or not,” replied Janet,
as she turned to go downstairs in response to a call
from Nora.

The next month or two sped rapidly away, and
Christmas was close at hand. Janet had just left
Spring Street for Greysthorpe, where she was to stay
with seme friends of her father's until her marriage.
She was greatly missed by all, for she had endeared
herself to each one, and they feared they should
spend dull holidays without her. As Nora was
thinking what she could do to make Christmas bright
for the young folks, Alice came in to invite the whole
party to spend the day with her.

Nora hesitated about accepting, fearing the over-
work for her sister, but Alice set that at rest by
saying that Eleanor was coming, and would give her
all needed help.

“The change will be good for the young folks,”
she said cheerily, “and you will enjoy a chat with
Eleanor.”

So a brighter Christmas was spent than any one
expected. James and Alice did all they could to
interest and amuse their young guests, and Maggie
regained some of her old cheerfulness in singing over
some Christmas carols, and playing on Alice’s new
piano, that James had at last been able to buy.

Under cover of the music, Nora and Eleanor had a
quiet chat.
much to hear and tell on both sides, while both
rejoiced over the happy home in which they now
met.

“But you do not look quite the thing,” said .

Eleanor, kindly. .

“ Do I not ?” said Nora, trying to speak cheerfully.
“I ought to look- happy ; we have unceasing mercies,
and the dear children are an unfailing comfort.” Yet
Nora ended up with a little sigh.

Eleanor watched her wistfully. ;

Presently Nora looked up; ‘the others were all
busily engaged at the other end of the room.
“ Eleanor,” she said softly, “I am going to confide in
you. Do not let the others hear. I am losing my
sight; I am going blind. It is the thought of that
which tries me, and makes me low.”

Eleanor looked startled, but she said hopefully, “1
trust it.is not so bad as that, Nora. I do not wonder
your eyes pain you, you use them so closely, Have
you spoken to a doctor ?”

“Yes, I consulted Dr. Davidson.”

“What did he say ?”

“ He was very kind, but he did not give me much
hope.”

Eleanor was silent a moment. She knew how
heavily such an affliction would weigh on Nora. Her
business, and consequently her income, depended

They had not met for a year, and had -
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on her eyesight. What would become of the children
if that failed ?

“The eternal God is thy refuge,”she whisperedsofily.

“Yes,” returned Nora, “I could not have borne up
but for that.”

“Did the doctor examine your eyes ?”

“No, he only spoke generally; he said I ought to
rest them.  But you know I cannot do that.”

“The eyes are so precious, one should use every
means in one’s power to preserve them,” said Eleanor
earnestly. “Do see the doctor again, and ask him to
go thoroughly into the matter.” - :

“No, 1 think not” said Nora gently. “Dr.
Davidson has been so very kind to .us, and will
not take any pay for all his services; I could not
possibly ask him to do more. God knows all about
it, and His way is best. He can cure my eyes if He
pleases.” :

“God works by human means. We have not all
the time or skill to study our frames. I think we
should avail ourselves of the services of those who
know more than we do.”

Nora was silent ; the music had stopped, and she
did not wish to-draw attention to herself.

Presently the clear young voices rang out again,
and Nora whispered, “ Do not mention this to Alice
or the children. 'l'he! will have to know it some
time, but not just yet”

Eleanor placed her warm hand on Nbra’s. “God
comfort you, dear, and undertake for you. Do not
be too independent, Nora; ypu love to help others,
but do not like to be helped, or to let others have the
‘more blessed’ part.”

Nora smiled. The burden was greatly lifted
through this short conversation, but the others turned
away from the piano, and nothing more confidential
was said.

When Nora and her young charges had returned to
Spring Street, Eleanor spoke to James and Alice
about Nora.

“She asked me not to speak, but in a case like this,
I think it is only right to consult you. The sight is
so precious, and something might be done, if only she
had good advice.” A

“Of course,” said James, “she must have it.”

“ It seems so very dreadful to lose her sight,” said
Alice faintly, quite upset at the thought; “poor dear
Nora, what a burden for her to carry about. What
ought we to do ?”

“Would it not be the best plan for you two to
consult Dr. Davidson ?” suggested James. “You
could ask him what he thinks, and he would speak
more freely to you than to Nora.” ) :

This plan was thought wise, and one morning
Alice and Eleanor made an early call on Dr.
Davidson. They explained to him that they were
anxious about Nora, and had called without her
knowledge, to know if he really thought her eyes
were so seriously aflfected as she feared, and whether
there was no hope of a cure.

e
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“T have not examined Miss Brownlow’s eyes,” said
Dr. Davidson. “I really cannot say how they are.
I told her she must rest them.”

“She is very anxious about her sight,” said Eleanor;
“she fears she is going blind ; and she thought from
what you said that you did not think there was much
hope for her.” ;

“If she is fretting about it she will make her eyes
worse,” said the doctor quickly. “Miss Brownlow
was so very brave and calm through that terrible time
last summer, that per-

go at once to Mr. Foster, at Barmston. He is noted
for his skill with the eyes; he has made them his
special study, and has had some marvellous cures.
He is only a young man, not over thirty, I should say.
But ever since he was quite a lad he has studied the
human eye, and he seems to have some happy knack
of finding out what is the matter, You could not be
in safer hands. Go to Mr. Foster as early as possible,
and meanwhile rest your eyes.”

Nora had heard of the great oculist at Barmston,
but she felt sure that it

haps I spoke too hastily
to her. But she must
have misunderstood me.
1 told her there was no
hope for her eyes unless
she rested them. ‘There
is no hope for any over-
strained member unless
it has rest. I did not
mean thereby to say
that there was no hope
of a cure at all. But
let me impress this upon
you, that Miss Brownlow
must not strain her eyes
at all, in fact, she must
use them uns little as
possible.”

“She is so depen-
dent on her eyes for
her living,” said Alice.

“Yes, I am aware of
Miss Brownlow’s cir-
cumstances, and I feel
for her. She has acted
nobly. But there are
other ways of earning a
living than as she is
now doing. You, as
her relatives, will know
best how to advise her.
Tell your sister I will
call on her.”

So Eleanor and Alice
returned somewhat com-
forted, though greatly
perplexed as to what
Nora could do.

When  the doctor
came to see Nora he carefully examined her eyes, at
the same time frankly telling her he was no oculist,
and had not made the eyes a special study.

“The eyes are so exceedingly delicately formed,”
he said, “that I am of opinion only those should
touch them who have thoroughly studied the subject.
I know that many general practitioners do treat the
eyes; but I had a sister who lost nine-tenths of her
sight through being unskilfully treated, and perhaps
that makes me extra cautious. My adyice to you is,

would cost too much to
put herself under his
care. A man in his
position would expect
a high fee, and it would
be no good going once
for advice, unless she
followed up ‘what he
recommended. It was
an anxious time, for
Nora knew very well if
she rested her eyes it
would mean the busi-
ness dropping off, as
her helpers were not
competent to carry it
on without her. She
sat thinking deeply.
Maggie’s voice
aroused her. She had
been in the room during
the doctor’s visit, and
was now urging Nora to
g0 at once to Barmston.
“No, dear, not at
present,” said Nora
gently ; “ we must think
first whether we can
afford it. We shall need
every penny we have got

\\Erk. I fancy if we
were in the country I
should be stronger.”

“Then do let us go,
Cousin Nora. I am
sure we should all like
it.. Your health is so
precious to us. Do
think of it. There is that two hundred pounds of
father’s; do use that to go.” _

“No, dear Maggie, I should not think it right to
use that. "I'hat money is put away for you four, and
I would not touch it on any account.” 5

“ But, Cousin Nora,” said Maggie, almost crying,
“we have been sharing and using your money all
these months ; why will you not use ours when you
need it ? 7 ; .

Nora leant forward and kissed her young cousin.

“if 1 have to give up my"

-
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“We will wait and see, dear,” she said gently; “our
needs are all known to God, and He will supply them
in His own way.”

“ But, Cousin Nora, it does not seem right to wait
and pray, and expect God to work miracles, when we
have the means in our own hands.”

“1 do not consider that money in my hands at all,”
returned Nora. “ Itis your father’s money, and should
be used solely for his children.”

“You ought not to speak like that, dear,” said
Maggie sorrowfully ; “we are all one family now,
and should share and share alike. You would not
like us to refuse your help, and the shelter of
your roof.”

Nora was touched by the appeal. “Perhaps I
am Wrong, dear Maggie. I will think it over. If
1 l'n:.lcomc blind, I shall be quite dependent on
you.

“ Blind ! ” echoed Maggie, bursting into tears.

““It may come to that.”

“Then you shall see Mr. Foster at once.”

CHAPTER X.

 CHANGES AND CHANCES.”

~Y{T was long before
: Maggie went to sleep
3 that night ; she was
planning all sorts of
‘things in her busy
brain. She wondered
that Alice did no!
insist on her sister
having further advice.

that Alice had always
been so accustomed
“to Nora taking the
lead, and managing
things herself, that
she never dreamt of
deciding  for  her.
Eleanor had returned home, and there seemed no
one to act. £ :
Maggic determined that she would act, and
- promptly too; she would not see Nora going blind
for want of he.».  She determined to go to Barmston
erself, see Mr, Yoster, and ask him to come and see
Nora. For she had no hope of persuading her
cousin to go to Baunston.  She knew that when Nora
had once made up her mind she was very
determined. :
It was rather an undertaking, for Maggie had never
been so far in her life, and she could not consult
Nora, as she feared her cousin would forbid her
going.  The Christmas holidays were not yet over,
though it was nearly the middle of January, so
Douglas and the younger children would be at home.
Maggie confided in Douglas, and bade him tell Nora

~

-~

She did not know
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where she was, if she should grow anxious at her pro-
longed absence. ‘Then she started off for the
station. .

It felt very strange to be going off on a journey,
even a short one, quite alone.  But Maggie felt sure
she was doing right, and a comforting sense of God's
presence and care was about her.

When she reached Barmston, sge suddenly re-
membered that she had not Mr. Foster’s address.
For a moment she felt downcast, but on reflection
she was sure so skilful a man would be well known.
So she stepped out of the station, and accosted a
woman she saw standing there with a basket on
her arm. .

“Could you tell me the way to Mr. Foster's
house?” . .

“T am sure I don’t know,” said the woman ; * Foster
is a common enough naine. What part of the town
does he live in?”

“I don't know,” said Maggie faintly. She had not
dreamed there would be any difficulty, Barmston was
so much smaller a place thad Wykeham. She had
imagined she would only have to ask for the doctor
to find him at once.

“Why don’t you go to the Post Office?” said the
woman wisely. “I don’t live in Barmston; I only
come over now and then. But you would be sure to
find out at the Post Office.”

. “Oh, thank ycu!"' said Maggie, greatly relieved ;
“where 1s it ?”

“Just. down this street, and across the square.
You cannot miss it.”

“Good-morning. Thank you,” said Maggie, as she
stepped quickly away.

She soon got the address at the Post Office, and
easily found the house* But her heart almost failed
her as she saw what a lgrge house it was, and realised
that she had come to speak alone to a great man.
However, the thought of Nora nerved her, and she
rang the bell.

When she asked for Mr. Foster, the servant in-
quired whether she came by agpointment.

“No, not by appointment,” said Maggie ; “is that
necessary ? "

“Not always,” was the reply. “1 will see what the
master says.”

“ Please tell him I come all the way from Wykeham,
and am most anxious for a short interview.”

When Maggie was shown into the consulting room,
the doctor looked at her clear, bright eyes, and said
with a genial smile— .

“What can I do for you? You have hardly come
to consult me about-your own eyes?”

“Oh no!” replied Maggie, *it is about Cousin
Nora ; her eyes are so very bad, she fears she is going
blind. We heard you were very clever, so I came to
ask you if you ever come to Wykeham, and if you
could arrange to see my cousin.”

“ Why did not your cousin come to see me, instead
of sending you? [——"
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“Oh, Nora did not send me,” intefrupted Maggie
hastily ; “she does not even know I am here. She
would not come to you, though we begged her earnestly,
She fears she should not be able to pay you. But
you see, her eyes get worse each week, and I thought
if you were so kind and good as we heard, you would
let us pay you by instalments. You will be quite
sure of your money,” added Maggie earnestly.

The doctor’s lips twitched, but he would not let
Maggie see he was in any way amused.

“Nora is everything to us,” went on Maggie.
“When father and mother died so suddenly, she
came and took us all to her own house, and has
provided for us ever since. All the money she had
saved has gone for us, in schooling and other things,
and now that her eyes are bad, she cannot do much
at her dressmaking,” concluded Maggie abruptly.

Mr. Foster was much touched. I see,” he said
gravely. “Did you lose your parents in the terri-
ble visitation of last . k

“Well, what news?” he asked eagerly. * Cousin
Nora does not know where you have been. She
thinks you are with Mrs, Watson.”

“ Did you not tell her?”

“ No, she did not ask me.”

“There is hopeful news, Douglas; but come in,
and you shall hear all about i while 1 tell Cousin
Nora.” S

“Is that you, Maggie ?* asked Nora’s voice as they
entered.

“Yes, T am back again,” said Maggie brightly,
entering the room. 1 :

“ Where have you been, dear? I was getting quite
anxious about you. Have you been with Alice ?”

“No, I have been to Barmston.” :

“ To Barmston, my dear Maggie ! ”

“T could not bear to see you suffering, so I went
to Mr. Foster. 1 told him all about you, Cousin
Nora, and he is coming to see you next time he comes

to Wykeham.”

summer? " Y
“Yes, they both died

in one night, and no one
would come near us but
Cousin Nora. She did
everything for us, and I

cannot see her suffering
now without trying to
help her. T hope you will
not mind my telling you
all this,” she said, sud-
denly raising her earnest
eyes to the doctor’s face,
and realising that she was
taking up a good deal of
a very busy man’s time.

“Not atall. Tam glad
you came. I will do what
I can for your cousin. 1
honour you for wishing
to help one who so cared
for you, Now what is your cousin’s name, and
address ? "

*“Miss Brownlow, 17, Spring Street.”

“ And your name ?”

 Maggie Darrell.”

“Very well, Miss Darrell.
next Wednesday.
your cousin.
you to brin,

I shall be in Wykeham
If T have time I will call and see
If not, I will send you a line, and ask
Miss Brownlow to meet me at the

mfirmary. have been asked to go over to see a
special case.  But T will try and call at your house if
possible.”

“Thank you, indeed, Mr. Foster; you are most
kind,” said Maggie, warmly and gratefully.

“I trust God will enable me to give your cousin
relief;” replied the doctor hopefully, as Maggie rose
to go.

In another hour Maggie was at home again. As she
turned the corner of Spring Street she met Douglas.

SYEWHAT CAN 1 DO FOR you?'”

] “ My dear Maggie, you

pense.  Those clever
men charge so high, and
to come all this way will
double his fee.”

“ Oh no,” replied Mag-
gie cheerfully, “he will
not charge much. He
is so kind and pleasant,
Cousin Nora, 1 am sure
he will do you good. 1
told him we would be
sure to pay him, and he
will not mind waiting a
little.”

Nora was rather
troubled to think of such
a proceeding.  She would
have thought nothing of
consulting a doctor about
some one else; but to have this young girl secking
aid for her was what upset her. She had not been
accustomed to being cared for and sheltered, and
she hardly knew whether she ought to accept the
help, but she did not say much. She understood
Maggie's motive, and felt grateful to her for it.

Wednesday came row.d, and Maggie was all eager
expectation, though Nora felt anxious, fearing the
result. At three o'clock Mr. Foster came in, and his
kind, genial, sympathising manner, soon put Nora at
her ease,

After asking some questions, the doctor said, *“ Now,
will you come a little nearer the light ?”  Then, seeing
how Nora was trembling, he added, “ Do not be too
anxious ; you know all these things are in better
hands than ours.”

Maggie gave a quick smile of sympathy, and
stood by her cousin’s side to render any help she
could.

have no idea of the ex-
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“Your eyes are seriously oOverstrained,” said the
doctor at last, “but there is no disease at present.
You must rest them absolutely for some time. I mean
you must neither read, write, sew, nor do anything that
requires close looking, I do not say be idle ; that
would be bad for you in every way. But a woman
can find plenty to do about the house, and it is
imperative that you should be a great deal in the
open air.”

Nora looked up anxiously. “ My work requires me
to be indoors,” she said. '

“Can you not do something else foraliving? Miss
Darrell told me something of your affairs, so you will
not think me intrusive.” :

“Indeed, no,” replied Nora; “you are very kind.
But it is a serious thing to make such a change.”

It will be more serious not to make it,” returned
Mr. Foster. “I do not wish to alarm you, but if you
persist in using your eyes active disease will set in,
and then one cannot say what the consequences may
be. I quite hope, with God’s blessing, that by rest,
and the remedies I shall give you, your eycs may be
comparatively strong again; but you must not use
them for a considerable time.”

“Thank you,” said Nora; “it is best to know how
matters really are. I will do my utmost to take
care.”

“You will rest your eyes entirely,” said Maggie
gently, but decidedly. “Now that you have good
advice, you must follow it. How would country air
do for Miss Brownlow ?” she asked, turning to Mr.
Foster.

“The best thing she could have, far better than
the air of a town, especially a depressing place like
Wykeham.”

“Do you think Wykeham unhealthy?" asked Nora.

“No, I do not say that. But it is not a bracing

‘place, and you need strong clear air. Get away by

all means, if you can. I will lcok in this day next
week.” ’

“Qh, do not trouble to do that,” began Nora.

“1 certainly shall,” said the doctor, laughing. “Ido
not soon give up a patient, Miss Brownlow. Good-
morning ; I shall look in next Wednesday.”

“\We shall never be able to pay him,” said Nora
anxiously, when the doctor was gone.

“Ves we shall,” said Maggie hopefully ; “you look
too much on the dark side, Cousin Nora, and you
know, dear,” she added caressingly, ““you are not as
willing to receive benefits as you should be.”

“ But my business will all go if I lay up.”

“\Well, you shall sell it, and think of something else
todo. There is that money of father's; we will start
something with that. It is no good shaking your head,
dear; we are going to take care of you now.”

“You seem grown-up all of a sudden, Maggie,” said
Nora, smiling ; “ do not take too many cares on you.
We will commit our case to God, and He will under-
take for us.”

Friends gathered round Nora whea the doctor’s

opinion was known, and all agreed that she ought
to follow the advice given, and seek country air.
Alice felt very grieved to think of parting with her
sister, yet she saw it would be the right thing to do,
and she did her best to strengthen and comfort her.
But while Nora felt grateful for all the love and
sympathy shown, her greatest comfort came through
the children. Maggie took every burden and difficulty
on herself, and decided many a question in a wise
and capable way. Douglas, too, was very loving and
helpful.

“Let me leave school, Cousin Nora,” he said one
day, “and try to earn something. I should soon get
on, I am sure, and I will bring all I earn to you.”

Nora fully appreciated the boy’s kindness, for she
knew it would be a trial to him to leave school, as he
loved his books, and was anxious to get on.

It was not long before Mr. Stevenson called. Nora
was thankful to have a quiet talk with him ; she was
sure she should get some wise advice.

After sympathising with her in the trial of being
laid aside, he asked, “What are you thinking of
doing? "

I hardly know,” replied Nora ; ‘it seems right to
try and go into some country village, as the doctor
says I should recover more rapidly there. But it is
difficult to know what to do ; my capital is nearly all
gone, and I could not use the sum Mr. Darrell left.”

“ Why not, Miss Brownlow ?”

“ It is Mr. Darrell’s money, and should be used
solely for his children. I could not bear to touch
it,” said Nora earnestly.

“T think you are wrong,” said the Vicar gently.
“You ought not to feel like that, Miss Brownlow. It
is not as if you would use the money only for yourself.
T'o take the money at this juncture would be for the
benefit of all. I fear you are rather too independent,
though I can understand your feeling. What is the
opinion of your sister, and Miss Darrell?”

“(Oh, they both urge me to use it. They think if
we bought a small farm, poultry-farm, I mean, or
some small business, we might soon earn a living
But I fearto take their advice; they only think of
what is best for myself, and I have to think of the
children.” >

“ But if your health failed, what would become of
them ?”

“ But Mr. Darrell never meant his children to lead
a country life, earning their livin% I feel troubled to
think they should have to do so.

“You have nothing to do with that,” said Mr.
Stevenson quickly ; ““ you have to deal with things as
they are. ‘These children are left on your hands, and
with this money you might all earn a comfortable
living. I think you are bound to take it, and use it
for the good of all. Are you not a little losing sight
of God’s will in the matter ?” ;

% Perhaps so,” said Nora,"srowly, “but I really
want to do right.”

“1 am sure of it,” was the hearty response, “and -
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THE SEA.
BY THE REV. GORDON CALTHROP, M.A.,
Vicar of St. Augustine's, Hightury, and Prebendary of St Paui's ; Author of % The Preacher’s Commentary on the Gospel of St. Fohn!
Boo;'{tim‘u‘:?:}cs of the sea are mighty and rage horribly: but yet the Lord, who dwelleth on high, is mightier."—PsaLy xciii. 5 (Prayer _

¥ HE sea has many moods. Sometimes it lies
calm and quiet. There is scarcely a ‘move-
ment to disturb the glassiness of its surface,

and all that you hear is the drowsy wash of the waves

among the pebbles of the shore. Then—the sea seems
to be the most harmless and gentle thing in the world.
At another time it dances, and glitters with innumer-
able ripples in the light of the sun, whilst vessels
spread their white sails and speed joyfully to and fro.
But presently a change comes, The stormy winds begin
to blow ; the billows rise and swell and clash together ;
the uproar increases ; and strong ships, driven awhile
at the mercy of the storm, are flung at last upon
rocks, and sink with all on board. What a sight it is !
All is confusion. The elements are uncontrolled and
uncontrollable. And man, in their grasp, is powerless.
He can do nothing to save himself.

Now such a scene as this the sacred writer had
witnessed,—probably from some lofty mountain-top in
his native land,—and the thoughts thus suggested to
him are put down in the Psalm from which our text
has been taken, ‘There are times in our human life
wihen the forces of the world and the passions of men
appear to be let loose to work their own will ; when
all is confusion ; and all that is good and true is in
danger of being utterly overwhelmed and lost ; and
men stand looking on in terror, not knowing what is
coming next. How helpless we feel then! How full
of apprehension we are! But the Psalmist bids us
remember that, as with the storms at sea, so here
God ruleth over all. Yes; God holds these appa-
rently uncontrollable forces in His hands just as a
skilful rider checks and guides a fiery horse, and
makes everything bend to His own will, and to the
accomplishment of His own great purposes. “ The
waves of the sea are mighty: but the Lord, who
dwelleth on high, is mightier.”

Such is the meaning of the Psalm. Let us see how
1t applies—first, to the state of the world at large ;
then to the state of the Church of Christ; and, lastly,
to our own experience.

1. 7o the state of the world. To look at it is very
much like looking at a storm at sea. At home we

love Him.

have the strife of politicians and statesmen ; abroad,
tidings of battle and the ominous sound of gathering
legions, like the first low mutterings of a thunderstorm,
threatening an outburst of war. Do you ever read
the newspapers ? If so, you find in them tidings from
all parts of the world—from France, and Germany,
and Prussia, and Italy, and Spain, and America, and
China, and India, from mysterieus old Africa, and
from the islands of the sea. How much passes before
us in those printed pages : How much of the restless
struggle and conflict of the human race! How much
turmoil ! How much oppression ! How much misery !
And, also, how much goodness! But is it all a great
tangle, a scene of confusion? Do things happen by
chance? Notso. “The Lord reigneth.” He holds
the threads in His hands. He controls all things.
Jesus on His mediatorial throne is ‘““the Prince of
the kings of the earth.”

2. 7o the state of the Church of Christ.  Every now
and then we tremble, like the high-priest Eli, for
the ark of God—so powerful are the attacks made
upon it—so unrelenting its foes. They come in like
a flood. Thirty years ago not-many were bold enough
to avow themselves atheists, or to tell us that it is
impossible for the human mind to attain to the know-
ledge of God. Itisnot sonow. Thirty years ago infi-
delity was quiescent, if not silent. Now it is rampant. It
meets us at every turn, and even dogs the footsteps
of the missionary as he preaches the Gospel of Christ
in foreign lands. TIs not the scene like the tumultuous
raging of the sea? But why be alarmed ? The Lord
who sitteth on high is mightier, and the gates of hell
shall not prevail against the Church of Jesus Christ.

3. v our own experience. That, too, sometimes
seems a tangled skein, a maze without a plan. In
our business there are difficulties and disappointments.
In our health there are ups and downs. Frequently
there are things we cannot account for ; which we did "
not reckon upon ; which, perhaps, we say we did not
deserve. But the Lord Jesus sits bekind the screen,

.

ruling, guiding, controlling, adjusting, ordering, making
all things wwork together for gm?ﬂ Fo
“The Lord reigneth.”

r the people who







OUR PARISH CHURCHES.
IX.—CIRENCESTER.

R IRENCESTER is placed at the crossing of two
¥ Roman roads, the “ Foss Way " from Bath to

' Lincoln, and the Ermine Street from Gloucester,
running south-east. It is a very quiet little town, and a
very pretty one, and the church is an exceedingly fine
building, its internal length being 157 feet and its breadth
104 feet.

%t is built almost entirely in the Perpendicular style of the
filteenth century, but parts remain which are considerably
older, and it has been added to subsequently. Its size,
fine workmanship, and beautiful proportions raise it to a
much higher level of interest than attaches to most country
town churches.

The most noticeable features are the tower, panelled and
pinnacled, with its wonderful flying buttresses; and the
curious porch, which is in itself a large building, and is used
as a town hall. The tower is 150 feet high to the top of
the pinnacles. It is of singular beauty, both from its
exquisite proportions, and the panelling with which its
three storeys are covered.

This is one of the few churches that has a complete peal
of twelve bells; the tenor weighs about 36 cwt. ; that is to
say, twice as large as most tenor bells in peals of eight.
Round the battlements of the nave are two series of most
interesting figures carved in stone, interesting as represent-
ing the social life and customs of those days. One series
is a “Whitsun Ale,” a feast which still survives, in a
modified sense, up till now in many parts of the country.
The chief figure is that of the king or lord of the feast
holding a scroll on which is written “ Be Merrie ;" others
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are the queen, musicians, and a court fool. The other
is probably one of the “Miracle Plays,” popular in the
Middle Ages, the forerunners of the regular drama.

Inside the church, perhaps the best view is obtained
from the south-west, where one gets a good idea both of
the height and breadth of the building, ~ The clustered
piers of the nave are carried to a great eight, and im-
mediately above are the clerestory windows, which have
their lower half blind, suggesting a triforium. Over the
‘chancel arch is the broad window that is so cln;ﬂn:
feature in several of the larger churches in Oxfi i
and Gloucestershire.

Beyond the north aisle, which is itself about the height
of the nave of most churches, with clerestory windows, is
another aisle, divided from the church by a stone screen,
It contains many monuments of the Bathurst family, and
on the floor, at the east end, are several brasses. Those
of Richard Dixton, Esq, 1438, and of Robert Pagge,
wool merchant, and his wife, 1440, are very Leantiful
Ones. :

On the south side of the chancel is a chapel of earlier
date, in the Early English style of the thirteenth century.
On the north side there are two chapels; the one a narrow
strip, continuing the aisle, and a further one. The roof of
the former is of stone, a most beautiful example of fan

tracery.

Ahhough there are a good many monuments in the
church, there are none that are especially remarkable.
One exception, although it may seem a very small one, I
venture to quote. The stone is, alas ! lost, but happily the
verse has survived. It was written by a rector in the last
century :—

% Loe cruel death has hurried hence

A little world of innocence ;

Thus early fruits are often found,

Like her, betii to the ground.

Mercy's not lost ; 's only one
From misery to mercy gone.”

The Rev. E. A. Fuller, who was assistant curate at
Cirencester in 1865-7, has written an excellent descriptive
handbook, in which he remarks: “The great restoration,
under Sir Gilbert Scott's direction, was not commenced
till 1865, but during the previous twenty years some be-
ginnings had been made at the suggestion of the then
vicar, the Rev. W. F. Powell, and where necessary, under
that architect’s advice. The final work of restoration was
begun in June 1863, and continued till November 1867, at
a cost of over £14,000. The work was most carefully
superintended, and Sir Gilbert Scott wonld not allow any
portion of the fabric to be rebnilt except where it was
absolutely necessary, while he was exceedingly anxious
about preserving every piece of ancient work possible.”

The parish registers commence in 1560, and are perfect
from that date, with the exception of four years, from April
1581 to May 1585, .

he organ, originally built by Green, in its present form
was erected by Messrs. Gray & Davison, with many new
stops, the case being designed by Sir Gilbert Scott. There
was a stipend for an orgatr player in the fiftcenth century,
but this was confiscated in 1548, and on the rebuilding of
the nave in the reign of Henry VIIL, Henry Tapper be-
queathed /4 “towards the bying of a new paier of organs,”
so called from the double ‘pellows. In 1685 a new organ
was purchased, and this was replaced by Green'’s organ in

-

1790. 3
%%e present Vicar is the Ven. Henry Rudge Hayward,
who received the appointment in 1881, and became Arch-
deacon of Cirencester two years later.
RanpaLr Davies,
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THE BISHOF OF EAST EQUATORIAL AFRICA.

REPRESENTATIVE CHURCHMEN,

IX.—THE BisHoP OF EAsT EQUATORIAL
AFRICA. =

fpfl HE RIGHT REV. ROBERT ALFRED

i TUCKER, M.A., who was consecrated in
Lambeth Parish Church on St. Mark’s Day
Bishop of East Equatorial Africa, has the rare dis-
tinction of being the only unbeneficed clergyman
not actually a missionary, promoted to the episcopate
within modern times.

Bishop Tucker, although nearly forty years of age,
has only been in Holy Orders since 1882, having in
early life followed the profession of an artist. Paint-
ing under the signature of “Alfred Maille,” he
established a reputation in art circles, especially in his
treatment of his favourite studies of street architecture,
picturesque Westmoreland farms, and old ecclesiastical
buildings. He belongs to a family of artists, whose pic-
tures have often graced the walls of the Royal Academy.

The Bishop graduated at Oxford in 1882, proceed-
ing to the M:A. degree in 1886. The University has
resolved to confer upon him the honorary degree of
D.D., but as it is contrary to precedent to confer such
degrees on persons in their absence, the actual be-
stowal of the degree must be postponed until the
Bishop returns to England. When at Oxford he
took a very active partin open-air preaching and other
work of the undergraduate movement, which owed

so much to the late Henry Bazeley. His first curacy
was at St. Andrew-the-less, Clifton, Bristol, under the
Rev. E. P. Hathaway ; but in 1885 he removed to
St. Nicholas’y, Durham, where he was a most devoted
fellow-helper of the Rev. H. E. Fox. In both
parishes Mr. Tucker’s labours were performed with a
zeal and an aptitude, and with evidence of capacity
for higher work, which did not pass unnoticed by
those who knew the man and were competent to judge.

Bishop Tucker is a total abstainer, and a staunch
supporter and advocate of the Temperance movement.
He is an enthusiastic lover of athletic sports. Some
fifteen years since the Ambleside football team, which
repeatedly proved its prowess when matched against
some of the leading Lancashire teams, was never con-
sidered complete without him. The nerve and vigour
and endurance which enabled him to perform the
greatest walking feat on record in the Lake country,
namely, a walk of sixty-four miles, including an ascent
of the four highest mountains in England (twelve
thousand feet of climbing), in one day, will doubtless
avail him in the arduous journeys and amidst the
dangers of the widespread diocese of Eastern Africa,
extending as it does seven hundred miles inland from
the diocesan seat of Freretown to the western shores
of Lake Victoria. It is a matter for congratulation
that the missionary diocese served so faithfully by
Bishops Hannington and Parker, and rendered so
dear to English Christians by their toils and deaths,
has found so worthy, wise, devout, and laborious a
chief { pastor as Bishop Tucker.

On leaving Durham the Bishop was presented, at a
great meeting in the Town Hall, with a purse of one
hundred and fifty sovereigns. The Rev. H. E. F 0x,
as the representative of the Young Men’s Association
and the Men’s Bible Class, also presented him with
a dressing-case, and a pocket Bible, ** with the hope
that he would it as a crusader’s flag into the
heart of Africa.” The gift of money was entirely
spontaneous—not a single subscription having been
solicited from any one.

The courageous devotion of the new Bishop was
strikingly shown by the-characteristic energy which
-led him to start for East Africa on the evening of his
consecration.  In a letter written, on the voyage out,
to the Editorial Secretary of the C.M.S., the Bishop

* says —

1 have great faith in the radiating power of Christianity, and
therefore it is that I rejoice in the central position of the Uganda
Church. Let us but give ourselves to the feeding of the flame
which God has kindled in so marvellous a manner, and the light of
truth, radiating north, souch, east, and west, will pierce the surround-
ing darkness. And great will be the glory that will accrue to the
Nanirz:hof our God. ; i

**I have had so far a very prosperous journey. e prayers of
God's dear people are be?y% answered even to rtht-. details of the
journey of him whom they are sustaining so much by their inter-
cession. That God may give you all needed strength for your
work, and shuudamly bless your labours to His own glory, is my
most earnest prayer.'

Our portrait has been engraved by Mr. Richard
Taylor, from a photograph by Messrs. Elliott & Fry,
56, Baker Street, W, :
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Now to get at the toot of the difficulty. John works
hard ”

“And so do you? No doubt; but let me finish
my sentence. John works hard, is away all day, and
comes home very tired. Now man is a sensitive
animal ; you must have regard to his little whims, so
long as they are not against principle or' right.  When
John comes in at the door he wants to see the room
bright and orderly, a smiling wife, clean and neat,
the kettle singing on the hob, and the tea laid on the
table. Is that how he found it yesterday?”

“No, you had just stepped out for a minute’s
chat with Mrs. Simpson over the way, and forgot how
time went?”

“So I suppose John came in and found an empty
house and no signs of tea?”

“Yes, he did? Just as I thought; but doesn’t
it occur to you that this was exactly the kind of
thing to make him angry? However, you were, of
course, careful to tell him how sorry you were for
leaving him to come home tired and hungry to a cold
welcome ? ”

“No, indeed, if he liked to be ill-tempered, he
could. Ah! that was another mistake. To begin
with, you were in the wrong at first; then you were
doubly wrong in not confessing the, fault and doing
your best to bring peace around. 'Many a foolish
woman thinks it beneath her dignity to admit a
mistake  If they give their husbands reason to com-
plain, they try to cover up their own wrong-doings
by a show of bad temper. That is an excellent way
to make a bad husband and a wretched home.”

“You are sure you don’t want that? Then turn
over a new leaf. Remember that married people
must be willing to give as well as take. Each must
practise conciliation” if there is to be peace in the
home. Mistakes will happen in every household, but
never be ashamed of confessing a fault. Don’t meet
angry words with angry words, or temper with temper.
Never fancy that it is weak or cowardly to answer a
frown with a smile. If you love your husband, make
a sacrifice for him, and before telling yourself that he
is not what he was in the old courting days, be sure
that it is not you who have changed: If you will only
think how great honour God has put upon the estate
of matrimony, I am sure you will see that He will
help you to do your duty in it—provided that you are
in earnest when you ask His help.”

To Sunday-School Teachers.—Alwsys commence your
work of preparation with prayer ; get the lesson you intend to
teach thoroughly into your mind ; illustrations are most valuable,
but use them not for their own sake, but as helps to make the
lesson attractive, and to bring it home to the members of your
class.  Don't forget that your aim should be to win the children
for Christ, to instruct them in the life of God, and to make
them intelligent members of the Church to which you belong.
-;_’I‘u;: 3 Rev. J. Eustace BRENaAN, M.A., in *“ Golden
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COTTAGE COOKERY.
BY M. RAE,
Certificated Teacher of Cookery.
1I. BoiLine.

HE rules for boil-
ing meat arc
nearly the samc
as those for
roasting, the ob-
ject  of hoth
these  methods
of cooking being
exactly alike —
namely, to retain
the red juices of
the meat, and
render the other

arts digestible.

he time allowed
for cooking and
the preliminary
preparations are
also the same as
forroasting. After
ascertaining the

“weight of the joint, wipe it all over, and if necessary bind

firmly into shaE: with string or tape; but on no account
ierce it with skewers. Now e the meat into enough
iling water to cover it, putting the side downwards that
will be served upper-most, because some particles of scum
may possiby adhere to it, and the joint will consequently
not look so well on one side. Let it boil for three minutes,
then draw the saucepan to the side of the fire, and keep the
contents simmering—that is, boiling ery gently—until the
meat is cooked. Carefully remove the scum as it rises,
using for this purpose a metal, #0f a wooden, spoon, and do
not forget to keep the lid on the saucepan.
Root vegetables, such as carrots, parsnips, tumnips, ete,,
are usually served with boiled meat, and should be cooked
at the same time, as the flavour of both is thereby much

improved. The liquor left after the meat is boiled can

be kept until the next day, and used in making soup.
If the simple rules here laid down are carried out, no
one will be able .to gnote the old saying that * Boiled
meat is spoiled meat,” and housewives who find it
somewhat difficult to obtain variety of fare will be glad
oceasionally to boil a joint by way of change. There is,
no doubt; some truth in the objection that a boiled leg
of mutton is more unsightly than a roasted oné; but the
way to improve its appearance is to cover it with a
thick sauce, either onion, caper, or parsley. The founda-
tion of these sauces is precisely the same—one table-
spoonful of flour to half-a-pint of milk, salt and pepper
to taste. Put the flour into a basin, pour in the milk
gradually, and mix smoothly, pressing out all lumps with
the back of the spoon. Add pepper and salt, and boil in
a small saucepan for three minutes.

If onion sauce is required, boil an onion until tender, chop finely, and
mix with the sauce after ithas boiled. Forcaper sauce proceed as before,

- using a table-spoonful of capers instead of onion. To make parsley sauce

pick a handful from the stalks, wash in cold water, dry in a cloth, and
chop slightly. Do not put it into the sauce until the minute before you
are going to use it, or the sauce will look more green instead of white.

Salte fand pork take twenty minutes to each pound, and twenty
over ta make them eatable. The process of pickling draws out the
;_mou of meat, ond salt beef is consequently not nearly so nourishing as
resh, A picee of brisket of bmfreq'l:jrea thirty minutes to each pound,
nmh:hirtg :1\':1-, as it is exceedingly hard, though perfectly tender, when
well cooked.

-
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- A NOVEMBER DAY. ]

NED o'er the forest peers the setting sun, Now the tired hunter winds a parting note,
The line of yellow light dies fast away And Echo bids good-night from every glade;
hat crowned the castesn copse : and chill and dun Yet wait awhile, and see the calm leaves float,
Falls on the moor the bricf November day. Each to his rest beneath their pacent shade,

Joun Kenie,

&
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USEFUL DOMESTIC AMATEUR
HANDICRAFT.

BY W. W. BEAUMONT, CE.

E think few of the many
hundreds of thousands of
Englishmen who are house-
holders and are not handi-
craftsmen have any idea ot
either the value or the plea-
sure derivable from the
ability to use tools. Most
men  can  use gardening
tools more or less to their
own satisfaction, though
perhaps to little purpose;
but gardening can only be
done during fine weather
and daylight. There are
other tools, including pens,
drawing instruments, books,

etc., but the tools which the writer wishes to commend

to the patient attention of the business man who would
like a useful leisure occupation, are chiefly those com-
monly known as carpenter’s tools, though he will have
occasionally to refer to a few which are as much or more
used by other artisans. Not only are business men losers
of the pleasure which may be derived from the use of
tools, but they lose a recreative diversion from the subjects
that in many cases monotonously occupy them durin

business hours, diversion which renews their menllﬁ
energy for their daily work. Beyond this there is the fur-
ther money value of the things they may make or repair
for themselves instead of calling in the tradesman for
whose assistance they have often to wait and always to

ay.

2 gome one has said that the characteristic which most
distinguishes man from other animals is that he is a tool-
using animal. There is no doubt that man has risen in the
intellectual scale and advanced in welfare, in proportion
as he acquired the ability to make and use tools, and
also to make use of machines that will perform all labori-
ous work of repetition character. Economically it is, of
course, better that the head should be employed in direct-
ing the performance of work by iron muscles, than that
man should remain simply a muscular machine.

There are, however, very numerous occupations which
require the combined effort of muscle and of brain in the
performance of work by means of tools. Amongst them
are those to which the attention may be turned for pleasure
and profit.

Many men, untrained in the art of using carpentering
tools, have failed in attempts to teach themselves from one
cause—namely, the want of patience. Men who will
patiently endure great discomfort in consequence of the
want of a little shelf, or of the application of a draught-
strip at the bottom of a door, or of the repair of a bell-
handle or blind-pull, will lose all patience in sharpening a
chisel or bradawl that would not occupy them five minutes,
or of a plane-iron that could be put into good condition in
less, A man who would be very particular that he had
exactly the right point to his pen will be annoyed if a blunt
and cornerless bradaw! spliss a small piece of wood he is
trying to piq;ie with it. Yet five minutes would enable
him to put the awl in working order. It is well known
that the bad workman quarrels with his tools, but that is
Yecanse he keeps them i bad condition.  He has not the
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patience that will enable him to perform 20 per cent. moré
work by expending 5 per cent. more on his tools. One of
the first things the amateur has to learn is, that patience is
the most important of the qualifications necessay to sue-
cess in using tools. A little real patience at first goes a
very long way towards getting over the chief causes of
failure and discouragement.

There is, perhaps, no simpler thing on earth than making
a bradawl hole in a thin, narrow piece of wood. The
impatient amateur will use, say, half a minute in trying to
make one, and because he has not had the patience to
keep the bradawl in good order, and next to work the brad-
awl gently and in the proper way, he splits the wood, and
leaves the work in disgust. The man who has had the

atience to work properly uses three-quarters of a minute
instead of half a minute, with the very great difference in
his favour that he succeeds. The amateur will often try to
do with bad tools something that the practised workman
would only attempt with the best. It is not surprising then
that many fail.

Assuming now that the reader, having read these pre-
liminary warnings, is of opinion that he can command the
necessary patience to enable him to secure for himself the
pleasures that the use of tools will afford, the first thing to
do is to get some tools. Firstly, he must have a bench of
some kind, and a place to put it in. Those who have no
need to consider the cost can buy a bench ready-made
from one of several well-known tool-shops in London, or
from most ironmongers ; and those who can afford this need
only to be told that it is a mistake to buy one less than
5 ft. in length, and a longer one is better. Others who do
not wish to go to this expense may do very well with a
strg_r':gl_ _-;:lladg_ kitctilx_lin tabllt:,e;ll; ft. 6 in. or §
and 2 ft. in width, the  being stayed wi .
strute descen ) "%&?‘iﬁe rear legs and

nding from the junctio
the table top to the lower part of the front legs, or the legs
which are on the left Imngfl This will prevent the table
from growing rickety under the influence of the pushing
and jerking of such work as planing. The better way is
to make a bench, and hereafter we may give sketches that
will show how this may be done at a comparatively small
expense. To the reader who would say he could get on
very well without a bench of some kind, we should say, do
not try. The discomfort of trying to work on a small table,
or one that may not be treated as a bench, is too great to
permit any one to do anything worth doing, except construct
such small things as are made of fretsaw work. The bench
is a most important item, and it should, if possible, be
placed where it can be fixed, and in a good light. It
should not be supposed to be available for other houschold
purposes or for any odd work the servants in a house may
choose. If it is used for other purposes, it will require as
much time to clear it and clean it as the amateur may
sometimes have at his disposal, and consequently his work
will not be done. .

Now for some edge-tools. The following must be had
for the most unambitious of work.

M"‘.
e T

R = P

1. A hand or panel saw. For general purposes, when
only one saw is bought, a 20-in. saw, with eight teeth
to the inch, will be found the mest useful. A good one
will cost 8. gd.

ditiro ‘n];;i’rﬁ‘e‘%’.]
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tha:'x that if it be necessary to reduce the number to secure
quality.

So far we have done no more than treat of the value of
tools, and to make a selection for the youth or man who
is desirous of taking up a much neglected and valuable
recreation. Hereafter we will do some work with the
tools; and in order that our lessons may not be too dry,
we will make something while we learn to use the tools.
It may be remarked, in concluding this article, that the
amateur who does not aspire to making small articles of
furniture or fixtures, but who wishes to be able to do an
occasional repair or put up shelves, may do with the tools
given under the numbers 1 to 6, with only the J-in. chisel
mentioned under 7, with Nos. 15, 16, and 17, minus the
compasses,

BIBLE EXPLORATIONS.
(NeEw Skries.)

BY THE REV. W. SUNDERLAND LEWIS, M.A,,
Vicar of St. Mary's, Hornsey Rise, N., Author of " The Great
Problem," ete,

121. What is there to show that the man “full of leprosy 2
:;:;:t?ioned in Luke v. 12 was full of humility and carnestness
122. What special grace was he not quite full of, judgin
from the end o_fpgnt verse? 2 B e
123. How does he seem to have differed in this matter from

the poor man mentioned in Mark ix. 247

124, How can it be shown that the woman mentioned in
Matt. xv 21-28 differed in the same matter from both these
men ?

125. What was there in her case, and in that described in
Matt. viii. 5-13, to make this specially worthy of note ?

126, How does Luke v. 13-16, exhibit the Saviour as full of
compassion, of power, and of respect for the “ Lyw " ?

127. What passages in Matt vi., xiv., and Mark vi, may verses
15, 16 remind us of ? and in what way ?

128. What very special fulness of authority do we find in this
chapter (Luke v.) ? and how was it vindicated when called in
question ?

129. What illustrations do we find in the same chapter of
fulness of infirmity in close connection with fulness of faith ?

130. How do verses 25, 26 go to prove that the palsicd man
brought to the Saviour was both truly cured and forgiven ?

131, Of what verses in Matt. xxi. and Luke xviii, miy verses
29-32 in this chapter remind us ?

ower " of the Saviour 2

v I‘RIZ In what two ways did Levi show himself a true
L
-

OUR PUZZLE CORNER.
CONDUCTED BY M.A. (OXON.)
XXX Puzzie Eritarn.

fspdc

=2

HT O =0T 4 =5n
svo ———0r e -
=T O DD T
L At B - B - B T - B B TR

AR EmRT AT U -0 0 e
=0T o RdoT 0 -0 0 =
A0 muTAanEoATA=mD0
ﬂapli‘unnn-::na'uu—.a
L e - - B - R

WO onNnO =T a=-0n067

TO0Smagd 0T a=~300

TOO0Sag7goTa~~3noDo
BEWEOS T 06T B
MET O NS e =200 0 -
Ot oo B3 O0T B -0
A0 —RTYooIcoegn-—00
“A0=uTO06T Y 00
-0 BT OT O -0 0 =

. ans
A 035 e

=,
5,
=
=2
g-na:r--;*uo--ov-tn-:!ﬂﬂ

&
&

How man; ginning at the

capital S in

g
g

d,

=
:
v

the middle ?

e Jacob coloured. * Not
‘often anywhere. 1 have not been even to our own
syn ue since my grandmother died.”

THE CHURCH MONTHLY.

NELLIE'S FIRST-FRUITS.
BY E. A. CAMPBELL,
Author of ' Miss Priss)" * Pierre Richards,” ete.,
CHAPTER V.
“IN THE CHURCH,”

T was on the second
Sunday afternoon after
his arrival at Barton’s
Farm that Nellie and
Jacob were sitting in the
vrchard with a large |
dish of late gooseberries ‘
between them.

“ Next Sunday you
will be able to go to
church, Jacob,” she
remarked.  “ You will
be able to bear sitting
by that time.”

“I don't go to your
church  you  know,
Nellie.”

“No, auntie told me
all about it, but, _gcob,

where do yon

‘hen that is i r of " said ie
gl oo D ot Jour A cllic onmon
% we ought to go

to church? But I forgot; you haven't got the New
Testament in your Bible—have you?—so you couldn't
be supposed to know, poor boy. Well, 1 am very sorry
for you. I shouldn't like it if 1 could only read the Old
Testament. Why, you miss all the beautiful story of when
our Lord was a dear little baby, just a wee, helpless little
thing like the one we saw yesterday, and He was laid in a
manger because His mother couldn't afford a cradle to put
Him in, Just think of that, Jacob! The Lord of all the
earth laid in a manger. Ah, how good He was to come
down to us here! But you will go to church next Sunday,
now, won't you, for it will be the Harvest Thanksgiving, and
you would like to thank God for all He has given you, 1 am
sure; now, wouldn't you? God our Father is the God you
worship, you know.”

Jacob looked uncomfortable. He had put away all
thought of religion from him-of late, and he did not wish
to be reminded of it; and besides Nellie and all here were
s0 kind to him, he would not like to say anything against
their manner of worship, so he mumbled something about
“Perhaps he would go if he felt well enough.”

“Then I'll tell you a secret, Jacob. 1 haven't told a
creature yet, but I mean to ask mother about it to-night.
Just lean this way, look at that tree—the little one.  There,
now, do you see that beautiful apilc upon it ? Well, that
is my very own, and I mean to ask mother to let me take
it down to the church on Saturday when they are decorating
for the Harvest Festival. Won't it be nice to be able to
give something of my very own to help decorate the church ?
Mr, Banks, the gardener at the Hall, gave me fhat tree. He
had grafted it himsell, and he said it was one of the very
best apples you could get. 1 am so glad, because I like to
give something good.”

The same evening, while they were at tea, Nellie broached
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H ' Th Ve W
SITTING IN THE ORCHARD,

the subject. * Mother, may I have my apple off my tree to
do what I like with ?”
“ Why, of course you may, Nellie; it is your own.”
“Then, father, I will get you to pick it for me next

. Saturday morning, and I will take it down to the church.

Mr. Stayner said to-day he would be glad of any offerings
of fruit and flowers for the Harvest Festival.”

“ Well, little one, you needn't give up your only apple,
for I shall send down some of the primest rosy cheeks I
can find,” said her father.

“Yes, father, but then that would not be giving it myself.
You see, I want to give something of my very own, because
1 remember what Mr. Stayner said in a sermon once, He
said we were all to do what we could ourselves, and not to
think of what other people could or could not give. 1 want
to do what 1 can, and | haven't anything of my own to
give except that apple.”

“You shall do what you like with it Nellie, only 1
thought you wanted it to crown the dish at your birthday
feast next week.”

* So I did, mother, but 1 should like to send it to the
church better, It is so little I can do ; and then you know
the fruit is to be sent to the hospital at Walford after it
comes out of church. Just fancy how pleastd somebody
will be to get that lovely apple.”

“You're just like your Aunt Hind,” said her mother
fondly. “It was always give away her best with her, and
then she gave herself away at last to a poor, weakly, help-
less creature that she had to work and toil for all the days
of her life.,”

During all the week Nellie paid daily visits to the apple-
tree to assure hersell that the precious fruit was safe;
and on the Saturday morning she accompanied Jack, who
carried down a wheat-sheat of his own making, to the
church.

" Mr, Stayner was quite pleased with the apple when I

told him it was my very own, and the first fruit my
tree had borne, and he patted me on the head and said,
‘ Gad bless you, my child; may you always be willing to
devote your first fruits to His service.” And then he took
me down to where Miss Stayner was at work, and gave
her the apple, and told her all about it, and she just took it
and put it at the top of a little pile in front of the lectern.
Wasn't it good of her? And it looks so nice ; and, oh! 1
do feel so happy. Miss Stayner let me stay and help her,
and she says 1 am so handy | may come and help her at
Christmas too. I‘ust isn't it nice 7 And you will be sure
to come to church to-morrow, Jacob? You will like to see
my apple, 1 know. The rosiest side is turned to the con-
gregation, and it is quite at the top ; you can't mistake it."

Jacob pondered the matter over by himself that evening.
He was anxious to please Nellie, and he could not see that
lie should get much harm in going into a Christian church
just for once. Nellie was right about their worshipping the
same God. What his mother spoke of as the God of
Abraham was the same that Nellie meant by God the
Father; and she was right, too, when she said they ought
to be thankful for the bounteous harvest. So the next
morning, when Nellie again asked if he felt well enough to
g0, Jacob smiled and nodded, and told her, “ Oh yes; he
was going just to please her.”

“Then I will use the beautiful large Prayer-Book that
Aunt Hind sent me for my birthday last year. I put it away
to use when 1 am bigger, but I will bring it out today, and
then you can look over, and I will show you the places.”

Jacob felt a curious sensation when, following the
example of Mr. Lawson and Jack, he removed his hat and
entered the church. He wondered if his grandmother
could see him, and if she were angry at his action. Scarcely
knowing what to do, he sat still while the others knelt;
but Nellie tugged his jacket, saying, ** Kneel down and say
a prayer.” Jacob obeyed, or at least he knelt and rose
again as he saw the others do; but the boy felt too bewil-
dered by his novel position to be able to form either
thoughts or words into a prayer.

Nellie was a well-behaved child, but she could hot
restrain herself from attracting the attention of the rest of
the family to her apple, which was laid in rosy state at the
top of the pile. Then she relapsed into quietude, and read
her Bible until the service began,

Jacob was very attentive in following the prayers, each
of which Nellie pointed out with her finger. To him they
seemed very beautiful, and the hearty devotion of the
worshippers delighted him.  There seemed, too, a wonder-
ful reality about this worship. Then came the sermon,
Mr. Stayner taking for his text the words, “He putteth in
the sickle because the harvest is come ; ” and he applied the
words first to the yearly harvests, which came with all
the promised regularity, and which should be such cause
of joy and thankfulness; and then he spoke of the harvest of
souls, that harvest which we were each doing our best or
our worst to cultivate or to mar by our lives and conduct,
In simple but telling language Mr. Stayner drew a picture
of what this harvest might have been had not sin entered
into the world by the transgression of our first parents,
and then of what it must be since the devil had been
abroad sowing tares. Then he told of the Redemption
which had come through the death of our Lord, the * Pro-
pitiation for our sins,” and showed that all who would
might come to Him through the cleansing power of that
Blood which was shed for us on Calvary,

When the sermon was brought to an end Jacob felt that
he wished he, too, might have been a Christian, so simple
and happy seemed the way of salvation,

. (70 e con'inned.)
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LITTLE JEAN.

HE navvies had been digging, digging,
Digging every day,
Until the sand in mighty heaps
All round about them lay.
Then, fetching wood, they shored the wall,
Lest that the treacherous sand might fall.

Ah, but the work was hard enough,
And hot the August sun!. . .

At length the men sat down to rest,
And view what they had done.

It was the dinner hour ; and from

Their homes the navvies' children come,

With “father’s dinner " in a tin,
Sent by each wifely hand,

As daintily as though her man
Were noblest in the land!

And now the little ones are free
To romp and run at liberty.

Three bonny little bairns were there,
One maid, and two brave boys.

And oh, but Jack, and Sandy tco,
They were the ones for noise !

But noisy though the lads both were,

Their simple boyish hearts would stir

If any lrrmble came to Jean,
The navvy’s cripple child,
Whose golden hair, and gonr.'lc eyes,
And voice so soft and mild,
Had won their hearts, -for _]c:l n's dear sake
No trouble was too much to take.

The navvies’ frugal meal was sweet,
And sweet the hour of rest.

Soon pipes were lighted, stories told ;
And who than they more blest ?

As puffing, chatting, every one,

They lay, all shaded from the sun.

 But—what is that ? that awful noise!

The men start up in fear,
Where are the bairns? . . . A moment since
~ The little ones were here !

O God! . . . the sand has given way,

And there the babes had gone to play.

How wildly did those navvies dig
‘With spade, and pick-axe too.

Until . a little bare white foot
Lay Tull exposed to view!

Then manly hearts grew faint and cold

“Vith agony not to be told.

They drew her out. . . . "Twas little Jean.
But ah, how sadly pale!

The blue eyes closed, the golden curls
All round her like a veil ;

While father's tears were rmmng now
On his wee lassie’s childish brow.

“She is not dead!"” one -honrsely cried ;
“ Hold up, Bill, like a man ;-

Here comes the doctor ; and, please God,
We'll save her if we can.”

Then sighed the little maiden fair,

4 Dear father, dinna greet nae mair,

But dig wi' a' your heart and stre ngth
For Jack and Sandy lou,

And tell them baith, wi' Jeanie's love,
They maun be-good and true;

And up in Heaven we’ll meet again,

And never ken nor grief nor pain.”

Now Jack and Sandy both are men ;
Strong, skilful navvies they ;

But speak to them of little ]m,
And both will turn away 4
To hide the tears they can't restrain,

‘When the old story’s told again.

Dear little Jean! they love her still,
And on each ly heart
rds. —* Be good and true,
we'll part.”
' d words, and Jean’s dear love,
Have drawn their hearts to Heaven above.
D. B. McKeax

YOUNG MEN IWCI'B& WAREHOUSES.
BY PHE REV. J. STEPHEN BARRASS,
Clerical Secretary of the Church of England Young Men's Sociely
1L,

STATED in my last paper that a young man in a
warchouse was absolutely his own master. Let me
be clearly understood. I mean that there is no moral
restraint placed upon him. So long as he conducts

~ himsell respectably and honestly during work hours, and clm.f

n;ﬁhl bﬁ)'nnd the time fixed by the firm, n
ho

not sta t at |
notfce ‘Jysotllhn el ‘n several i

B"-‘
man who may seek his counsel and advice. As a rs:.ﬂc 1
believe great care is exercised in the selection of a chnpiam,
and the result is that those gentlemen (at least of my ac-
quaintance) casily win their way into the confidence and
respect of the young fellows, .

As a rule, attendance at prayers is purely voluntary. But in
afew cases it is compulsory, and in one notable instance there is
a fine of one shilling for non-attendance. I make no comment
on this. 1 merely state it as a fact. My readers must com-
ment for themselves. So far as I have been able to ascertain,
the voluntary system works well. Many young men and
women are glad to avail themselves of a short cheerful service
before entering upon the labours of the day. And 1 believe
it has been the means of fortifying thousands of young lives
against the sinister snares of surrounding evils.

But whilst this picture is true, it must not bc inferred that
the thousands of young men who “live in” in warchouses
have placed themselves under Christian influence and
guidance. Far from it. But the efforts made on their behalf
have not been without features of success. For some time 1
have arranged services in City warehouses when addresses have
been given to young men,

A “special correspondent " of the Record gives the following
account of one which he attended : —

“1 was present at one of them the other evening, and was
much struck not only by the numbers attending, but by the
carnestness they all displayed. To gaze upon that audience
was an interesting study. Many of the young fellows, one
could see, had left bright homes in the country to fight the
hard battle of London life, and were much in need of a real
friend. This naturally gave the speaker an excellent oppor-
tunity, which he was not slow fo use.  His address was from
first to last an earnest exhortation to a life of self-denial, to
taking up the Cross ; and very clearly he pointed out that the
call was to follow Christ—that was to say, He would lead the

L oy
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way, and would also provide the grace and strength
needed by His disciples. The whole service was re-
markably simple, and the young fellows not only ex-
pressed their gratitude for it, but also the hope that
many similar meetings would follow. These warehouse
services have proved exceedingly helpful, many young
men being led thereby to resist the evil and choose the
ood.”

y I have received most encouraging help in the work
from several of the leading clergy in the City, and
abundant testimony from the young men themselves,
to show that the movement is doing good.

In many of the larger warehouses there are athletic
clubs, and some lay themselves out for popular lectures,
entertainments, and smoking concerts, whilst others
have a Bible class, or a branch of the St. John's
Ambulance Association,

After all, the great difficulty is recreation and amuse-
ment. Until something can be done to offer a counter-
attraction to the music-hall or dancing-saloon, but little
hold can be gained on the great bulk of the young men.
One cannot expect them to be continvally attending
religions services,

What is needed is ¢ (1) That the *heads of the firm ”
should recognise the moral responsibility attaching to
50 many young fellows residing under their roof.
(2) That those who seek to influence the young men
should recognise their real needs,

The Church of England Young Men's Society ot
Ludgate Circus is quite alive to the needs of young
men, and there will now be found within its walls
almost everything that a healthily organised youth
could desire.  Its work amongst young men in the City would
be greatly assisted if the provincial clergy would take the trouble
to give young men coming from their parishes to London a
letter of introduction either to myself or the General Secretary.

A DOG'S TALE.

M EAR MR. EDITOR,—

I feel quite flattered to think that you
are going to put a picture of me in the
Cnurcn MoNTHLY, and that you wish me to write
a few words about myself. My name is Red Paddy,
and as I can trace my ancestors back for many gene-
rations, I think I am entitled to call myself ©well
born.” Tam a big, strong Irish terrier. Now don’t
say, “What a conceited dog to call himself strong!”
I have seyeral times run over forty miles in the day,
and not been very tired after it. 'Then, before this
horrible muzzling act came in force (don’t I wish
those responsible for it had to wear a muzzle them-
selves every time they went out!), if any dog, even
though a good deal bigger than myself, made an
insulting remark as I passed, T used to rush at him
knock him down, and make him beg my pardon.
Speaking of this reminds me of a good laugh I gave
my master last year. I was trotting up the road
before him, when a newspaper boy passed weh a
black dog following him. This dog made a very
rude remark to me as he passed. 1 felt bound, for
the honour of Ould Ireland, to rebuke him sharply.
This Blackie didn’t like at all at all, so bolted straight
after his master so straight that he rushed between
his legs and laid him flat on his back, to the great
amusement of my master. You have no idea how

fond T am of my master. If he is out all day I feel
quite miserable, and keep all on the watch to hear his
step, that I may be in the hall the moment he opens
the door ; and I know he likes me to be there, for he
is just as fond of me as I am of him, and if by any
chance I am in the garden with the door shut he
comes to look for me at once. There is one thing I
like very much, and that is to see my muzzle taken
off its peg, for that means I am going out. I always
rush forward the moment I see it, and try to get my
head into it as quickly as possible, so as to lose no
time in going out.. Sometimes I am in such a_hu
that I jerk the muzzle out of my master’s hand.
Yours obediently, Ren PAppy

P.S.—I have had my portrait taken without that

wretched muzzle.

ASKED AND ANSWERED.

** We shall endeavonr fo answer all yw.-.hu:q which are of inlerest
fo the majority of our readers, and to_advise when we see a pro-
spect of doing good. Questions showld be addressed fo Mg, F.
Suertock, “ Cnurcit Moxtiey ™ OFrice, 3o & ?I. New Brivcr
Street, Loxoox, E.C.  Iu cach case ingusrers will please give their
names and addresses, which of conrse will be held as stricily
private.

R. G. Deax.—Sir Edward Clarke first entered Parliament
in 1880, and was knighted in 1886, on becoming Solicitor-
General,

L. D. Verxon,—Consult the Convocation Reports prepared

_ by the Rev. Prebendary Ainslie.

L. Pearson.—Dean Alford was the first editor of the Con-
demporary Review, which was founded in 1866, The present
editor.is Mr. P. W. Bunting, a Dissenter,

Artiur Giiserr.—We cannot advise. You had much
better state your case to the Vicar of your own parish.

). Parsons,— The Teacher's Practical Companion and Diary,
by the Rev. W, Spriggs-Smith, Curate of St. Paul's, Bermond -
sey, contains severak useful hints, It is published by F. Shaw
& Co., Bermondsey, price 1s,
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